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JOHN  DRYDEN. 


John  Dryden,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  was  born  at 
the  parsonage  house  of  Aldwinkle  All-Saints,  on  or  about 
the  9th  day  of  August,  1631 ;  his  father  Erasmus  was  the 
third  son  of  Sir  Erasmus  Dryden,  baronet,  of  Canons- 
Ashby,  in  the  county  of  Northampton.  The  village  then 
belonged  to  the  family  of  Exeter,  as  we  are  informed  by 
the  poet  himself,  in  the  postscript  to  his  VirgiL  That 
his  family  were  puritans  may  readily  be  admitted;  but 
that  they  were  anabaptists,  although  confidently  asserted 
by  some  of  our  author's  political  or  poetical  antagonists, 
appears  altogether  improbable.  Notwithstanding,  there- 
fore, the  sarcasm  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  the  register 
of  Aldwinkle  All-Saints  parish,  had  it  been  in  eidstence, 
would  probabtly  have  been  foimd  to  contain  the  record  of 
o«r  poet's  baptism. 

Dryden  seems  to  have  received  the  rudiments  of  his 

ediication  at  Tichmarsh,  and  was  admitted  a  king's  scholar 

at  Westminster,  under  the  tuition  of  the  celebrated  Dr. 

Bushby,  for  whom  he  ever  afterwards  entertained  the 

most  sincere  veneration.     Under  so  able  a  teacher,  he 

made  rapid  progress  in  classical  learning.    The  bent  of 

the  juvenile  poet,  even  at  this  early  period,  distinguished 

itsel£    He  translated  the  third  satire  of  Persius,  as  a 

Thursday  night's  task,  and  executed  many  other  exercises 

of  the  same  nature,  in  English  verse,  none  of  which  are 

now  in  existence.    During  the  last  year  of  his  residence 

at  "Westminster^  the   death  of  Henry  Lord  HflalVa^^ 
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a  young  nobleman  of  great  learning,  and  much  beloved, 
called  forth  no  less  than  ninety-eight  elegies,  one  of  which 
was  written  by  our  poet,  then  about  eighteen  years  old. 

Dryden,  having  obtained  a  Westminster  scholarship, 
was  admitted  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  on  the  11th 
May,  1650,  his  tutor  being  the  reverend  John  Templer, 
M.A.,  a  man  of  some  learning,  who  wrote  a  Latin  treatise 
in  confutation  of  Hobbes,  and  a  few  theological  tracts  and 
single  sermons. 

Of  his  school  performances  we  have  only  the  Elegy  on 
the  death  of  Lord  Hastings,  which  without  his  own  testi- 
.mony  is  enough  to  assure  us  that  Cowley  was  his  model; 
he  has  in  it  imitated  Cowley's  points  of  wit  and  quirks  of 
epigram,  with  a  similar  contempt  for  the  propriety  of 
their  application. 

He  took  the  degree  of  Bachelor,  in  January  1653—4,  but 
neither  became  Master  of  Arts,  nor  a  Fellow  of  the  imiver- 
sity,  and  certainly  never  retained  for  it  much  of  that  vene- 
ration usually  paid  by  an  EngUsh  scholar  to  his  Alma 
Mater. 

In  June  1654,  the  death  of  his  father,  Erasmus  Dryden, 
proved  a  temporary  interruption  to  our  author's  studies. 
He  left  the  imiversity,  on  this  occasion,  to  take  possession 
of  his  inheritance,  consisting  of  two-thirds  of  a  small 
estate  near  Blakesley,  in  Northamptonshire,  worth,  in  all, 
about  sixty  pounds  a-year.  The  other  third  part  of  this 
small  property  was  bequeathed  to  his  mother  during  her 
life,  and  the  property  reverted  to  the  poet  after  her  death 
in  1676.  With  this  little  patrimony  our  author  returned 
to  Cambridge,  where  he  continued  imtil  the  middle  of  the 
year  1657. 

After  leaving  the  university,  our  author  entered  the 
world,  supported  by  friends,  from  whose  character,  prin- 
ciples, and  situation,  it  might  have  been  prophesied,  with 
probability,  that  his  success  in  life,  and  his  literary  repu- 
tation, would  have  been  exactly  the  reverse  of  what  they 
actually  proved.  Sir  Gilbert  Pickering  was  cousin-german 
to  the  poet,  and  also  to  his  mother;  thus  standing  related 
to  Drjrden  in  a  double  connexion.    Tbis  gaxAXftiaasx  ^«& 
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ft  staoncli  puritan,  and  having  set  out  as  a  reformer,  ended 
y  by  being  a  regicide,  and  an  abettor  of  the  tyranny  of 
Oomwell.  He  was  one  of  the  judges  of  the  unfortunate 
Charles ;  and  though  he  did  not  sit  in  that  bloody  court 
upon  the  last  and  fatal  day,  yet  he  seems  to  have  ccn- 
curred  in  the  most  violent  measures  of  the  unconscientious 
men  who  did  so.  He  had  been  one  of  the  parliamentary 
counsellors  of  state,  and  hesitated  not  to  be  numbered 
among  the  godly  and  discreet  persons  who  assisted  Crom- 
well as  a  privy  council.  Moreover,  he  was  lord  chamber- 
lain of  the  Protector's  court,  and  received  the  honour  of 
his  mock  peerage. 

The  patronage  of  such  a  person  was  more  likely  to  have 
elevated  Dryden  to  the  temporal  greatness  and  wealth 
acquired  by  the  sequestrators  and  committee-men  of  that 
oppressive  time,  than  to  have  aided  him  in  attaining  the 
summits  of  Parnassus. 

In  a  youth  entering  life  under  the  protection  of  such 
relations,  who  could  have  anticipated  the  future  dramatist 
and  poet-laureate,  much  less  the  advocate  and  martyr  of 
prerogative  and  of  the  Stuart  family,  the  convert  and  con- 
fessor of  the  Roman  Catholic  faith  1  In  his  after  career, 
his  early  connexions  with  the  puritans,  and  the  principles 
of  his  kinsmen  during  the  civil  wars  and  usurpation,  were 
often  made  subjects  of  reproach,  to  which  he  never  seems 
to  have  deigned  an  answer. 

The  death  of  Cromwell  was  the  first  theme  of  our  poet's 
muse.  Averse  as  the  puritans  were  to  any  poetry,  save 
that  of  Hopkins,  of  "Withers,  or  of  Wisdom,  they  may  be 
reasonably  supposed  to  have  had  some  sympathy  with 
Dryden's  sorrow  upon  the  death  of  Oliver,  even  although 
it  vented  itself  in  the  profane  and  unprofitable  shape  of  an 
elegy. 

With  the  return  of  the  king,  the  fall  of  Dryden's  poli- 
tical patrons  was  necessarily  involved.  Sir  Gilbert  Picker- 
ing, having  been  one  of  Charles's  judges,  was  too  happy  to 
escape  into  obscurity,  imder  an  absolute  disqualification 
for  holdjng^  any  o^ce,—po2iticeLl,  civil,  or  eccleaiaa\.vc8X. 
22ie  inHuence  of  Sir  John  Dryden  was  ended  at  t\i©  aam^ 
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time ;  and  thus  all  these  relations,  under  whose  protection 
Dryden  entered  life,  and  by  whose  influence  he  was  pro- 
bably to  have  been  aided  in  some  path  to  wealth  or 
eminence,  became  at  once  incapable  of  assisting  him ;  and 
even  connexion  with  them  was  rendered,  by  the  change  of 
times,  disgraceful,  if  not  dangerous.  Yet  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  Dryden  felt  this  evil  in  its  full  extent. 
Sterne  has  said  of  a  character, "  that  a  blessing  which  closed 
his  mouth,  or  a  misfortune  which  opened  it  with  a  good 
grace,  were  nearly  equal  to  him ;  nay,  that  sometimes  the 
misfortune  was  the  more  acceptable  of  the  two."  It  is 
possible,  by  a  parity  of  reasoning,  that  Dryden  may  have 
felt  himself  rather  relieved  from,  than  deprived  of,  his 
fanatical  patrons,  under  whose  guidance  he  could  never 
hope  to  have  indulged  in  that  career  of  literary  pursuit, 
which  the  new  order  of  things  presented  to  the  ambition 
of  the  youthful  poet ;  at  least,  he  lost  no  time  in  useless 
lamentation,  but,  now  in  his  thirtieth  year,  proceeded  to 
exert  that  poetical  talent,  which  had  heretofore  been  re- 
pressed by  his  own  situation,  and  that  of  the  country. 

Dryden,  left  to  his  own  exertions,  hastened  to  testify 
his  joyful  acquiescence  in  the  restoration  of  monarchy,  by 
publishing  "  Astraa  Redttx"  a  poem  which  was  probably 
distinguished  among  the  innumerable  congratulations 
poured  forth  upon  the  occasion ;  and  he  added  to  those 
which  hailed  the  coronation,  in  1661,  the  verses  entitled 
"  A  Panegyric  to  his  Sacred  Majesty." 

Science,  as  well  as  poetry,  began  to  revive  after  the  iron 
dominion  of  military  fanaticism  was  ended ;  and  Dryden, 
who  through  life  was  attached  to  experimental  philosophy, 
speedily  associated  himself  with  those  who  took  interest 
in  its  progress.  He  was  chosen  a  member  of  the  newly 
instituted  Eoyal  Society,  26th  November,  1662 ;  an  honour 
which  cemented  his  connexion  with  the  most  learned  men 
of  the  time,  and  is  an  evidence  of  the  respect  in  which  he 
was  already  held.  Most  of  these,  and  the  discoveries  by 
which  they  had  distinguished  themselves,  Dryden  took 
ootsaaion  to  celebrate  in  his  "  Epistle  to  Dr.  Walter  Char- 
Manu"  a  learned  physician,  upon  laia  tteaXiia^  ol  ^\.Q.\ift* 
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henge.  Gilbart,  Boyle,  Harvey,  and  Ent,  are  mentioned 
with  enthusiastic  applause,  as  treading  in  the  path  pointed 
out  by  Bacon,  who  first  broke  the  fetters  of  Aristotle,  and 
taught  the  world  to  d«rive  knowledge  from  experiment. 
In  these  elegant  verses,  the  author  divests  himself  of  all 
the  flippant  extravagance  of  point  and  quibble,  in  which, 
complying  with  his  age,  he  had  hitherto  indulged,  though 
of  late  in  a  limited  degree. 

The  victory  gained  by  the  Duke  of  York  over  the  Dutch 
fleet  on  the  3d  of  June,  1665,  and  his  Duchess's  subse- 
quent journey  into  the  north,  furnished  Dryden  with  the 
subject  of  a  few  occasional  verses,  in  which  the  style  of 
Waller  (who  came  forth  with  a  poem  on  the  same  subject) 
is  successfully  imitated. 

His  next  poem  was  of  greater  length  and  importance ; 
it  is  an  historical  account  of  the  events  of  the  year  1666, 
under  the  title  of  "  Annus  Mirabilis,'*  to  which  distinction 
the  incidents  which  had  occurred  in  that  space  gave  it 
some  title. 

The  *^ Annus  Uirabilis  "  evinces  a  considerable  portion  of 
labour  and  attention ;  the  lines  and  versification  are  highly 
polished,  and  the  expression  was  probably  carefully  cor- 
rected. "  Dryden,"  as  Johnson  remarks,  "  already  exercised 
the  superiority  of  his  genius,  by  recommending  his  own 
performance,  as  written  upon  the  plan  of  Virgil ;  and  as  no 
unsuccessful  efibrt  at  producing  those  well-wrought  images 
and  descriptions,  which  create  admiration,  the  proper 
object  of  heroic  poetry."  The  "  Annus  Mirabilis "  may 
indeed  be  regarded  as  one  of  Dryden*s  most  elaborate 
pieces ;  although  it  is  not  written  in  his  later,  better,  and 
most  peculiar  style  of  poetry.  Mr.  Hallam  says,  "  Variety 
is  its  chief  want,  as  dignity  is  its  greatest  excellence ;  but 
in  spite  of  this  defect,  and  of  much  bad  taste,  we  doubt 
whether  so  continued  a  strain  of  poetry  could  at  that  time 
be  found  in  the  language.  Waller's  *  Panegyric,*  at  leasiy 
and  Denham's  *  Cooper's  Hill,*  the  most  celebrated  poems 
of  the  age,  are  very  inferior  to  it." 

The  "Restoration  brought  with  it  a  reviv«.l  of  the  aiawse- 
joeais  of  the  stage,  which  under  the  Commonwealtli  \i»j3L 
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been  condemned  as  heathenish,  and  punished  as  apper- 
taining especially  to  the  favourers  of  royalty.  Dryden, 
therefore,  becoming  a  writer  of  plays,  was  a  necessary  con- 
sequence; for  the  theatres  newly  opened  after  so  long 
silence,  were  resorted  to  with  all  the  ardour  inspired  by 
novelty,  and  dramatic  composition  was  the  only  line  which 
promised  something  like  an  adequate  reward  to  the  pro- 
fessors of  literature.  Between  the  years  1661 — 4,  Dryden 
produced  « The  Wild  GaUant,"  « The  Rival  Ladies,"  and 
"  The  Indian  Emperor."  The  latter  play  had  most  ample 
success.  The  dreadful  fire  of  London,  in  1666,  however, 
put  a  stop  to  theatrical  amusements,  which  were  not  per- 
mitted till  the  following  Christmas. 

Our  author  had  assisted  Sir  Robert  Howard  in  the 
composition  of  a  rhyming  play,  called  "The  Indian 
Queen ; "  and  their  continued  friendship  introduced  the 
poet  to  Sir  Robert's  father,  the  Earl  of  Berkshire.  The 
consequence  of  this  intimacy  was,  that  Dryden  gained  the 
affections  of  Lady  Elizabeth  Howard,  the  Earl's  eldest 
daughter ;  and,  although  the  match  was  not  altogether 
agreeable  to  the  noble  family,  they  were  soon  after  mar- 
ried. Dryden's  manners  were  amiable,  his  reputation  as 
an  author  high,  and  his  moral  character  unexceptionable. 
The  noble  Earl  was  most  probably  soon  reconciled  to  the 
match,  for  Dryden  seems  to  have  resided  with  his  father- 
in-law  for  some  time,  since  it  is  from  the  Earl's  seat  at 
Charlton,  in  "Wiltshire,  that  he  dated  the  introduction  to 
the  "  Annus  Mirabilis"  published  at  the  close  of  the  year 
1667. 

At  this  time  Dryden  was  engaged  in  his  "Essay  on 
Dramatic  Poesy,"  in  which  he  assumes  that  the  drama  was 
the  highest  department  of  poetry;  and  endeavours  to 
prove  that  rh}Tning  or  heroic  tragedies  are  the  most  legi- 
timate offspring  of  the  drama.  The  subject  is  agitated  in 
a  dialogue  between  Lord  Buckhurst,  Sir  Charles  Sedley, 
Sir  Robert  Howard,  and  the  author  himself,  under  tho 
feigned  names  of  Eugei^ius,  Lisideus,  Crites,  and  Neander. 

He  next  produced  "The  Maiden  Queen"  his  version  of 
•l»a  Tempest,"  "Sir  Martin  ;Maxr-a:tL,"  m^  o\\i<et  ^s^cosaa. 
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In  1670,  he  was,  on  the  death  of  Davenant,  appointed  poet- 
laureate,  and  also  to  the  office  of  royal  historiographeri 
with  a  salary  of  200/.  paid  quarterly,  and  the  celehrated 
amiual  butt  of  canary. 

Dryden  continued  to  write  for  the  stage,  and  between 
the  age  of  thirty-five  and  sixty-three  produced  eight-and- 
twenty  pieces,  and  still  found  time  for  other  undertakings. 
It  is  not  our  purpose  to  further  notice  hia  dramas,  but 
devote  our  observations  to  the  contents  of  the  present 
volume,  and  his  translations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin 
authors. 

His  play-writing  and  theatrical  connexion  had  given  rise 

to  much  criticism  on  his  productions,  by  Settle,  Rochester, 

and  others,  which  were  replied  to  with  equal  virulence: 

but  the  controversies  in  which  Dryden  had  hitherto  been 

engaged^  were  of  a  private  complexion,  arising  out  of 

literary  disputes  and  rivalry.    But  the  coimtry  was  now 

deeply  agitated  by  political  faction ;  and  so  powerful  an 

auxiliary  was  not  permitted  by  his  party  to  remain  in  c 

state  of  inactivity.     The  religion  of  the  Duke  of  York 

rendered  him  obnoxious  to  a  large  proportion  of  the 

people,  still  agitated  by  the  terrors  of  the  Popish  Plot. 

The  Duke   of  Monmouth,  handsome,  yoimg,  brave,  and 

courteous,  had  all  the  external  requisites  for  a  popular 

idol;  and  what  he  wanted  in  mental  qualities  was  amply 

supplied  by  the  Machiavel  subtlety  of  Shaftesbury.    The 

life  of  Charles  was  the  only  isthmus  between  these  con- 

tendii^  tides,  "  which,  mounting,  viewed  each  other  from 

a&r,  and  strove  in  vain  to  meet."    It  was  already  obvious, 

that  the  king's  death  was  to  be  the  signal  of  civil  war. 

His  situation  was  doubly  embarrassing,  because,  in  all 

probability,  Monmouth,  whose  claims  were  both  unjust  in 

themselves,  and  highly  derogatory  to  the  authority  of  the 

crown,  was  personally  amiable,  and  more    beloved  by 

Charles  than  was  his  inflexible  and  bigoted  brother.    But 

to  consent  to  the  bill  for  excluding  the  lawful  heir  from 

the  crown,  would  have  been  at  the  same  time  putting 

himself  in  a  state  of  pupilage  for  the  rest  of  his  teiga, 

Mid  evincins^  to  bis  subjects,  that  they  had  uotlaiiv^  \»o 
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expect  from  attachment  to  his  person,  or  defence  of  his 
interest.  This  was  a  sacrifice  not  to  be  thought  of  so 
long  as  the  dreadfiil  recollection  of  the  wars  in  the  pre- 
ceding reign  determined  a  large  party  to  support  the 
monarch,  while  he  continued  willing  to  accept  of  their 
assistance.  Charles  accordingly  adopted  a  determined 
<k»iirse ;  and,  to  the  rage  rather  than  confusion  of  his 
partisans,  Monmouth  was  banished  to  Holland,  from 
whence  he  boldly  returned  without  the  king's  licence, 
and  openly  assumed  the  character  of  the  leader  of  a  party. 
Estranged  from  court,  he  made  various  progresses  through 
the  coimtry,  and  employed  every  art  which  the  genius  of 
Shaftesbury  could  suggest,  to  stimulate  the  courage,  and 
to  increase  the  number,  of  his  partisans.  The  press,  that 
awful  power,  so  often  and  so  rashly  misused,  was  not  left 
idle.  Numbers  of  the  booksellers  were  distinguished  as 
Protestant  or  i^natical  publishers  ;  and  their  shops  teemed 
with  the  furious  declamations  of  Ferguson,  the  inflamma- 
tory sermons  of  Hickcringill,  the  political  disquisitions  of 
Himt,  and  the  party  plays  and  libellous  poems  of  Settle 
and  Shadwell.  A  host  of  rhymers,  inferior  even  to  those 
last  named,  attacked  the  king,  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the 
ministry,  in  songs  and  libels,  which,  however  paltry,  weie 
read,  sung,  rehearsed,  and  applauded.  It  was  time  that 
some  champion  should  appear  in  behalf  of  the  crown, 
before  the  public  should  have  been  irrecoverably  alienated 
by  the  incessant  and  slanderous  clamour  of  its  opponents. 
Dryden's  place,  talents,  and  mode  of  thinking,  qualified 
him  for  this  task.  He  was  the  poet-laureate  and  household 
servant  of  the  king,  thus  tumultuously  assailed.  His  vein 
of  satire  was  keen,  terse,  and  powerful,  beyond  any  that 
has  since  been  displayed.  From  the  time  of  the  Restora- 
tion, he  had  been  a  favourer  of  monarchy,  perhaps  more 
so,  because  the  opinion  divided  him  from  his  own  family. 
If  he  had  been  for  a  time  neglected,  the  smiles  of  a 
sovereign  soon  made  his  coldness  forgotten;  and  if  his 
narrow  fortune  was  not  increased,  or  even  rendered  stable, 
he  had  promises  of  provision,  which  inclined  him  to  look 
to  the  luture  with  hope,  and  endvvre  \i\ift  ^icei^^wt  with 
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patience.  If  ho  had  shared  in  the  discontent  which  for  a 
time  severed  Mulgrave  from  the  royal  partj,  that  causa 
ceased  to  operate  when  his  patron  was  reconciled  to  the 
court,  and  received  a  share  of.  the  spoils  of  the  disgraced 
Monmouth.  If  there  wanted  further  impulse  to  induce 
Dryden,  conscious  of  his  strength,  to  mingle  in  an  affray 
where  it  might  be  displayed  to  advantage,  he  had  the 
stimulus  of  personal  attachment  and  personal  enmity,  to 
sharpen  his  political  animosity.  Ormond,  Hahfax,  and 
Hyde,  Earl  of  Kochester,  among  the  nobles,  were  his 
patrons;  Lee  and  Southeme,  among  the  poets,  were  his 
friends.  These  were  partisans  of  royalty.  The  Duke  of 
York,  whom  the  "  Spanish  Friar  "  probably  had  offended, 
was  conciliated  by  a  prologue  on  his  visiting  the  theatre  at 
his  return  from  Scotland,  and,  it  is  said,  by  the  omission  of 
certain  peculiarly  offensive  passages,  as  soon  as  the  play 
was  reprinted.  The  opposite  ranks  contained  Buckingham, 
aathor  of  the  "Rehearsal;"  Shadwell,  with  whom  our 
poet  now  waged  open  war;  and  Settle,  the  insolence  of 
whose  rivalry  was  neither  forgotten,  nor  duly  avenged. 
The  respect  due  to  Monmouth  was  probably  the  only 
consideration  to  be  overcome :  but  his  character  was  to  be 
handled  with  peculiar  lenity ;  and  his  duchess,  who,  rather 
than  himself,  had  patronised  Dryden,  was  so  dissatisfied 
with  his  politics,  as  well  as  the  other  irregularities  of  her 
husband,  that  there  was  no  danger  of  her  taking  a  gentle 
correction  of  his  ambition  as  any  affront  to  herself. 

Thus  stimulated  by  every  motive,  and  withheld  by  none, 
Dryden  composed,  and,  on  the  17th  November,  1681, 
published,  the  satire  of  "  Absalom  and  Achitophel." 

It  appeared  a  very  short  time  after  Shaftesbury  had 
been  committed  to  the  Tower,  and  only  a  few  days  before 
the  grand  jury  were  to  take  imder  consideration  the  bill 
preferred  against  him  for  high  treason.  Its  sale  was  rapid 
beyond  example ;  and  even  those  who  were  most  severely 
characterised,  were  compelled  to  acknowledge  the  beauty, 
if  not  the  justice,  of  the  satire.  The  character  of  Mon- 
mouth, an  easy  and  gentle  temper,  inflamed  beyond.  \\a 
vsual  pitch  by  ambition,  and  seduced  by  the  arts  oi  a  m\v 
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and  interested  associate,  is  touched  with  exquisite  deli- 
cacy. The  poet  is  as  careful  of  the  oflfending  Absalom'a 
fame,  as  the  father  in  Scripture  of  the  life  of  his  r6l>el 
son.  The  fairer  side  of  his  character  is  industriously  pi^ 
sented,  and  a  veil  drawn  over  all  that  was  worthy  of  blanie. 
But  Shaftesbury  pays  the  lenity  with  which  Monmouth  is 
dismissed.  The  traits  J)f  praise,  and  the  tribute  paid  to 
that  statesman's  talents,  are  so  qualified  and  artfully 
blended  with  censure,  that  they  seem  to  render  his  faults 
even  more  conspicuous,  and  more  hatefuL  In  this  skilful 
mixture  of  applause  and  blame  lies  the  nicest  art  of  satire. 
There  must  be  an  appearance  of  candour  on  the  part  of 
the  poet,  and  just  so  much  merit  allowed,  even  to  the 
object  of  his  censure,  as  to  make  his  picture  natural.  It  is 
a  child  alone  who  fears  the  aggravated  terrors  of  a  Sara- 
cen's head ;  the  painter,  who  would  move  the  awe  of  an 
enlightened  spectator,  must  delineate  his  tyrant  with 
human  features.  It  seems  likely,  that  Dryden  considered 
the  portrait  of  Shaftesbury,  in  the  first  edition  of  **  Ab- 
salom and  Achitophel,"  as  somewhat  deficient  in  this 
respect ;  at  least  the  second  edition  contains  twelve  addi- 
tional lines,  the  principal  tendency  of  which  is  to  praise 
the  ability  and  integrity  with  which  Shaftesbury  had  dis- 
charged the  office  of  Lord  High  Chancellor. 

The  success  of  this  wonderful  satire  was  so  great,  that 
the  court  had  again  recourse  to  the  assistance  of  its  author. 
Shaftesbury  was  now  Uberated  fi-om  the  Tower ;  for  the 
grand  jury,  partly  influenced  by  deficiency  of  proof,  and 
partly  by  the  principles  of  the  Whig  party,  out  of  which 
the  sheriffs  had  carefully  selected  them,  refiised  to  find  the 
bill  of  high  treason  against  him.  This  was  a  subject  of 
imbounded  triumph  to  his  adherents,  who  celebrated  his 
acquittal  by  the  most  public  marks  of  rejoicing.  Amongst 
others,  a  medal  was  struck,  bearing  the  head  and  name  of 
Shaftesbury,  and  on  the  reverse,  a  sun,  obscured  with  a 
cloud,  rising  over  the  Tower  and  city  of  London,  with  the 
date  of  the  refusal  of  the  bill,  (24th  November,  1681,)  and 
the  motto,  "  LiETAMUR."  These  medals,  which  his  partisans 
wore  ostentatiously  at  their  bosoms,  excited  t\ie  general 
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io^gnation  of  the  Tories ;  and  the  king  himself  is  said  to 
faave  suggested  it  as  a  theme  for  the  satirical  muso  of 
Dfyden,  and  to  have  rewarded  his  performance  with  a 
hundred  broad  pieces.  To  a  poet  of  less  fertility,  the 
royal  command  to  write  again  upon  a  character  which,  in 
a  former  satire,  he  had  drawn  with  so  much  precision  and 
felicity,  might  have  been  as  embarrassing  at  least  as 
honourable.  But  Dryden  was  inexhaustible;  and  easily 
discovered,  that,  though  he  had  given  the  outline  of  Shaf- 
tesbury in  "  Absalom  and  Achitophel,"  the  finished  colour- 
ing might  merit  another  canvass.  About  the  16th  of 
March,  1681,  he  published,  anonymously,  **  The  Medal,  a 
Satire  against  Sedition,"  with  the  apt  motto, — 

"  Per  Graium  populos,  mediaeque  per  Elidis  urbcm 
Ibat  ovaos;  Divumque  sibi  poscebat  honores." 

It  is  said  that  it  was  Charles  II.  who  gave  Dryden 
the  hint  for  writing  his  poem  called  "  The  Medal."  One 
day,  as  the  king  was  walking  in  the  Mall,  and  talking  with 
Drjrden,  he  said,  "  If  I  was  a  poet,  (and  I  think  I  am 
poor  enough  to  be  one,)  I  would  write  a  poem  on  such  a 
subject  in  the  following  manner ; "  and  then  gave  him  the 
plan  for  it.  Dryden  took  the  hint,  carried  the  poem,  as 
soon  as  it  was  written,  to  the  king,  and  had  a  present  of  a 
hundred  broad  pieces  for  it. 

In  this  satire,  Shaftesbury's  history;  his  Ifrequent  po- 
litical apostasies ;  his  licentious  course  of  life,  so  contrary 
to  the  stern  rigour  of  the  fanatics,  with  whom  he  had 
associated ;  his  arts  in  instigating  the  fiiry  of  the  anti- 
monarchists  ;  in  fine,  slA  political  and  moral  bearings  of  his 
(diaracter, — are  sounded,  and  exposed  to  contempt  and 
reprobation,  the  beauty  of  the  poetry  adding  grace  to  the 
severity  of  the  satire.  What  impression  these  vigorous 
Mid  well-aimed  darts  made  upon  Shaftesbury,  who  was  so 
capable  of  estimating  their  sharpness  and  force,  we  have 
no  means  to  ascertain  ;  but  long  afterwards,  his  grandson, 
the  author  of  the  "  Characteristics,"  speaks  of  Dryden  and 
his  works  with  a  hitter  affectation  of  contempt,  offenswe 
h  every  reader  of  judgment,  and   obviously  formed  on 
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prejudice  against  the  man,  rather  than  dislike  to  the  poetry. 
It  is  said,  that  he  felt  more  resentment  on  account  of  the 
character  of  imbecility  adjudged  to  his  father,  in  "Absalom 
and  AchitopheV*  than  for  all  the  pungent  satire,  there  and 
in  the  "  Medal,"  bestowed  upon  his  grandfather ;  an  ad- 
ditional proof,  how  much  more  easy  it  is  to  bear  those 
reflections  which  render  ourselves  or  our  friends  hateful, 
than  those  by  which  they  are  only  made  ridiculous  and 
contemptible. 

A  dispute  with  Shadwell,  the  dramatist,  caused  Dryden 
to  compose  "  Mac  Flecknoe,  or  a  Satire  on  the  True-Blue 
Protestant  Poet,  T.  S.,  by  the  author  of  Absalom  and  Achi- 
tophel,"  which  was  published  4th  October,  1682.  Richard 
Flecknoe,  from  whom  the  piece  takes  its  title,  was  so  dis- 
tinguished as  a  wretched  poet,  that  his  name  had  become 
almost  proverbial.  Shadwell  is  represented  as  the  adopted 
son  of  this  venerable  monarch,  who  so  long 

.     "  In  prose  and  verse  was  ovm'd  without  dispute. 
Through  all  the  realms  of  Nonsense  absolute." 

The  solemn  inauguration  of  Shadwell  as  his  successor  in 
this  drowsy  kingdom,  forms  the  plan  of  the  poem  ;  being 
the  same  which  Pope  afterwards  adopted  on  a  broader 
canvass  for  his  "  Dunciad."  The  vices  and  follies  of 
Shadwell  are  not  concealed,  while  the  awkwardness  of  his 
pretensions  to  poetical  fame  are  held  up  to  the  keenest 
ridicule.  In  an  evil  hour,  leaving  the  composition  of  low 
comedy,  in  which  he  held  an  honourable  station,  he  adven- 
tured upon  the  composition  of  operas  and  pastorals.  On 
these  the  satirist  falls  without  mercy ;  and  ridicules,  at  the 
same  time,  his  pretensions  to  copy  Ben  Jonson. 

This  unmerciful  satire  was  sold  oflf  in  a  very  short  time  ; 
and  it  seems  uncertain  whether  it  was  again  published 
until  1684,  when  it  appeared,  with  the  author's  name,  in 
fonson's  first  Miscellany.  It  would  seem  that  Dryden 
did  not  at  first  avow  it,  though,  as  the  tif  le-page  assigned 
it  to  the  author  of  «  Absalom  and  Achitophel,"  we  cannot 
believe  ShadweU's  assertion,  that  he  had  denied  it  with 
cathB  and  imprecations.  Dryden,  however,  omits  this 
satire  m  the  printed  list  of  hia  pUya  w^aL  ^o^tqss^^^ 
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With  the  Eulogy  on  CromwelL    But  he  was  so  fiur  from 

disowning  it>  that  in  his  "  Essay  on  Satire,"  he  quotes 

"Mac  Flecknoe"  as  an  instance  given  by  himself  of  the 

Varronian  satire. 
"Absalom  and  Achitophel,"  and  "The  Medal,"  having 

been  so  successful,  a  second  part  to  the  first  poem  was 
resolved  on,  for  the  purpose  of  sketching  the  minor  cha- 
racters of  the  contending  Mictions.  Dryden,  probably  con- 
ceiving that  he  had  already  done  his  part,  only  revised  this 
additional  book,  and  contributed  about  two  hundred  lines. 
The  body  of  the  poem  was  written  by  Nahum  Tate,  one  of 
those  second-rate  bards,  who,  by  dint  of  pleonasm  and 
expletive,  can  find  smooth  hnes  if  any  one  will  supply 
them  with  ideas.  The  Second  Part  of  "Absalom  and  Achi- 
tophel "  is,  however,  much  beyond  his  usual  pitch,  and 
exhibits  considerable  marks  of  a  careful  revision  by  Dryden, 
especially  in  the  satirical  passages ;  for  the  eulogy  on  the 
Tory  chiefs  is  in  the  flat  and  feeble  strain  of  Tate  himself, 
as  is  obvious  when  it  is  compared  with  the  description  of 
the  Green-Dragon  Club,  the  character  of  Corah,  and  other 
passages  exhibiting  marks  of  Dryden*s  hand. 

But  if  the  Second  Part  of  "  Absalom  and  Achitophel " 
fell  below  the  First  in  its  general  tone,  the  celebrated 
passage  inserted  by  Dryden  possessed  even  a  double  portion 
of  the  original  spirit.  The  victims  whom  he  selected  out 
of  the  partisans  of  Monmouth  and  Shaftesbury  for  his  own 
particular  severity,  were  Robert  Ferguson,  afterwards  well 
known  by  the  name  of  the  Plotter;  Forbes;  Johnson, 
author  of  the  parallel  between  James,  Duke  of  York,  and 
Julian  the  Apostate  ;  but,  above  all,  Settle  and  Shadwell, 
whom,  under  the  names  of  Doeg  and  Og,  he  has  depicted 
in  the  liveliest  colours  his  poignant  satire  could  afford. 

The  Second  Part  of  "Absalom  and  Achitophel"  was 
fbUowed  by  the  *"  Religio  Laid,"  a  poem  which  Dryden 
published  in  the  same  month  of  November,  1682.  Its  ten- 
dency, although  of  a  political  nature,  is  so  different  from 
that  of  the  satires,  that  it  will  be  most  properly  con- 
sidered when  we  can  place  it  in  contrast  to  the  "Hmd  Wi^ 
Anther/' 
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Dryden,  by  the  king's  express  command,  was  engaged  in 
a  work  which  may  be  considered  as  a  sort  of  illustration 
of  the  doctrines  laid  down  in  the  "  Vindication  of  the  Duke 
of  Guise."  It  was  the  translation  of  Maimbourg's  "  His- 
tory of  the  League,"  expressly  composed  to  draw  a  parallel 
between  the  Huguenots  of  France  and  the  Leaguers,  as 
both  equal  enemies  of  the  monarchy.  This  comparison 
was  easily  transferred  to  the  sectaries  of  England,  and  the 
association  proposed  by  Shaftesbury.  The  work  was  pub- 
lished with  unusual  solemnity  of  title-page  and  frontispiece ; 
the  former  declaring,  that  the  translation  was  made  by  hia 
majesty's  command ;  the  latter  representing  Charles  on  his 
throne,  surrounded  by  emblems  expressive  of  hereditary 
and  indefeasible  right. 

This  translation  was  to  be  the  last  service  which  Dryden 
was  to  render  his  good-humoured,  selfish,  and  thoughtless 
patron.  "WTiilo  the  laureate  was  preparing  for  the  stage  the 
opera  of  "  Albion  and  Albanius,"  intended  to  solemnize  the 
triumph  of  Charles  over  the  Whigs,  or,  as  the  author  ex- 
pressed it,  the  double  restoration  of  his  sacred  majesty, 
the  king  died  of  an  apoplexy,  upon  the  6th  February, 
1684-5. 

Tfiie  accession  of  James  II.  to  the  British  throne  excited 
new  hopes  in  all  orders  of  men.  On  the  accession  of  a  new 
prince,  the  loyal  looked  to  rewards,  the  rebellioiLS  to  am- 
nesty. The  Catholics  exulted  in  beholding  one  of  their 
persuasion  attain  the  crown  after  an  interval  of  two  cen- 
turies ;  the  Church  of  England  expected  the  fruits  of  her 
unlimited  devotion  to  the  royal  line ;  even  the  sectaries 
might  hope  indulgence  from  a  prince,  whose  religion  devi- 
ated from  that  established  by  law  as  widely  as  their  own. 
All,  therefore,  hastened,  in  sugared  addresses,  to  lament 
the  sun  which  had  set,  and  hail  the  beams  of  that  which 
had  arisen.  Dryden,  among  other  expectants,  chose  the 
more  honourable  of  these  themes ;  and  in  the  ^ThrenOdia 
Augustalis"  at  once  paid  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of  the 
deceased  monarch,  and  decently  solicited  the  attention  of 
his  successor. 

We  have  now  reached  a  remarkable  incident  in  oup 
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«t?ithor's  life,  his  conversion  to  the  faith  of  Rome,  which  took 
place  shortly  after  the  accession  of  James  II.  The  principal 
clue  to  the  progress  of  his  religious  principle  is  to  be  found 
in  the  poet's  own  lines  in  "  The  Hind  and  Panther,"  and 
niay,  by  a  very  simple  commentary,  be  applied  to  the  state 
of  his  religious  opinions  at  different  periods  of  his  life. 
The  appearance  of  the  polemical  poem  of  "  The  Hind  and 
Panther  "  excited  a  far  greater  clamour  against  the  author 
than  the  publication  of  "Absalom  and  Achitophel."  It 
was  printed  at  the  same  time  both  at  London  and  Edin- 
burgh, and  went  rapidly  through  three  editions.  In  1687 
he  produced,  for  the  festival,  the  "  Ode  to  Cecilia."  An 
event  deented  of  the  utmost  and  most  beneficial  importance 
to  the  family  of  Stuart,  but  which,  according  to  their 
usual  ill-fortune,  helped  to  precipitate  their  ruin,  next 
called  forth  the  public  gratulation  of  the  poet-laureate. 
This  was  the  birth  of  that  "  son  of  pruyers,"  prophesied  in 
the  dedication  to  Xavier,  whom  the  English,  with  obstinate 
incredulity,  long  chose  to  consider  as  an  impostor,  grafted 
upon  the  royal  line,  to  the  prejudice  of  the  Protestant  suc- 
cession. Dryden's  "  Britannia  Bediviva  "  hailed,  with  the 
enthusiasm  of  a  Catholic  and  a  poet,  the  very  event,  which, 
removing  all  hope  of  succession  in  the  course  of  nature, 
precipitated  the  measures  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  ex- 
hausted the  patience  of  the  exasperated  people,  and  led 
them  violently  to  extirpate  a  hated  dynasty,  which  seemed 
likely  to  be  protracted  by  a  new  reign. 

After  the  Revolution,  Dryden  began  to  lay  the  foundation 
for  a  new  structure  of  fame  and  popularity,  in  the  tragedy 
of  "  Don  Sebastian,"  which  is  justly  considered  as  the  chef- 
d'ceuwe  of  his  plays ;  and,  thus  encouraged  by  a  revival  of 
his  popularity,  ventured  to  bring  forward  the  opera  of 
"E[ing  Arthur,"  and  to  it  affixed  a  beautiful  dedication  to 
the  Marquis  of  Hali&ix.  The  music  to  the  opera  was  com- 
posed by  Purcel.  The  piece  was  eminently  successful. 
Shortly  after,  he  translated  five  of  the  Satires  of  Juvenal, 
and  the  whole  of  Persius.  For  Tonson's  Miscellany  he 
executed  translations  of  Ovid  and  Homer.  The  success  of 
these  taught  the  puhliaher  the  value  placed  \>"y  Wi^  ^\3\i^'5i 
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on  Dryden's  translations,  who  accordingly  agreed  with  him 
for  the  translation  of  Virgil,  for  which  Dryden  received 
above  1,200/.  Virgil  was  just  finished,  when  Dryden  dis- 
tinguished himself  by  the  immortal  ode  commonly  called 
«  Alexander's  Feast." 

.  Not  long  after,  our  author  engaged  himself  in  the  compo- 
sition of  those  imitations  of  Boccaccio  and  Chaucer,  which 
have  since  been  called  the  "  Fables."  One  of  these,  the 
"  Character  of  a  good  Parson,"  he  undertook  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  Mr.  Pepys,  the  founder  of  the  hbrary  in  MagdaJeu 
College,  Cambridge.  The  "  Fables  "  were  dedicated  to  the 
last  Duke  of  Ormond,  whose  father  and  grandfather  had 
both  been  friends  and  patrons  of  Dryden's  earlier  essays; 
and  to  them  was  also  affixed  the  introductory  verses  to  the 
beautiful  Duchess  :  this  incense  was  acknowledged  by  a 
donation  of  500/. 

Dryden  had  for  some  years  suffered  both  by  gout  and 
gravel,  and  latterly  the  erysipelas  seized  one  of  his  lega 
To  a  shattered  frame  and  corpulent  habits,  the  most  trifling 
accident  is  often  Mai :  a  slight  inflammation  in  one  of  his 
toes  became,  from  neglect,  a  gangrene ;  to  prevent  morti- 
fication the  surgeon  proposed  to  amputate  the  limb,  but 
Dryden  refused  the  chance,  and  died,  on  the  1st  of  May, 
1700.  He  was  sensible  tiU  nearly  the  last,  and  died  in  the 
Koman  Catholic  faith,  with  submission  and  entire  resig- 
nation to  the  Divine  will,  "  taking  of  his  friends  so  tender 
and  obliging  a  farewell  as  none  but  he  himself  could  have 
expressed." 

His  fiunily  were  preparing  to  bury  him  in  a  manner 
becoming  their  limited  circumstances,  when  several  men 
of  quaUty  made  a  subscription  for  a  public  fimeraL  The 
body  was  removed  to  Physicians'  Hall,  where  it  was  em- 
balmed, and  lay  in  state  till  the  13th  of  May  ;  on  that  day 
the  celebrated  Dr.  Garth  pronounced  a  Latin  oration  over 
the  remains  of  his  deceased  friend,  which  were  then,  in 
state,  conveyed  to  Westminster  Abbey,  and  deposited 
between  the  graves  of  Chaucer  and  Cowley. 
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McBT  noble  Hastings  immaturelj  die, 

The  honour  of  his  ancient  funily, 

Beanl^  and  learning  thus  together  meet, 

To  bnng  a  winding  for  a  wedding  sheet  t 

tfust  virtue  prove  death's  harbinger  ?  must  she, 

With  him  expiring,  feel  mortality  ? 

Is  death,  sin's  wages,  grace's  now  ?  shall  art 

Make  us  more  learned,  only  to  depart  T 

If  merit  be  disease ;  if  virtue  death  ; 

To  be  good,  not  to  be ;  who'd  then  bequeath 

Himae&to  discipline  1  who'd  not  esteem 

Labour  a  crime  ?  study  self-murther  deem  ? 

Our  noble  youth  now  have  pretence  to  be 

Dunces  securely,  ignorant  healthfully. 

Bare  linguist,  whose  worth  speaks  itself  whose  praise, 

rhoogh  not  his  own,  all  tongues  besides  do  raise : 

Than  whom  great  Alexander  may  seem  less  ; 

Who  conquer'd  men,  but  not  their  languages. 

In  his  mouth  nations  spake  ;  his  tongue  might  be 

Interpreter  to  Greece,  France,  Italy. 

His  native  soil  was  the  four  parts  o'  the  earth ; 

All  Europe  was  too  narrow  for  his  birth. 

A  young  apostle ;  and,  with  reverence  may 

I  spe^  it,  inspired  with  gift  of  tongues,  as  they. 

Nature  gave  mm,  a  child,  what  men  in  vain 

Oft  strive,  by  art  though  further'd,  to  obtain. 

His  body  was  an  orb,  his  sublime  soul 

Did  move  on  virtue's  and  on  learning's  i)ole : 

Whose  regular  motions  better  to  our  view. 

Than  Archimedes'  sphere,  the  heavens  did  shew. 

Graces  and  virtues,  mnguages  and  arts. 

Beauty  and  learning,  fiU'd  up  all  the  parts. 

Erven's  gifts,  which  do  like  falling  stars  appear 

Saitter'd  in  others  ;  all,  as  in  their  sphere,- 

Were  fix'd,  conglobate  in  his  soul ;  and  thence 

Bhone  ihrough  his  body,  with  sweet  influence  ; 
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Letting  their  glories  so  on  each  limb  fall, 
The  whole  frame  rendered  was  celestial 
Come,  learned  Ptolemy,  and  trial  make, 
If  thou  this  hero's  altitude  canst  take : 
But  that  transcends  thy  skill ;  thrice  happy  all. 
Could  we  but  prove  thus  astronomical 
Lived  Tycho  now,  struck  with  this  ray,  which  shone 
More  bright  in  the  mom,  than  others  beam  at  noon, 
He'd  take  his  astrolabe,  and  seek  out  here 
What  new  star  'twas  did  gild  our  hemisphere. 
Replenish'd  then  with  such  rare  gifts  ab  these. 
Where  was  room  left  for  such  a  foul  disease  ? 
The  nation's  sin  hath  drawn  that  veil,  which  shrouds 
Our  day-spring  in  so  sad  benighting  clouds ; 
Heaven  would  no  longer  trust  its  pledge ;  but  thus 
Recall'd  it ;  rapt  its  Ganymede  from  us. 
Was  there  no  milder  way  but  the  small-pox. 
The  very  filthiness  of  Pandorafe  box  ? 
$0  many  spots,  like  nzeves  on  V^enus'  soil. 
One  jewel  set  off  with  so  many  a  foil ; 
Bhsters  with  pride  swell'd,  which  through 's  flesh  did  sprout 
Like  rose-bu(^  stuck  in  the  lily  skin  about. 
Each  little  pimple  had  a  tear  in  it. 
To  wail  the  fault  its  rising  did  commit : 
Which,  rebel-like,  with  its  own  lord  at 'strife. 
Thus  made  an  insurrection  'gainst  his  hfe. 
Or  were  these  gems  sent  to  adorn  his  skin. 
The  cabinet  of  a  richer  soul  within  ? 
Ho  comet  need  foretel  his  change  drew  on, 
Whose  corpse  might  seem  a  constellation. 
0  !  had  he  died  of  old,  how  great  a  strife 
Had  been,  who  from  his  death  should  draw  their  life  I 
Who  should,  by  one  rich  draught,  become  whate'er 
Seneca,  Cato,  Kuma,  Csesar,  were  ? 
Leam'd,  virtuous,  pious,  great ;  and  have  by  this 
An  universal  metempsychosis. 
Must  all  these  aged  fires  in  one  funeral 
Expire  ?  all  die  in  one  so  young,  so  small  ? 
Who,  had  he  Hved  his  hfe  out,  his  great  fame 
Had  swoU'n  'bove  any  Greek  or  Roman  name. 
But  hasty  winter,  with  one  blast,  hath  brought 
The  hopes  of  autumn,  simimer,  spring,  to  nought. 
Thus  fad.Qs  the  oak  in  the  sprig,  in  the  blade  the  com ; 
77ius  without  joung,  tbis  Phoenix  diea,  ■D.e^-\iorQ.» 
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list  then  old  three-legg'd  grev-beards  with  their  gout, 
btarrhs,  rheums,  aches,  live  three  ages  out  ] 
me's  ofiEaJs,  only  fit  for  the  hospittu ! 
*  to  hang  antiquaries^  rooms  withal ! 
ust  drunkards,  lechers,  spent  with  sinning,  live 
ith  such  helps  as  broths,  possets,  physic  give  ? 
one  live,  but  such  as  should  die  ?  shall  we  meet 
'ith  none  but  ghostly  fathers  in  the  street  1 
rief  makes  me  rail ;  sorrow  will  force  its  way ; 
nd  showers  of  tears  tempestuous  sighs  best  lay. 
he  tongue  may  fail ;  but  overflowing  eyes 
Till  weep  out  lasting  streams  of  elegies. 
But  thou,  O  virgin-widow,  left  alone, 
ow  thy  beloved,  heaven-ravish'd  spouse  is  gone, 
Those  skilful  sire  in  vain  strove  to  apply 
Ted'cines,  when  thy  balm  was  no  remedy, 
7ith  greater  than  Platonic  love,  0  wed 
Qs  soul,  though  not  his  body,  to  thy  bed : 
et  that  make  thee  a  mother ;  bring  thou  fortb 
he  ideas  of  his  virtue,  knowledge,  worth  ; 
VaDscribe  the  original  in  new  copies  ;  give 
Eastings  of  the  better  part :  so  snail  he  hve 
n  his  nobler  half ;  and  the  great  ^franiUird  be 
>f  an  heroic  divine  progeny : 
m  issue,  which  to  eternity  shall  last, 
Tet  but  the  irradiations  which  he  cast. 
Jrect  no  mausoleums :  for  his  best 
ilonument  is  his  spouse*s  marble  breast. 
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ON  HIS  DIVINE  EPIGRAMS. 

Thou  hast  inspired  me  with  thy  soul,  and  I 
Who  ne*er  before  could  ken  of  Poetry, 
Am  grown  so  good  proficient,  I  can  lend 
A  line  in  commendation  of  my  friend. 
Yet  'tis  but  of  the  second  hand  ;  if  ought 
There  be  in  this,  'tis  from  thy  fancy  brought. 
Good  thiei^  who  dar'st,  Prometheus-like,  aspire, 
And  SJ}  thy  poems  with  celestial  fire  : 
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Enliven'd  by  these  sparks  divine,  their  rays 
Add  a  bright  lustre  to  thy  crown  of  bays. 
Young  eaglet,  who  thy  nest  thus  soon  forsook, 
So  lofty  and  divine  a  course  hast  took 
As  all  admire,  before  the  down  begin 
To  peep,  as  yet,  upon  thy  smoother  chin ; 
Ana,  niaking  heaven  thy  aim,  hast  had  the  grace 
To  look  the  sun  of  righteousness  i'  th'  face. 
What  may  we  hope,  if  thou  go'st  on  thus  fast, 
Scriptures  at  first ;  enthusiasms  at  last ! 
Thou,  hast  commenced,  betimes,  a  saint ;  go  on, 
Mingling  diviner  streams  with  Helicon ; 
That  they  who  view  what  Epigrams  here  be. 
May  learn  to  make  like,  in  just  praise  of  thee. 
Reader,  IVe  done,  nor  longer  will  withhold 
Thy  greedy  eyes ;  looking  on  this  pure  gold 
Thou  'It  know  adulterate  copper,  which,  hke  this, 
Will  only  serve  to  be  a  foil  to  his. 
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WRITTEN  AFTER  HIS  FUNERAL. 

And  now  'tis  time  ;  for  their  officious  haste, 
WTio  would  before  have  borne  him  to  the  sky, 

Like  eager  Romans,  ere  all  rites  were  past, 
Did  let  too  soon  the  sacred  eagle  fly. 

Though  our  best  notes  are  treason  to  his  fame, 
Join'd  with  the  loud  applause  of  public  voice  ; 

Since  Heaven,  what  praise  we  offer  to  his  name. 
Hath  render'd  too  authentic  by  its  choice. 

Though  in  his  praise  no  arts  can  liberal  be. 
Since  they,  whose  muses  have  the  highest  flown, 

Add  not  to  nis  immortal  memory. 
But  do  an  act  of  friendship  to  their  own : 

Yet  'tis  our  duty,  and  our  interest  too. 
Such  monuments  as  we  can  build  to  raise  ; 

Lest  all  the  world  prevent  what  we  should  do, 
And  claim  a  title  in  him  by  tVieVr  T^T«daft» 
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flow  shall  I  then  begin,  or  where  conclude, 

To  draw  a  fame  so  truly  circular  ? 
For  in  a  round  what  order  can  be  show'd, 

Where  all  the  parts  so  equal  perfect  are  ? 

His  grandeur  he  derived  from  Heaven  alone  ; 

For  he  was  great,  ere  fortune  made  him  so : 
And  wars,  hke  mists  that  rise  against  the  sun. 

Made  him  but  greater  seem,  not  greater  grow. 

^0  borrow'd  bays  his  temples  did  adorn, 
But  to  our  crown  he  did  fresh  jewels  bring ; 

Nor  was  his  virtue  poison'd  soon  as  boi-n. 
With  the  too  early  thoughts  of  being  lang. 

Fortune — ^that  easy  mistress  to  the  young, 
But  to  her  ancient  servants  coy  and  hard — 

Him  at  that  age  her  favourites  rank'd  among. 
When  she  her  best-loved  Pompey  did  discard. 

He,  private,  mark'd  the  fault  of  others'  sway 
And  set  as  sea-marks  for  himself  to  shun  : 

Not  like  rash  monarchs,  who  their  youth  betray 
By  acts  their  age  too  late  would  wish  undone. 

And  yet  dominion  was  not  his  design  ; 

We  owe  that  blessing,  not  to  him,  but  Heaven, 
Which  to  fair  acts  unsought  rewards  did  join  ; 

Eewards,  that  less  to  him  than  us  were  given. 

Our  former  chiefs,  like  sticklers  of  the  war. 
First  sought  to  inflame  the  parties,  then  to  poise : 

The  quarrel  loved,  but  did  the  cause  abhor ; 
And  did  not  strike  to  hurt,  but  make  a  noise. 

War,  our  consumption,  was  their  gainful  trade  : 
We  inward  bled,  whilst  they  prolong'd  our  pain  , 

He  fought  to  end  our  fighting,  and  essay'd 
To  staunch  the  blood  by  breathing  of  the  vein. 

Swift  and  resistless  through  the  land  he  past, 
Like  that  bold  Greek  who  did  the  East  subdue. 

And  made  to  battles  such  heroic  haste. 
As  if  on  wings  of  victory  he  flew. 

He  fought  secure  of  fortune  as  of  fame  : 
Still,  by  new  maps,  the  island  might  be  shown, 

Of  conquests,  which  be  strew'd  where'er  he  came, 
TTuci  as  the  galaxy  with  stara  ia  sown. 
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His  palms,  though  under  weights  they  did  not  stand* 
Still  thrived ;  no  winter  could  his  laurels  fade  : 

Heaven  in  his  portrait  show'd  a  workman's  hand, 
And  drew  it  perfect,  yet  without  a  shade. 

Peace  was  the  prize  of  all  his  toil  and  care, 
Which  war  had  banish'd,  and  did  now  restore  : 

Bologna's  walls  thus  mounted  in  the  air, 
To  seat  themselves  more  surely  than  before. 

Her  safety,  rescued  Ireland  to  him  owes  ; 

And  treacherous  Scotland  to  no  interest  true. 
Yet  blest  that  fete  which  did  his  arms  dispose 

Her  land  to  civilise,  as  to  subdue. 

Nor  was  he  like  those  stars  which  only  shine, 
When  to  pale  mariners  they  storms  portend : 

He  had  his  calmer  influence,  and  his  mien 
Did  love  and  majesty  together  blend. 

'Tis  true,  his  countenance  did  imprint  an  awe  ; 

And  naturally  all  souls  to  his  did  bow, 
As  wands  of  divination  downward  draw, 

And  point  to  beds  where  sovereign  gold  doth  grow. 

When  past  all  offerings  to  Feretrian  Jove, 
He  Mars  deposed,  and  arms  to  gowns  made  yield ; 

Successful  councils  did  him  soon  approve 
As  fit  for  close  intrigues,  as  open  field. 

To  suppliant  Holland  he  vouchsafed  a  peace. 
Our  once  bold  rival  of  the  British  main. 

Now  tamely  glad  her  unjust  claim  to  ceasj. 
And  buy  our  friendship  with  her  idol — ^gain. 

Fame  of  the  asserted  sea  through  Europe  blown, 
Made  France  and  Spain  ambitious  of  his  love  ; 

Tl^ach  knew  that  side  must  conquer  he  would  own  ; 
And  for  him  fiercely,  as  for  empire,  strove. 

No  sooner  was  the  Frenchman's  cause  embraced, 
Than  the  light  Monsieur  the  grave  Don  outweigh'd : 

Hip.  fortune  tum'd  the  scale  where'er  'twas  cast ; 
Though  Indian  mines  were  in  the  other  laid. 

When  absent,  yet  we  conquer'd  in  his  right : 

For  though  some  meaner  artist's  skill  were  shown 
Id  mingling  colours,  or  in  placing  light ; 
Fet  still  the  fair  designment  was  \na  on^iv. 
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For  from  all  tempers  he  could  service  draw ; 

The  worth  of  each,  with  its  alloy,  he  knew, 
And,  as  the  confident  of  Nature,  saw 

How  she  complexions  did  divide  and  brew. 

Or  he  their  single  virtues  did  survey, 

By  intuition,  in  his  own  large  breast. 
Where  all  the  rich  ideas  of  them  lay. 

That  were  the  rule  and  measure  to  the  rest, 

When  such  heroic  virtue  heaven  sets  out, 
The  stars,  like  commons,  sullenly  obey ; 

Because  it  drains  them  when  it  comes  about. 
And  therefore  is  a  tax  they  seldom  pay. 

From  this  high  spring  our  foreign  conquests  flow, 
Which  yet  more  glorious  triumphs  do  portend  ; 

Since  their  commencement  to  his  arras  they  owe. 
If  springs  as  high  as  fountains  may  ascend. 

He  made  us  free-men  of  the  continent, 
Whom  Nature  did  like  captives  treat  before  ; 

To  nobler  preys  the  English  lion  sent, 
And  taught  him  first  in  Belgian  walks  to  roar. 

That  old  unquestioned  pirate  of  the  land, 
Ptoud  Rome,  with  dread  the  fate  of  Dunkirk  heard ; 

And  trembling  wish'd  behind  more  Alps  to  stand. 
Although  an  Alexander  were  her  guard. 

By  his  command  we  boldly  cross'd  the  line. 
And  bravely  fought  where  southern  stars  arise  ; 

We  traced  the  far-fetch'd  gold  imto  the  mine. 
And  that  which  bribed  our  fathers  made  our  prize. 

Such  was  our  prince  ;  yet  own'd  a  soul  above 
The  highest  acts  it  could  produce  to  show  : 

Thus  poor  mechanic  arts  in  public  move, 
Whilst  the  deep  secrets  beyond  practice  go. 

Nor  died  he  when  his  ebbing  fame  went  less, 
But  when  fresh  laurels  courted  him  to  live  : 

He  seem'd  but  to  prevent  some  new  success, 
As  if  above  what  triumphs  earth  could  give. 

His  latest  victories  still  thickest  came, 
As  near  the  centre,  motion  doth  increase  ; 

TiU  he,  press'd  down  hy  hia  own  weighty  name, 
2V4  -^^  ^^^  vestal,  under  spoils  decease. 
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But  first  the  ocean  as  a  tribute  sent 
The  giant  prince  of  all  her  watery  herd  ; 

And  the  isle,  when  her  protecting  genius  weni^ 
Upon  his  obsequies  loud  sighs  conferred. 

No  civil  broils  have  since  his  death  arose, 
But  faction  now  by  habit  does  obey ; 

And  wars  have  that  respect  for  his  repose, 
As  winds  for  halcyons  when  they  breed  at  sea. 

His  ashes  in  a  peaceful  urn  shall  rest. 
His  name  a  great  example  stands,  to  show 

How  strangely  high  endeavours  may  be  blest, 
Where  piety  and  valour  jointly.go. 
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A.   POEM   ON  THE  HAPPY    RESTORATION  AND  RETURN  OP  HIS 
SACRED  MAJESTY  CHARLES  II.     1660. 

Now  with  a  general  peace  the  world  was  blest, 

WTiile  ours,  a  world  divided  from  the  rest, 

A  dreadful  quiet  felt,  and  worser  far 

Than  arms,  a  suUen  interval  of  war : 

Thus  when  black  clouds  draw  down  the  labouring  skies^ 

Ere  yet  abroad  the  winged  thunder  flies, 

An  norrid  stillness  first  invades  the  ear. 

And  in  that  silence  we  the  tempest  fear. 

The  ambitious  Swede,  like  restless  billows  toss'd. 

On  thLs  hand  gaining  what  on  that  he  lost, 

Though  in  his  life  he  blood  and  ruin  breathed, 

To  his  now  guideless  kingdom  peace  bequeath'd. 

And  Heaven,  that  seem'd  regardless  of  our  fate, 

For  France  and  Spain  did  miracles  create ; 

Such  mortal  quarrels  to  compose  in  peace. 

As  nature  bred,  and  interest  did  increase. 

We  sigh'd  to  hear  the  fe,ir  Iberian  bride 

Must  grow  a  lily  to  the  lily's  side. 

Whilst  our  cross  stars  denied  us  Charles's  bed. 

Whom  our  first  flames  and  virgin  love  did  wed. 

For  his  long  absence  Church  and  State  did  groan ; 

Madness  the  pulpit,  faction  seized  the  throne : 

Experienced  age  in  doep  despair  was  lost, 

To  see  the  rebel  thrive,  the  loyal  cross'd  • 
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Fonth,  that  with  joys  had  unacquainted  been, 
jEbvied  gray  hairs  that  once  good  days  had  seen  : 
We  thought  our  sires,  not  with  their  own  content, 
Had,  ere  we  came  to  age,  our  portion  spent. 
N^or  could  our  nobles  hope  their  bold  attempt, 
Who  ruin'd  crowns  would  coronets  exempt. 
For  when,  by  their  designing  leaders  taugnt 
To  strike  at  power  which  for  themselves  they  sought, 
The  vulgar,  gull'd  into  rebellion,  arm'd  ; 
Their  blood  to  action  by  the  prize  was  warm'd. 
The  sacred  purple  then  and  scarlet  gown. 
Like  sanguine  dye,  to  elephants  was  shown. 
Thus,  when  the  bold  Typhoeus  scaled  the  sky. 
And  forced  great  Jove  from  his  own  heaven  to  fly, 
(What  king,  what  crown  from  treason's  reach  is  free, 
If  Jove  and  Heaven  can  violated  be  ?) 
The  lesser  gods,  that  shared  his  prosperous  state, 
All  suffered  in  the  exiled  Thunderer's  fate. 
The  rabble  now  such  freedom  did  enjoy. 
As  winds  at  sea,  that  use  it  to  destroy : 
Blind  as  the  Cyclop,  and  as  wild  as  he. 
They  own'd  a  Lawless  savage  liberty, 
Like  that  our  painted  ancestors  so  prized, 
Ere  empire's  axts  their  breasts  had  civilised. 
How  great  were  then  our  Charles's  woes,  who  thui* 
Was  forced  to  suffer  for  himself  and  us  ! 
He,  toss'd  by  fate,  and  hurried  up  and  down. 
Heir  to  his  father's  sorrows,  with  his  crown. 
Could  taste  no  sweets  of  youth's  desired  age  ; 
But  found  his  life  too  true  a  pilgrimage. 
Unconquered  yet  in  that  forlorn  estate, 
His  manly  courage  overcame  his  fate. 
His  wounds  he  took,  like  Romans,  on  his  breast, 
Which,  by  his  virtue,  were  with  laurels  dress'd. 
As  souls  reach  heaven  while  yet  in  bodies  pent, 
So  did  he  live  above  his  banishment. 
That  sun,  which  we  beheld  with  cozen'd  eyes 
Within  the  water,  moved  along  the  skies. 
How  easy  'tis,  when  destiny  proves  kind. 
With  Ml-spread  sails  to  run  oefore  the  wind ! 
But  those  that  'gainst  stiff  gales  laveering  go, 
Must  be  at  once  resolved,  and  skilfid  too. 
He  would  ncAy  like  soft  Otho,  hope  prevent, 
Sai  atay'd  and  suffered  fortune  to  repent. 
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These  virtues  Galba  in  a  stranger  sought, 

And  Piso  to  adopted  empire  brought. 

How  shall  I  then  my  doubtful  thoughts  express, 

That  must  his  sufferings  both  regret  and  bless  1 

For  when  his  early  valour  Heaven  had  cross'd ; 

And  all  at  Worcester  but  the  honour  lost ; 

Forced  into  exile  from  his  rightful  throne. 

He  made  all  countries  where  he  came  his  own  ; 

And,  viewing  monarchs'  secret  arts  of  sway, 

A  royal  factor  for  his  kingdoms  lay. 

Thus  banish'd  David  spent  abroad  his  time, 

When  to  be  God's  anointed  was  his  crime  j 

And,  when  restored,  made  his  proud  neighbours  rue 

Those  choice  remarks  he  from  his  travels  drew. 

Nor  is  he  only  by  affliction  shown 

To  conquer  others'  realms,  but  rule  his  own : 

Recovering  hardly  what  he  lost  before, 

tlis  right  endears  it  much ;  his  purchase  more. 

Inured  to  suffer  ere  he  came  to  reign. 

No  rash  procedure  will  his  actions  stain  : 

To  business  ripen'd  by  digestive  thought. 

His  future  rule  is  into  method  brought : 

As  they  who  first  proportion  understand. 

With  easy  practice  reach  a  master's  hand. 

Well  might  the  ancient  poets  then  confer 

On  Night  the  honour'd  name  of  Counsellor, 

Since  struck  with  rays  of  prosperous  fortune  blind, 

We  light  alone  in  dark  afflictions  find. 

In  such  adversities  to  sceptres  train'd, 

The  name  of  Great  his  famous  grandsire  gain'd ; 

Who  yet  a  king  alone  in  name  and  right. 

With  nunger,  cold,  and  angry  Jove  did  fight ; 

Shock*d  by  a  Covenanting  League's  vast  powers, 

As  holy  and  as  catholic  as  ours : 

Till  fortune^s  fruitless  spite  had  made  it  known, 

Her  blows  not  shook  but  riveted  his  throne. 

Some  lazy  ages,  lost  in  sleep  and  ease. 
No  action  leave  to  busy  chronicles : 
Such,  whose  supine  felicity  but  makes 
In  story  chasms,  in  epocha  mistakes ; 
O'er  whom  Time  gently  shakes  his  wings  of  down. 
Till  with  his  silent  sickle  they  are  mown. 
Such  is  not  Charles's  too  too  active  age, 
IF7Uc&^  govern  d  by  the  wild  disleia^x'^Tajgb 
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Of  some  black  star  infecting  all  the  skies, 

MaAe  him  at  his  own  cost  like  Adam  wise. 

Tremble,  ye  nations,  who  secure  before, 

Laughed  at  those  arms  that  'gainst  ourselves  we  bore ; 

Boused  by  the  lash  of  his  own  stubborn  tail, 

Our  lion  now  will  foreign  foes  assail 

With  alga  who  the  sacred  altar  strews  ? 

To  all  the  sea-gods  Charles  an  offering  owes  : 

A  bull  to  thee,  Portimus,  shall  be  slain ; 

A  lamb  to  you,  ye  tempests  of  the  main  : 

For  those  loud  storms  that  did  against  him  roar, 

Have  cast  his  shipwreck'd  vessel  on  the  shore. 

Tet  as  wise  artiste  mix  their  colour  so. 

That  by  degrees  they  from  each  other  go : 

Black  steals  imheeded  from  the  neighb  ring  white, 

"Without  offending  the  well-cozen'd  sight : 

So  on  us  stole  our  blessed  change  ;  while  wo 

The  effect  did  feel,  but  scarce  the  manner  see. 

Frosts  that  constrain  the  ground,  and  birth  deny 

To  flowers  that  in  its  womb  expecting  lie. 

Do  seldom  their  usurping  power  withdraw. 

Bat  raging  floods  pursue  their  hasty  thaw. 

Oar  tlmw  was  mild,  the  cold  not  chased  away, 

Bat  lost  in  kindly  heat  of  lengthened  day. 

Heaven  would  no  bargain  for  its  blessings  drive, 

Bat  what  we  could  not  pay  for,  freely  give. 

The  Prince  of  Peace  would  like  himself  confer 

A  gift  imhoped,  without  the  price  of  war : 

Yet^  as  he  Imew  his  blessing's  worth,  took  care 

That  we  should  know  it  by  repeated  prayer ; 

Which  storm'd  the  skies,  and  ravish'd  Charles  from  thence^ 

As  heaven  itself  is  took  by  violence. 

Booth's  forward  valour  only  served  to  show, 

He  durst  that  duty  pay  we  all  did  owe : 

The  attempt  was  fair ;  but  heaven's  prefix'd  hour 

Kot  come :  so  like  the  watchful  traveller 

That  by  the  moon's  mistaken  light  did  rise, 

Lay  down  again,  and  closed  his  weary  eyes. 

Twas  Monk,  whom  Providence  design'd  to  loose 

Those  real  bonds  &lse  freedom  did  impose. 

The  blessed  saints  that  watch'd  this  turning  scene^ 

Did  from  their  stars  with  joyful  wonder  lean, 

To  see  small  dues  draw  vastest;  weights  along, 
Not  in  iheJr  bulk  but  in  their  order  strong. 
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Thus  pencils  can  by  one  slight  touch  restore 
Smiles  to  that  changed  face  that  wept  before. 
With  ease  such  fond  chimsera  we  pursue, 
As  fancy  frames  for  fancy  to  subdue : 
But  when  ourselves  to  action  we  betake, 
It  shuns  the  mint  like  gold  that  chemists  make. 
How  hard  was  then  his  task  !  at  once  to  be 
What  in  the  body  natural  we  see  ! 
Man's  architect  distinctly  did  ordain 
The  charge  of  muscles,  nerves,  and  of  the  brain, 
Through  viewless  conduits  spirits  to  dispense ; 
The  springs  of  motion  from  the  seat  of  sense. 
'Twas  not  the  hasty  product  of  a  day. 
But  the  weU-ripen4  Wit  of  wise  deky. 
He,  like  a  patient  angler,  ere  he  strook, 
Would  let  nim  play  a  while  upon  the  hook. 
Our  healthful  food  the  stomach  labours  thus, 
At  first  embracing  what  it  straight  doth  crush. 
Wise  leeches  will  not  vain  receipts  obtrude. 
While  growing  pains  pronounce  the  humours  crude : 
Deaf  to  complaints  they  wait  upon  the  ill, 
Till  some  safe  crisis  authorise  their  skilL 
Nor  could  his  acts  too  close  a  vizor  wear. 
To  'scape  their  eyes  whom  guilt  had  taught  to  fear, 
And  guard  with  caution  that  polluted  nest, 
Whence  Legion  twice  before  was  dispossess'd : 
Once  sacred  house  ; — which  when  they  enter'd  in. 
They  thought  the  place  could  sanctify  a  sin  ; 
Like  those  that  vainly  hoped  kind  Heaven  would  wink. 
While  to  excess  on  martyrs'  tombs  they  drink. 
And  as  devouter  Turks  first  warn  their  souls 
To  part,  before  they  taste  forbidden  bowls : 
So  these,  when  their  black  crimes  they  went  about, 
First  timely  charm'd  their  useless  conscience  out. 
Religion's  name  against  itself  was  made ; 
The  shadow  served  the  substance  to  invade : 
Like  zealous  missions,  they  did  care  pretend 
Qf  souls  in  show,  but  made  the  gold  their  end. 
Th'  incensed  powers  beheld  with  scorn  from  high 
An  heaven  so  far  distant  from  the  sky. 
Which  durst,  with  horses'  hoofs  that  beat  the  ground. 
And  martial  brass,  belie  the  thunder's  sound. 
'Twas  hence  at  length  just  vengeance  thought  it  fit 
To  speed  their  ruin  by  their  impioAia  ^rVX.. 
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Thus  Sforza,  cursed  with  a  too  fertile  brain, 
Lost  by  his  wiles  the  power  his  wit  did  gain. 
Henceforth  their  rage  must  spend  at  lesser  rate. 
Than  in  its  flames  to  wrap  a  nation's  fate. 
Suffered  to  live,  they  are  hke  Helots  set, 
A  virtuous  shaine  within  us  to  beget. 
For  by  example  most  we  sinn'd  before, 
And  glass-like  clearness  mix'd  with  frailty  bore. 
But  since  reform'd  by  what  we  did  amiss, 
We  by  our  sufferings  learn  to  prize  our  bliss : 
Like  early  lovers,  whose  impractised  hearts 

"Were  long  the  may-game  of  malicious  arts, 

When  once  they  find  their  jealousies  were  vain, 

"With  double  heat  renew  their  fires  again. 

Twas  this  produced  the  joy  that  hurried  o'er 

Such  swarms  of  English  to  the  neighb'ring  shore, 

To  fetch  that  prize,  by  which  Batavia  made 

So  rich  amends  for  our  impoverish'd  trade. 

Oh  had  you  seen  from  Schevelin's  barren  shore, 

(Crowded  with  troops,  and  barren  now  no  more,) 

Afflicted  Holland  to  his  farewell  bring 

True  sorrow,  Holland  to  regret  a  king ! 

While  waiting  him  his  roval  fleet  did  ride. 

And  wiUing  Wmds  to  their  lowered  sails  denied. 

The  wavering  streamers,  flags,  and  standards  out, 

The  merry  seamen's  rude  but  cheerful  shout ; 

And  last  the  cannons'  voice  that  shook  the  skies, 

And,  as  it  fares  in  sudden  ecstasies. 

At  once  bereft' us  both  of  ears  and  eye*. 

The  Naseby,  now  no  longer  England's  shame, 

But  better  to  be  lost  in  Charles's  name, 

(Like  some  unequal  bride  in  nobler  sheets) 

Receives  her  lord :  the  joyful  London  meets 

The  princely  York,  himself  alone  a  freight ; 

The  Swiftsure  groans  beneath  great  Gloster's  weight : 

Secure  as  when  the  halcyon  breeds,  with  these, 

He  that  was  bom  to  drown  might  cross  the  seas. 

Heaven  could  not  own  a  Providence,  and  take 

The  wealth  three  nations  ventured  at  a  stake. 

The  same  indulgence  Charles's  voyage  bless'd, 

Which  in  his  right  had  miracles  confess'd. 

The  winds  that  never  moderation  knew. 

Afraid  to  blow  too  much,  too  faintly  blew : 
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Or,  out  of  breath  with  joy,  could  not  enlarge  • 
Their  straiten'd  lungs,  or  conscious  of  their  charga, 
ITie  British  Amphitrite,  smooth  and  clear. 
In  richer  azure  never  did  appear ; 
Proud  her  returning  Prince  to  entertain 
With  the  submitted  fasces  of  the  main. 

And  welcome  now,  great  monarch,  to  your  own ; 

Behold  th'  approaching  chffs  of  Albion : 

It  is  no  longer  motion  cheats  your  view. 

As  you  meet  it,  the  land  approacheth  you. 

The  land  returns,  and,  in  the  white  it  wears, 

The  marks  of  penitence  and  sorrow  bears. 

But  you,  whose  goodness  your  descent  doth  show, 

Your  heavenly  parentage  and  earthly  too  ; 

By  that  same  mildness,  which  your  father's  crown 

Before  did  ravish,  shall  secure  your  own. 

Not  tied  to  rules  of  policy,  you  find, 

Revenge  less  sweet  than  a  forgiving  mind. 

Thus,  when  the  Almighty  would  to  Moses  give 

A  sight  of  all  he  could  behold  and  live ; 

A  voice  before  his  entry  did  proclaim 

Long-suffering,  goodness,  mercy,  in  his  name. 

Your  power  to  jastice  doth  submit  your  cause, 

Your  goodness  only  is  above  the  laws  ; 

Whose  rigid  letter,  while  pronounced  by  you. 

Is  softer  made.    So  winds  that  tempests  brew. 

When  through  Arabian  groves  they  take  their  flighty 

Made  wanton  with  rich  odours,  lose  their  spite. 

And  as  those  lees,  that  trouble  it,  refine 

The  agitated  soul  of  generous  wine : 

So  tears  of  joy,  for  your  returning,  spilt. 

Work  out,  and  expiate  our  former  giiilt. 

Methinks  I  see  those  crowds  on  Dover's  strand, 

Who,  in  their  haste  to  welcome  you  to  land. 

Choked  up  the  beach  with  their  still  growing  store, 

And  made  a  wilder  torrent-on  the  shore  ; 

While,  spurr'd  with  eager  thoughts  of  past  dehght, 

Those,  who  had  seen  you,  court  a  second  sight ; 

Preventing  still  your  steps,  and  making  haste 

To  meet  you  often,  wheresoe'er  you  pass'd. 

How  shall  I  speak  of  that  triumphant  day, 

When  you  renew'd  th'  expiring  pomp  of  May  ! 
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(A  month  that  owns  an  interest  in  your  name : 

You  and  the  flowers  are  its  peculiar  claim.) 

That  star,  that  at  your  birth  shone  out  so  bright, 

It  stained  the  duller  sun's  meridian  Hght, 

Did  once  again  its  potent  fires  renew, 

Guiding  our  eyes  to  find  and  worship  you. 
And  now  Time's  whiter  series  is  begun, 

Which  in  soft  centuries  shall  smoothly  run : 

Those  clouds,  that  overcast  your  mom,  shall  fly, 

Dispefl'd  to  ferthest  comers  of  the  sky. 

Our  nation  with  united  interest  blest. 

Not  now  content  to  poize,  shall  sway  the  rest. 

Abroad  your  empire  shall  no  limits  Know, 

But,  Hke  the  sea,  in  boundless  circles  flow. 

Your  much-loved  fleet  shall,  with  a  wide  command. 

Besiege  the  petty  monarchs  of  the  land  : 

And  as  old  Time  his  offspring  swallow'd  down, 

Our  ocean  in  its  depths  all  seas  shall  drown. 

Their  wealthy  trade  from  pirates'  rapine  free, 

Our  merchants  shall  no  more  adventurers  be : 

Nor  in  the  farthest  east  those  dangers  fear. 

Which  hiunble  Holland  must  dissemble  here. 

Spain  to  your  gift  alone  her  Indies  owes  ; 

For  what  the  powerful  takes  not,  he  bestows  : 

And  France,  that  did  an  exile's  presence  fear, 

May  justly  appreL  jnd  you  still  too  near. 

At  home  the  hateful  names  of  parties  cease. 

And  factious  souls  are  wearied  into  peace. 

The  discontented  now  are  only  they. 

Whose  crimes  before  did  your  just  cause  betray : 

Of  those  your  edicts  some  reclaim  from  sin. 

But  most  your  hfe  and  blest  example  win. 

Oh  happy  prince,  whom  Heaven  hath  taught  the  way 

By  paying  vows  to  have  more  vows  to  pay ! 

Oh  happy  age !    Oh  times  hke  those  alone. 

By  fete  reserved  for  great  Augustus'  throne ! 

When  the  joint  growth  of  arms  and  art  foreshow 

The  world  a  monarch,  and  that  monarch  you. 
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TO  HIS  SACRED  MAJESTY  CHARLES  THE  SECOIS 

A  PANEGYRIC  ON  HIS  CORONATION. 

In  that  wild  deluge  where  the  world  was  drown'd, 
When  life  and  sin  one  common  tomb  had  found, 
The  first  small  prospect  of  a  rising  hill 
With  various  notes  of  joy  the  ark  did  fill : 
Yet  when  that  flood  in  its  own  depths  was  drown'd, 
It  left  behind  it  false  and  slippery  groimd ; 
And  the  more  solemn  pomp  was  still  deferred, 
Till  new-born  nature  in  fresh  looks  appeared. 
Thus,  royal  sir,  to  see  you  landed  here. 
Was  cause  enough  of  triumph  for  a  year  : 
Nor  would  your  care  those  glorious  joys  repeat, 
Till  they  at  once  might  be  secure  and  great : 
Till  your  kind  beams,  by  their  continued  stay, 
Had  warm'd  the  ground,  and  call'd  the  damps  away. 
Such  vapours,  while  your  powerful  influence  dries. 
Then  soonest  vanish  when  they  highest  rise. 
Had  greater  haste  these  sacred  rites  prepared. 
Some  guilty  months  had  in  your  triumphs  shared  : 
But  this  vmtainted  year  is  all  your  own  ; 
Your  glories  may  without  our  crimes  be  shown. 
We  had  not  yet  exhausted  all  our  store. 
When  you  refresh'd  our  joys  by  adding  more ; 
As  heaven,  of  old,  dispensed  celestial  dew. 
You  gave  us  manna,  and  still  give  us  new. 

Now  our  sad  ruins  are  removed  from  sight. 
The  season  too  comes  fraught  with  new  delight : 
Time  seems  not  now  beneath  his  years  to  stoop, 
Nor  do  his  wings  with  sickly  feathers  droop : 
Soft  western  winds  waft  o'er  the  gaudy  spring. 
And  open'd  scenes  of  flowers  and  blossoms  bring, 
To  grace  this  happy  day,  while  you  appear. 
Not  king  of  us  alone,  but  of  the  year. 
All  eyes  you  draw,  and  with  the  eyes  the  heart : 
Of  your  own  pomp  yourself  the  greatest  part : 
Loud  shouts  the  nation's  happiness  proclaim, 
And  heaven  this  day  is  feasted  with  your  name. 
Your  cavalcade  the  fair  spectators  view, 
From  their  high  standings,  yet  look  up  to  you. 
From  your  brave  train  each  singles  out  a  prey, 
And  longs  to  date  a  conquest  from  yo\XT  ^a.-^. 
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Now  chaxged  with  blessings  while  you  seek  repose, 
Officious  slumbers  haste  your  eyes  to  close  ; 
And  glorious  dreams  stand  ready  to  restore 
The  pleasing  shapes  of  all  you  saw  before. 
Next  to  the  sacred  temple  you  are  led, 
Where  waits  a  crown  for  your  more  sacred  head : 
How  justly  from  the  Church  that  crown  is  due, 
Preserved  from  ruin,  and  restored  by  you  ! 
The  gratef  j1  choir  their  harmony  employ, 
Not  to  make  greater,  but  more  solemn  joy. 
"Wrapt  soft  and  warm  your  name  is  sent  on  high. 
As  flames  do  on  the  wings  of  incense  fly : 
Music  herself  is  lost,  in  vain  she  brings 
Her  choicest  notes  to  praise  the  best  of  kings : 
Her  melting  strains  in  you  a  tomb  have  found, 
And  lie  like  bees  in  their  own  sweetness  drown'd. 
He  that  brought  peace,  all  discord  could  atone, 
His  name  is  music  of  itself  ^lone. 
Now,  while  the  sacred  oil  anoints  your  head. 
And  fragrant  scents,  begun  from  you,  are  spread 
Through  the  large  dome ;  the  people's  joyM  sound, 
Sent  l^ck,  is  still  preserved  in  hallow'd  ground ; 
Which,  in  one  blessing  mix'd,  descends  on  you ; 
As  heightened  spirits  fall  in  richer  dew.  * 
Not  that  our  wishes  do  increase  your  store, 
Full  of  yourself  you  can  admit  no  more ; 
We  add  not  to  your  glory,  but  employ 
Oar  time,  like  angels,  in  expressing  joy. 
Nor  is  it  duty,  or  our  hopes  alone, 
Create  that  joy,  but  full  fruition : 
We  know  those  blessings,  which  we  must  possess, 
And  judge  of  future  by  past  happiness. 
No  promise  can  oblige  a  prince  so  much 
StiU  to  be  good,  as  long  to  have  been  such. 
A  noble  emulation  heats  your  breast. 
And  your  own  fame  now  robs  you  of  your  rest. 
Good  actions  still  must  be  maintained  with  good, 
As  bodies  nourish'd  with  resembling  food. 
You  have  already  quench'd  sedition's  brand ; 
And  zeal,  which  burnt  it,  only  warms  the  land. 
The  jealous  sects,  that  dare  not  trust  their  cause. 
So  far  from  their  own  will  as  to  the  laws, 
Vou  for  their  umpire  and  i^eir  sjnod  take, 
And  their  tippeal  alone  to  Cwsajr  make. 
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Kind  Heaven  so  rare  a  temper  did  provide, 
That  guilt,  repenti'ig,  might  in  it  confide. 
Among  our  crimes  oblivion  may  be  set ; 
'    But  'tis  our  king's  perfection  to  forget. 

Virtues  unknown  to  these  rough  northern  chmes 
From  mUder  heavens  you  bring  without  their  crimes. 
Your  calmness  does  no  after-storms  p:  ovide, 
Nor  seeming  patience  mortal  anger  hide. 
When  empire  first  firom  famihes  did  spring. 
Then  every  father  govem'd  as  a  king : 
But  you,  that  are  a  sovereign  prince,  aUay 
Imperial  power  with  your  paternal  sway. 
From  those  great  cares  when  ease  your  soul  unbends, 
Your  pleasures  are  design'd  to  noble  ends : 
Bom  to  command  the  mistress  of  the  seas. 
Your  thoughts  themselves  in  that  blue  empu'e  please. 
Hither  in  summer  evenings  you  repair 
To  taste  the  fraicheur  of  the  purer  air : 
Undaunted  here  you  ride,  when  winter  raves. 
With  Ca3sar's  heart  that  rose  above  the  waves. 
More  I  could  sing,  but  fear  my  numbers  stays ; 
No  loyal  subject  dares  that  courage  praise. 
In  stately  frigates  most  delight  you  find. 
Where  well-drawn  battles  tire  your  martial  mind. 
What  to  your  cares  we  owe,  is  learnt  from  hence, 
When  even  your  pleasures  serve  for  our  defence. 
Beyond  your  court  flows  in  th'  admitted  tide. 
Where  in  new  depths  the  wondering  fishes  ghde : 
Here  in  a  royal  bed  the  waters  sleep  ; 
When,  tired  at  sea,  within  this  bay  they  creep. 
Here  the  mistrustful  fowl  no  harm  suspects, 
So  safe  are  all  things  which  our  king  protects. 
From  your  loved  Thames  a  blessing  yet  is  due. 
Second  alone  to  that  it  brought  in  you  ; 
A  queen,  near  whose  chaste  womb,  ordain'd  by  fate. 
The  souls  of  kings  imbom  for  bodies  wait. 
It  was  your  love  before  made  discord  cease  : 
Your  love  is  destined  to  your  country's  peace. 
Both  Indies,  rivals  in  your  bed,  provide 
With  gold  or  jewels  to  adorn  your  bride. 
This  to  a  mighty  king  presents  rich  ore. 
While  that  with  incense  does  a  god  im^VoY^, 
,^^0  kingdoms  wait  your  doom,  and,  as  -^oxx  cJnoo^^ 
^^bJs  must  receive  a  crown,  or  tYiat,  Yau.?it\o^^. 
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Thus,  from  your  royal  oak,  like  Jove's  of  old, 
Are  answers  sought  s-nd  destinies  foretold  : 
Propitious  oracles  are  begg'd  with  vows, 
And  crowns  that  grow  upon  the  sacred  boughs. 
Your  subjects,  while  you  weigh  the  nation's  fate, 
Suspend  to  both  their  doubtful  love  or  hate : 
Choose  only,  sir,  that  so  they  may  possess. 
With  their  own  peace  their  children's  happiness. 


TO  THE  LORD  CHANCELLOB  EDWARD  HYDi; 
EARL  OF  CLARENDON. 

presented  on  new  yearns  day,  1662. 

My  Lord, 

While  flattering  crowds  officiously  appear, 

To  give  themselves,  not  you,  an  happy  year ; 

And  by  the  greatness  of  their  presents  prove 

How  much  they  hope,  but  not  how  well  they  love  ; 

The  Muses,  who  your  early  courtship  boast. 

Though  now  your  flames  are  with  tneir  beauty  lost, 

Yet  watch  their  time,  that,  if  you  have  forgot 

They  were  your  mistresses,  the  world  may  not : 

Decay'd  by  time  and  wars,  they  only  prove 

Their  former  beauty  by  your  former  love  ; 

And  now  present,  as  ancient  ladies  do, 

Thatj  courted  long,  at  length  are  forced  to  woo. 

For  still  they  look  on  you  with  such  kind  eyes. 

As  those  that  see  the  Church's  sovereign  rise ; 

From  their  own  order  chose,  in  whose  high  state, 

They  think  themselves  the  second  choice  of  fiite. 

When  our  great  monarch  into  exile  went. 

Wit  and  reugion  sufFer'd  banishment. 

Thus  once,  when  Troy  was  wrapp'd  in  fire  and  smoko^ 

The  helpless  gods  their  burning  shrines  forsook  ; 

They  with  the  vanquish'd  prince  and  party  go. 

And  leave  their  temples  empty  to  the  foe. 

At  length  the  Muses  stand,  restored  again 

To  that  great  charge  which  nature  did  ordain ; 

And  their  loved  Druids  seem  revived  by  fate, 

Willie  j^ou  dispense  the  laws,  and  guide  tlio  atale. 
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JThe  nation's  soul,  our  monarch,  does  dispense^ 
Through  you,  to  us  his  vital  intiuenqe ; 
You  are  tiie  channel,  where  those  spirits  flow. 
And  work  them  higher,  as  to  us  they  ga 

In  open  prospect  nothing  bounds  our  eye. 
Until  the  earth  seems  joined  unto  the  sky : 
So  in  this  hemisphere  our  utmost  view 
Is  only  boimded  by  oiur  king  and  you : 
Oiur  sight  is  limited  where  you  are  join'd. 
And  beyond  that  no  farther  heaven  can  ^d. 
So  well  your  virtues  do  with  his  agree. 
That,  though  your  orbs  of  diftei-ent  greatness  he. 
Yet  both  are  lor  each  other's  use  disposed. 
His  to  inclose,  and  yours  to  be  inclosed. 
Nor  could  another  in  yoiur  room  have  been. 
Except  an  emptiness  had  come  between. 
Wdl  may  he  then  to  you  his  cares  impart. 
And  share  his  burden  where  he  shares  his  heart. 
In  you  his  sleep  still  wakes  ;  his  pleasures  find 
Their  share  of  business  in  your  labouring  mind. 
Sk>  when  the  weary  sun  his  place  resigns, 
He  leaves  his  light,  and  by  ledection  shines. 

Justice,  that  sits  and  frowns  where  public  laws 
Exclude  soft  mercy  from  a  private  cause. 
In  your  tribunal  most  herself  does  please  ; 
Then^  only  smiles  because  she  lives  at  ease ; 
And,  Uke  young  IMvid.  finds  her  strength  the  moro^ 
When  disencumber  d  from  those  arms  she  wc^re. 
He^iven  would  our  rojnd  master  should  e:Lceed 
Most  in  that  Tirtue«  which  we  most  did  need ; 
And  his  miki  &ther  ^who  too  late  did  fijtid 
All  mercy  vain  but  what  with  power  was  jomM) 
His  £^taf  goodness  left  to  fitter  times» 
Xot  to  incredkse,  but  to  absolve*  our  crimes : 
Hut  wh^i  the  heir  of  this  vast  treasure  knew 
How  ki^  a  kgacy  was  left  to  you, 
»Too  gre«t  ftr  any  subject  to  ieiaiu> 
He  wis^y  tied  it  to  the  crv^wii  a$:am: 
Yet«  pas^^iug  thiou^  your  haudi.  it  gathers  mcone, 
As  streams  thrvHtgh  mines«  bear  tincture  of  tbeir  onw 
WTiiie  empiric  iviiticiatts  use  deceit* 
Hivie  what  thev  ^ve*  aiKl  ctire  bu;  bv  a  ciM«t : 
VvXt  MvHy  shv^w  that  skill  waioh  they  pir^^tend^ 
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Which  should  you  veil,  we  might  unwind  the  clae, 

As  men  do  nature,  till  we  came  to  you. 

And  as  the  Indies  were  not  found,  before 

Those  rich  perfumes,  which,  from  the  happy  shore, 

The  winds  upon  their  balmy  wings  conveyed. 

Whose  guilty  sweetness  first  their  world  betray'd  ; 

So  by  your  counsels  we  are  brought  to  "V'iew 

A  rich  and  undiscovered  world  in  you. 

By  you  our  monarch  does  that  &me  assure, 

Which  kings  must  have,  or  cannot  live  secure  : 

For  prosperous  princes  gain  their  subjects'  heart, 

Who  love  that  praise  in  which  themselves  have  part. 

By  you  he  fits  those  subjects  to  obey. 

As  heaven's  eternal  monarch  does  convey 

His  power  imseen,  and  man,  to  his  designs 

By  Ms  bright  ministers  the  stars,  inclines. 

Our  setting  sun,  from  his  declining  seat, 
Shot  beams  of  kindness  on  you,  not  of  heat : 
And,  when  his  love  was  bounded  in  a  few. 
That  were  unhappy  that  they  might  be  true, 
ilade  you  the  fiivourite  of  his  last  sad  times, 
That  is  a  sufferer  in  his  subjects'  crimes : 
Thus  those  first  &vours  you  received,  were  sent. 
Like  heaven's  rewards  in  earthly  punishment. 
Yet  fortune,  conscious  of  your  destiny. 
Fen  then  took  care  to  lay  you  softly  by ; 
And  wrapp'd  your  fate  among  her  precious  things. 
Kept  fresh  to  be  unfolded  with  your  king's. 
Shown  all  at  once  you  dazzled  so  our  eyes. 
As  new-bom  Pallas  did  the  gods  surprise : 
When,  springing  forth  from  Jove's  new  closing  wound, 
She  struck  the  warlike  spear  into  the  ground  ; 
Which  sprouting  leaves  did  suddenly  inclose. 
And  peaceful  oUves  shaded  as  they  rose. 

How  strangely  active  are  the  arts  of  peace. 
Whose  restless  motions  less  than  wars  do  cease ! 
Peace  is  not  freed  from  labour  but  from  noise  ; 
And  war  more  force,  but  not  more  pains  employs : 
Such  is  the  mighty  swiftness  of  your  mind, 
That,  like  the  earth,  it  leaves  our  sepse  behind, 
While  you  so  smoothly  turn  and  roU  our  sphere, 
That  rapid  motion  does  but  rest  appear. 
For,  as  in  nature's  swiftness,  with  the  throng 
OfAjing  orba  while  ours  ia  borne  along. 
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All  seems  at  rest  to  the  deluded  eye, 

Moved  by  the  soul  of  the  same  harmony, 

So,  carried  on  by  your  unwearied  care, 

We  rest  in  peace  and  yet  in  motion  share. 

Let  envy  then  those  crimes  within  you  see, 

From  which  the  happy  never  must  be  free  ; 

Envy,  that  does  with  misery  reside. 

The  joy  and  the  revenge  of  ruin'd  pride. 

ThiiJc  it  not  hard,  if  at  so  cheap  a  rate 

You  can  secure  the  constancy  of  fate. 

Whose  kindness  sent  what  does  their  malice  seem, 

By  lesser  ills  the  greater  to  redeem. 

Nor  can  we  this  weak  shov^r  a  tempest  call, 

But  drops  of  heat,  that  in  the  simshine  falL 

You  have  ah-eady  wearied  fortune  so. 

She  cannot  ferther  be  your  friend  or  foe ; 

But  sits  all  breathless,  and  admires  to  feel 

A  fete  so  weighty,  that  it  stops  our  wheeL 

Li  all  things  else  above  our  himible  fate. 

Your  equal  mind  yet  swells  not  into  state. 

But,  like  some  moimtain  in  those  happy  isles, 

Where  in  perpetual  spring  young  nature  smiles, 

Your  greatness  shows :  no  horror  to  aflfright, 

But  trees  for  shade,  and  flowers  to  couiii  the  sight: 

Sometimes  the  hill  submits  itself  a  while 

In  small  descents,  which  do  its  height  beguile ; 

And  sometimes  mounts,  but  so  as  billows  play. 

Whose  rise  not  hinders  but  makes  short  our  way 

Your  brow,  which  does  no  fear  of  thunder  know. 

Sees  rolling  tempests  vainly  beat  below ; 

And,  like  Olympus'  top,  th'  impression  wears 

Of  love  and  friendship  writ  in  former  years. 

Yet,  unimpair'd  with  labours,  or  with  time. 

Your  age  but  seems  to  a  new  youth  to  climb. 

Thus  heavenly  bodies  do  our  time  beget, 

And  measure  change,  but  share  no  paj:t  of  it. 

And  still  it  shall  without  a  weight  increase, 

Like  this  new-year,  whose  motions  never  cease. 

For  since  the  glorious  course  you  have  begun 

Is  led  by  Charles,  as  that  is  by  the  sun, 

Tt  must  both  weightless  and  immortal  provei, 

Because  the  centre  of  it  is  above. 
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As  needy  gallants,  in  the  scrivener's  hands, 

Court  the  rich  knaves  that  gripe  their  mortgaged  lands; 

The  first  fat  buck  of  all  the  season's  sent, 

And  keeper  takes  no  fee  in  compliment ; 

The  dotage  of  some  Englishmen  is  such. 

To  fawn  on  those  who  "ruin  them,  the  Dutch. 

They  shall  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  war 

Witn  those,  who  of  the  same  religion  are. 

The  Straits,  the  Guinea-trade,  the  herrings  too ; 

Nay,  to  keep  friendship,  they  shall  pickle  you. 

Some  are  resolved  not  to  find  out  the  cheat. 

But,  euckold-like,  love  them  that  do  the  feat. 

What  injuries  soe'er  upon  us  fidl, 

Yet  still  the  same  religion  answers  alL 

Religion  wheedled  us  to  civil  war. 

Drew  English  blood,  and  Dutchmen's  now  would  spare. 

Be  gull'd  no  longer ;  for  you  '11  find  it  true. 

They  have  no  more  religion,  faith !  than  you. 

Interest 's  the  god  they  worship  in  their  state, 

And  we,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  that. 

Well  monarchies  may  own  religion's  name. 

But  states  are  atheists  in  their  very  frame. 

They  share  a  sin ;  and  such  proportions  fall, 

rhat,  like  a  stink,  'tis  nothing  to  them  alL 

Think  on  their  rapine,  falsehood,  cruelty, 

And  that  what  once  they  were,  they  still  would  be. 

To  one  well-bom  the  affront  is  worse  and  more, 

When  he's  abused  and  baffled  by  a  boor. 

With  an  ill  grace  the  Dutch  their  mischiefs  do ; 

They've  bom  ill  nature  and  ill  manners  too. 

M''ell  may  they  boast  themselves  an  ancient  nation ; 

For  they  were  bred  ere  manners  were  in  fashion : 

And  their  new  commonwealth  has  set  iJhem  free 

Oqly  from  honour  and  civility. 

Venetians  do  not  more  imcouthly  ride. 

Than  did  their  lubber  state  mankind  bestride. 

Their  sway  became  them  with  as  ill  a  mien. 

As  their  own  paunches  swell  above  their  chin. 

Vet  is  their  empire  no  true  growth  but  humour, 

And  only  two  kings*  touch  can  cure  the  tumour. 
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As  Cato,  fruits  of  Afric  did  display ; 
Let  us  before  our  eyes  their  Indies  lay: 
All  loyal  English  will  like  him  conclude ; 
Let  Caesar  live,  and  Carthage  be  subdued. 


TO  HER  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  the  DUCHESS  of  YOR 

On  the  Memorable  Victory  gained  by  the  Duke  over  the  Hollanders^ 
June  3,  1G65,  and  on  her  Journey  afterwards  into  the  North. 

Madam, 

When,  for  our  sakes,  your  hero  you  resign'd 
To  swelling  seas,  and  every  faithless  wind ; 
When  you  released  his  courage,  and  set  free 
A  valour  fatal  to  the  enemy ; 

You  lodged  your  coimtry's  cares  within  your  breast, 
(The  mansion  where  soft  love  should  only  rest :) 
And,  ere  our  foes  abroad  were  overcome. 
The  noblest  conquest  you  had  gain'd  at  home. 
Ah,  what  concerns  did  both  your  souls  divide  1 
Your  honour  gave  us  what  your  love  denied : 
And  'twas  for  him  much  easier  to  subdue 
Those  foes  he  fought  with,  than  to  part  from  you,   ' 
That  glorious  day,  which  two  such  navies  saw, 
As  each  unmatch'd  might  to  the  world  give  law. 
Neptune,  yet  doubtful  whom  he  should  obey. 
Held  to  them  both  the  trident  of  the  sea : 
The  winds  were  hush'd,  the  waves  in  ranks  were  cast, 
As  awfidly  as  when  God's  people  past : 
Those,  yet  imcertain  on  whose  sails  to  blow, 
These,  where  the  wealth  of  nations  ought  to  flow. 
Then  with  the  duke  your  highness  ruled  the  day: 
While  all  the  brave  did  his  command  obey. 
The  fair  and  pious  under  you  did  pray. 
How  powerful  are  chaste  vows  !  the  wind  and  tide 
You  bribed  to  combat  on  the  English  side. 
Thus  to  your  much-loved  lord  you  did  convey 
An  unknown  succour,  sent  the  nearest  way. 
New  vigour  to  his  wearied  arms  you  brought, 
(So  Moses  was  upheld  while  Israel  fought) 
While,  from  afar,  we  heard  the  cannon  play, 
Like  distant  thunder  on  a  shiny  da.;y. 
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For  absent  friends  we  were  ashamed  to  fear, 

When  we  consider'd  what  you  ventured  there. 

Ships,  men,  and  arms,  our  country  might  restore, 

But  such  a  leader  could  supply  no  more. 

With  generous  thoughts  of  conquest  he  did  burD, 

Yet  fought  not  more  to  vanquish  than  return. 

Fortune  and  victory  he  did  pursue, 

To  bring  them  as  his  slaves  to  wait  on  you. 

Thus  beauty  ravish'd  the  rewards  of  hme, 

And  the  fair  triumphed  when  the  brave  o'ercame. 

Then,  as  you  meant  to  spread  another  way, 

By  laiid  your  conquests,  far  as  his  by  sea, 

Leaving  our  southern  clime,  you  march'd  along 

The  stubborn  North,  ten  thousand  Cupids  strong. 

Like  commons  the  nobihty  resort. 

In  crowding  heaps,  to  fiU  your  moving  court: 

To  welcome  your  approach  the  vulgar  run. 

Like  some  new  envoy  from  the  distant  sun. 

And  country  beauties  by  their  lovers  go, 

Blessing  themselves,  and  wondering  at  the  show. 

So  when  the  new-bom  Phoenix  first  is  seen. 

Her  feather'd  subjects  all  adore  their  queen. 

And  while  she  makes  her  progress  through  the  Easty 

From  every  grove  her  numerous  train 's  mcreased : 

Each  poet  of  the  air  her  glory  sings, 

And  round  him  the  pleased  audience  clap  their  wiiigi» 


26  ANNUS  MIRABILIS. 

ANNUS  MIRABILIS ;  THE  YEAK  OF  WONDERS,  166(1 

AN  HISTORICAL  POEM. 

TO  THE  METROPOLIS  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN, 

THE  MOST  RENOWNED  AND  LATE  FLOURISHING  CITY  OP  LONDON, 

IN  ITS  REPRESENTATIVES  THE  LORD  MAYOR  AND  COURT  OP  ALDER- 
MEN, THE  SHERIFFS,  AND  COMMON  COUNCIL  OF  IT. 


As  perhaps  I  am  the  first  who  ever  presented  a  work  of  this 
nature  to  the  metropolis  of  any  nation,  so  it  is  likewise  conso- 
nant to  justice,  that  he  who  was  to  give  the  first  example  of 
such  a  dedication  should  be^n  it  with  that  city  which  has  set 
a  pattern  to  all  others  of  true  loyalty,  invincible  courage,  and 
unshaken  constancy.  Other  cities  have  been  praised  for  the 
same  virtues,  but  I  am  much  deceived  if  any  have  so  dearly 
purchased  their  reputation;  their  fame  has  been  won  them 
by  cheaper  trials  than  an  expensive,  though  necessary  wa'*, 
a  consuming  pestilence,  and  a  more  consuming  fire.  To  submit 
yourselves  with  that  humility  to  the  judgments  of  Heaven,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  raise  yourselves  with  that  vigour  above  all 
human  enemies ;  to  be  combated  at  once  from  above  and  from 
below;  to  be  struck  down  and  to  triumph :  I  know  not  whether 
such  trials  have  been  ever  paralleled  in  any  nation :  the  reso- 
lution and  successes  of  them  never  can  be.  Never  had  prince 
or  people  more  mutual  reason  to  love  each  other,  if  suffering  for 
each  other  can  endear  affection.  You  have  come  together  a  pair 
of  matchless  lovers,  through  many  difficulties;  he,  through  a 
long  exile,  various  traverses  of  fortune,  and  the  interposition  of 
many  rivals,  who  violently  ravished  and  withheld  you  from 
him ;  and  certainly  you  have  had  your  share  in  sufferings.  But 
Providence  has  cast  upon  you  want  of  trade,  that  you  might 
appear  bountiful  to  your  country's  necessities ;  and  the  rest  of 
your  afflictions  are  not  more  the  effects  of  God's  displeasure 
(frequent  examples  of  them  having  been  in  the  reign  of  the 
most  excellent  princes)  than  occasions  for  the  manifesting  of 
your  Christian  and  civil  virtues.  To  you,  therefore,  this  year 
of  "vronders  is  justly  dedicated,  because  you  have  made  it  so. 
You,  who  are  to  stand  a  wonder  to  all  years  and  ages,  and  who 
have  built  yourselves  an  immortal  monument  on  your  own 
ruins.  You  are  now  a  Phoenix  in  her  ashes,  and,  as  far  as 
humanity  can  approach,  a  great  emblem  of  the  suffering  Deity ; 
but  Heaven  never  made  so  much  piety  and  virtue  to  leave  it 
miserable.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  of  some  virtuous  persons  who 
JbAve  ended  unfortunately,  but  nevct  oi  a.\i^  Nvtt'v\a\3La  nation. 
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Providence  is  engaged  too  deeply  when  the  cause  bctcomes  so 
general ;  and  I  cannot  imagine  it  has  resolved  the  ruin  of  that 
people  at  home  which  it  has  blessed  abroad  with  such  successes. 
I  am  therefore  to  conclude  that  your  sufferings  are  at  an  end ; 
and  that  one  part  of  my  poem  has  not  been  more  an  history  of 
your  destruction  than  the  other  a  prophecy  of  your  restoration ; 
the  accomplishment  of  which  happiness,  as  it  is  the  wish  of  all 
true^  Englishmen,  so  is  it  by  none  more  passionately  desired 
than  by 

The  greatest  of  your  admirers, 

And  most  htunble  of  your  Servants, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 


AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  ENSUING  POEM, 

IN 

A  LETTER  TO  THE  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  HOWARD, 

Sib, 

I  AM  SO  many  ways  obliged  to  you,  and  so  little  able  to 
return  yonr  favours,  that,  like  those  who  owe  too  much,  I  can 
only  live  by  getting  farther  into  your  debt.  You  have  not  only 
been  careful  of  my  fortune,  which  was  the  effect  of  your  noble- 
ness, but  you  have  been  solicitous  of  my  reputation,  which  is 
that  of  your  kindness.  It  is  not  long  since  I  gave  you  the 
trouble  of  perusing  a  play  for  me,  and  now,  instead  of  an  ac- 
knowledgment, I  have  given  you  a  greater,  in  the  correction  of 
a  poem.  But  since  you  are  to  bear  this  persecution,  I  will  at 
least  give  you  the  encouragement  of  a  martyr ;  you  could  never 
sofifer  in  a  nobler  cause.  For  I  have  chosen  the  most  heroic 
subject  which  any  poet  could  desire :  I  have  taken  upon  me  to 
describe  the  motives,  the  beginning,  progress,  and  successes  of 
a  most  just  and  necessary  war :  in  it,  the  care,  management, 
and  prudence  of  our  king;  the  conduct  and  valour  of  a  royal 
admiral,  and  of  two  incomparable  generals;  the  invincible 
courage  of  our  captains  and  seamen;  and  three  glorious  victories, 
the  result  of  alL  After  this,  I  have  in  the  Fire  the  most  deplo- 
rable, but  withal  the  greatest,  argimient  that  can  be  imagined : 
the  destruction  being  so  swift,  so  sudden,  so  vast,  and  miserable, 
as  nothing  can  parallel  in  story.  The  former  part  of  this  poem 
relating  to  the  war,  is  but  a  due  expiation  for  my  not  serving 
my  king  and  country  in  it.  All  gentlemen  are  abnost  obliged 
to  it ;  and  I  know  no  reason  we  should  give  that  advantage  to 
the  commonalty  of  Engknd,  to  be  foremost  in  brave  actioTka, 
which   the  nobleaee  of  France   would   never   suffer   m  t\ic\x 
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peasants.    I  should  not  have  written  this  but  to  a  person  who 
has  been  ever  forward  to  appear  in  all  employments,  whither 
his  honour  and  generosity  have  called  him.     The  latter  part  of 
my  poem,  which  describes  the  Fire,  I  owe,  first  to  the  piety  and 
fatherly  affection  of  our  monarch  to  his  suffering  subjects ;  and, 
in  the  second  place,  to  the  courage,  loyalty,  and  magnanimity  of 
the  city ;  both  which  were  so  conspicuous,  that  I  have  wanted 
words  to  celebrate  them  as  they  deserve.     I  have  called  my 
poem  historical,  not  epic,  though  both  the  actions  and  actors  are 
as  much  heroic  as  any  poem  can  contain.    But  since  the  action 
is  not  properly  one,  nor  that  accomplished  in  the  last  successes, 
I  have  judged  it  too  bold  a  title  for  a  few  stanzas,  which  are 
little  more  in  number  than  a  single  Iliad,  or  the  longest  of  the 
^ne;ds.     For  this  reason  (I  mean  not  of  length,  but  broken 
action,  tied  too  severely  to  the  laws  of  history)  I  am  apt  to 
agree  with  those  who  rank  Lucan  rather  among  historians  in 
verse,  than  epic  poets :  in  whose  room,  if  I  am  not  deceived, 
Silius  Italicus,  though  a  worse  writer,  may  more  justly  be  ad- 
mitted.    I  have  chosen  to  write  my  poem  in  quatrians,  or 
stanzas  of  four  in  alternate  rhyme,  because  I  have  ever  judged 
them  more  noble,  and  of  greater  dignity,  both  for  the  soimd  and 
number,  than  any  other  verse  in  use  amongst  us;  in  which  I  am 
sure  I  have  your  approbation.     The  learned  languages  have  cer- 
tainly a  great  advantage  of  us,  in  not  being  tied  to  the  slavery 
of  any  rhyme;  and  were  less  constrained  in  the  quantity  of 
every  syllable,  which  they  might  vary  with  spondees  or  dactyls, 
besides  so  many  other  helps  of  grammatical  figures,  for  the 
lengthening  or  abbreviation  of  them,  than  the  modem  are  in  the 
close  of  that  one  syllable,  which  often  confines,  and  more  often  cor- 
rupts the  sense  of  all  the  rest.  But  in  this  necessity  of  our  rhymes, 
I  have  always  found  the  couplet  verse  most  easy,  though  not  so 
proper  for  this  occasion :  for  there  the  work  is  sooner  at  an  end, 
every  two  lines   concluding  the  labour  of  the  poet;   but  in 
quatrians  he  is  to  carry  it  farther  on,  and  not  only  so,  but  to 
bear  along  in  his  head  the  troublesome  sense  of  four  lines  toge- 
ther.    For  those  who  write  correctly  in  this  kind,  must  needs 
acknowledge,  that  the  last  line  of  the  stanza  is  to  be  considered 
in  the  composition  of  the  first.     Neither  can  we  give  ourselves 
the  liberty  of  making  any  part  of  a  verse  for  the  sake  of  rhjnne, 
or  concluding  with  a  word  which  is  not  current  English,  or 
using  the  variety  of  female   rhymes;    all  which  our  fathers 
practised:   and  for  the  female  rhymes,  they  are  still  in  use 
amongst  other  nations;  with  the  Italian  in  every  line,  with  the 
Spaniard  promiscuously,  with  the  French  alternately ;  as  those 
who  have  read  the  Alarique,  the  Pucelle,  or  any  of  their  later 
poems,  will  agree  with  me.     And  besides  this,  they  write  in 
AJej-andrines,  or  verses  of  six  feet;  such  as  amongst  us  is  thfe 
old  translation  of  Homer  by  Chapman;  oAi\?\i\c\i,\iv  leu^hening 
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of  their  chain^  makes  the  sphere  of  their  activity  the  larger.  I 
have  dwelt  too  long  upon  the  choice  of  my  stanza,  which  you 
may  remeraiber  is  much  better  defended  in  the  preface  to  Gon- 
dibert;  and  therefore  I  will  hasten  to  acquaint  you  vith  my 
endeavours  in  the  writing.  In  general  I  will  only  say,  I  have 
never  yet  seen  the  description  of  any  naval  fight  in  the  proper 
terms  which  are  used  at  sea;  and  if  there  be  any  such,  in 
another  language,  as  that  of  Lucan  in  the  third  of  his  Pharsalia, 
yet  I  could  not  avail  myself  of  it  in  the  English;  the  terms  of 
art  in  every  tongue  bearing  more  of  the  idiom  of  it  than  any 
other  words.  AVe  hear  indeed  among  our  poets,  of  the  thunder- 
ing of  guns,  the  smoke,  the  disorder,  and  the  slaughter;  but  all 
these  are  common  notions.  And  certainly,  as  those  who,  in  a 
logical  dispute,  keep  in  general  terms,  would  hide  a  fallacy,  so 
those,  who  do  it  in  any  poetical  description,  would  veil  their 
ignorance. 

Descriptas  servare  vices  operumqiie  colores, 
Cur  ego,  si  nequeo  ignoroque,  Poeta  salutor  t 

For  my  own  part,  if  I  had  little  knowledge  of  the  sea,  yet  I  Law 
thought  it  no  shame  to  learn ;  and  if  I  have  made  some  few 
mistsJies,  'tis  only,  as  you  can  bear  me  witness,  because  I  have 
wanted  opportunity  to  correct  them;  the  whole  poem  being 
fii-st  written,  and  now  sent  you  from  a  place,  where  I  have  not 
so  much  as  the  converse  of  any  seaman.  Yet  though  the  trouble 
I  had  in  writing  it  was  great,  it  was  more  than  recompensed  by 
the  pleasure.  I  found  myself  so  warm  in  celebrating  the  praises 
of  military  men,  two  such  especially  as  the  Prince  and  General, 
that  it  is  no  wonder  if  they  inspired  me  with  thoughts  above 
my  ordinary  leveL  And  I  am  well  satisfied,  that,  as  they  are 
incomparably  the  best  subject  I  ever  had,  excepting  only  the 
Royal  Family,  so  also,  that  this  I  have  written  of  them  is  much 
better  than  what  I  have  performed  on  any  other.  I  have  been 
forced  to  help  out  other  argiunents ;  but  this  has  been  bountiful 
to  me  :  they  have  been  low  and  barren  of  praise,  and  I  have 
exalted  them,  and  made  them  fruitful;  but  here — Omnia  sponte 
9ud  reddit  jmtissima  tellus.  I  have  had  a  large,  a  fair,  and  a 
pleasant  field ;  so  fertile,  that,  without  my  cultivating,  it  has 
given  me  two  harvests  in  a  summer,  and  in  both  oppressed  the 
reaper.  All  other  greatness  in  subjects  is  only  counterfeit ;  it 
will  not  endure  the  test  of  danger ;  the  greatness  of  arms  is  only 
real;  other  greatness  burdens  a  nation  with  its  weight,  this 
supports  it  with  its  strength.  And  as  it  is  the  happiness  of  the 
age,  so  it  is  the  peculiar  goodness  of  the  best  of  kings,  that  we 
may  praise  his  subjects  without  offending  him.  Doubtleaa  it 
proceeds  from  a  just  con&dence  of  his  own  virtue,  "wViich.  ^ft 
fusire  of  no  other  can  he  so  great  as  to  darken  in  him  *,  ioT  tV?v 
S^oad  or  the  valiant  are  never  safely  praised  under  a  \>aA  ot 
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a  degenerate  prince.  But  to  return  from  this  digression  to  a 
farther  account  of  my  poem  ;  I  must  crave  leave  to  tell  you 
that  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  adorn  it  with  noble  thoughta,  so 
much  more  to  express  those  thoughts  with  elocution.  The 
composition  of  all  poems  is,  or  ought  to  be,  of  wit ;  and  wit  iff 
the  poet,  or  wit-writing  (if  you  will  give  me  leave  to  use  a  school 
distinction),  is  no  other  than  the  faculty  of  imagination  in  the 
writer,  which,  like  a  nimble  spaniel,  beats  over  and  ranges 
through  the  field  of  memory,  till  it  springs  the  quarry  it  hunted 
after;  or,  without  metaphor,  which  searches  over  all  the 
memory  for  the  species  or  ideas  of  those  things  which  it  designs 
to  represent.  Wit  written  is  that  which  is  well  defined,  the 
happy  result  of  thought,  or  product  of  imagination.  But  to 
proceed  from  wit,  in  the  general  notion  of  it,  to  the  proper  wit 
of  an  heroic  or  historical  poem,  I  judge  it  chiefly  to  consist  ii 
the  delightful  imaging  of  persons,  actions,  passions,  or  things. 
'Tis  not  the  jerk  or  sting  of  an  epigram,  nor  the  seeming  contra- 
diction of  a  poor  antithesis,  (the  delight  of  an  ill-judging  audience 
lii  a  play  of  rhyme)  nor  the  gingle  of  a  more  poor  Paronomasia ; 
neither  is  it  so  much  the  morality  of  a  grave  sentence,  affected 
by  Lucan,  but  more  sparingly  used  by  Virgil ;  but  it  is  some 
lively  and  apt  description,  dressed  in  such  colours  of  speech, 
that  it  sets  before  your  eyes  the  absent  object,  as  perfectly  and 
more  delightfully  than  nature.  So  then  the  first  happiness  of  the 
poet's  imagination  is  properly  invention  or  finding  of  the  thought; 
the  second  is  fancy,  or  the  variation,  deriving  or  moulding  of 
that  thought  as  the  judgment  represents  it  proper  to  the  sub- 
ject ;  the  third  is  elocution,  or  the  art  of  clothing  and  adorning 
that  thought,  so  found  and  varied,  in  apt,  significant,  and  sound- 
ing words  :  the  quickness  of  the  imagination  is  seen  in  the 
invention,  the  fertility  in  the  fancy,  and  the  accuracy  in  the 
expression.  For  the  two  first  of  these,  Ovid  is  famous  among 
the  poets ;  for  the  latter,  Virgil.  Ovid  images  more  often  the 
movements  and  affections  of  the  mind,  either  combating  between 
two  contrary  passions,  or  extremely  discomposed  by  one.  His 
words  therefore  are  the  least  part  of  his  care  ;  for  he  pictures 
nature  in  disorder,  with  which  the  study  and  choice  of  words  is 
inconsistent.  This  is  the  proper  wit  of  dialogue  or  discourse, 
and  consequently  of  the  drama,  where  all  that  is  said  is  to 
be  supposed  the  eff'ect  of  sudden  thought;  which,  though  it 
excludes  not  the  quickness  of  wit  in  repartees,  yet  admits  not 
a  too  curious  election  of  words,  too  frequent  allusions,  or  use  of 
tropes,  or  in  fine  anything  that  shows  remoteness  of  thought  or 
labour  in  the  writer.  On  the  other  side,  Virgil  speaks  not  so 
often  to  us  in  the  jjerson  of  another,  like  Ovid,  but  in  his  own  : 
he  relates  almost  all  things  as  from  himself,  and  thereby  gains 
wore  liberty  than  the  other,  to  express  his  thoughts  with  all  the 
gincea  of  elocution,  to  write  more  figuT^\A.^^^,  atti^.\.<5  Q;Q\ii<^^ttg 
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well  the  labour,  as  the  force  of  his  imaginatioiL  Though  he 
descrilies  his  Dido  well  and  naturally,  in  the  violence  of  her 
paasions,  yet  he  must  yield  in  that  to  the  Myrrha,  the  Biblis, 
the  Althaea,  of  Ovid;  for  as  great  an  admirer  of  him  as  I 
am,  I  must  acknowledge,  that  if  I  see  not  more  of  their  souls 
ibsD.  I  see  of  Dido's,  at  least  I  have  a  greater  concernment  for 
them:  and  that  convinces  me,  that  Ovid  has  touched  those 
tender  strokes  more  delicately  than  Virgil  could.  But  when 
action  or  persons  are  to  be  described,  when  any  such  image  is 
to  be  set  before  us,  how  bold,  how  masterly  are  the  strokes  of 
Virgil ! — ^We  see  the  objects  he  presents  us  with  in  their  native 
figiues,  in  their  proper  motions ;  but  so  we  see  them,  as  ouf 
own  eyes  could  never  have  beheld  them  so  beautiful  in  them- 
selves. We  see  the  soul  of  the  poet,  like  that  \miversal  one  of 
which  he  speaks,  informing  and  moving  through  all  his  pictures : 

Totamque  infusa  per  artus 

Mens  agitat  molem,  et  magno  se  corpore  miscet. 

We  behold  him  embellishing  his  images  as  he  makes  Venus 
breathing  beauty  upon  her  son  ^Eneas. 

— —  Inmenque  juventae 
Purpureum,  et  Istos  oculis  afflarat  honores  : 
Quale  manus  addunt  ebori  decus,  aut  ubi  flavo 
Argentuin  Pariusve  lapis  circundatur  aiiro. 

See  his  Tempest,  his  Funeral  Sports,  his  Combat  of  Tumus 
and  ^neas ;  and  in  his  Georgics,  which  I  esteem  the  divinest 
part  of  all  his  writings,  the  Plague,  the  Country,  the  Battle  of 
tiie  Bulls,  the  Labour  of  the  Bees,  and  those  many  other  excel- 
lent images  of  nature,  most  of  which  are  neither  great  in  them- 
selves nor  have  any  natural  ornament  to  bear  them  up ;  but  the 
words  wherewith  he  describes  them  are  so  excellent,  that  it 
might  be  well  applied  to  him,  which  was  said  by  Ovid,  Materiam 
tuperahat  optis.  The  very  sound  of  his  words  has  often  somewhat 
that  is  connattu^  to  the  subject ;  and  while  we  read  him,  we  sit, 
as  in  a  play,  beholding  the  scenes  of  what  he  represents.  To 
perform  this,  he  made  frequent  use  of  tropes,  which  you  know 
change  the  nature  of  a  known  word,  by  applying  it  to  some  other 
signification;  and  this  it  is  which  Horace  means  in  his  epistle  to 

the  Pisos :         ■, 

Dixeris  egregi^,  notum  si  callida  verbum 
Reddiderit  junctura  novum 

But  I  am  sensible  I  have  presumed  too  far  to  entertain  you 
with  a  rude  discourse  of  that  art  which  you  both  know  so  well, 
and  put  into  practice  with  so  much  happiness.  Yet  before  I 
leave  Virgil,  I  must  own  the  vanity  to  tell  you,  and  by  you  the 
woAd,  that  he  has  been  my  master  in  this  poem.  I  have  fol- 
lowed him  everywhere,  J  know  not  with  what  succeaa,\)\it  1  am 
nae  yriHb  diUgence  enough;  my  images  are  many  of  them  oo^ift^ 
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from  him,  and  the  rest  are  imitations  of  him.  My  expressioni^ 
also,  are  as  near  as  the  idioms  of  the  two  languages  would 
admit  of  in  translation.  And  this,  sir,  I  have  done  with  that 
boldness  for  which  I  will  stand  accomitable  to  any  of  o\ir  little 
critics,  who,  perhaps,  are  no  better  acquainted  with  him  than  I 
am.  Upon  your  first  perusal  of  this  poem,  you  have  taken 
notice  of  some  words  which  I  have  innovated  (if  it  be  too  bold 
for  me  to  say  refined)  upon  his  Latin;  which,  as  I  ofifer  not  to 
introduce  into  English  prose,  so  I  hope  they  are  neither  im- 
proper nor  altogether  in^ogant  in  verse;  and  in  this  Horace  will 
again  defend  me. 

Et  nova,  fictaqiie  nuper,  habebunt  verba  fidem,  si 
Graeco  fonte  cadunt,  parce  dctorta 

The  inference  is  exceeding  plain ;  for  if  &  Roman  poet  might 
have  liberty  to  coin  a  word,  supposing  only  that  it  was  derived 
from  the  Greek,  was  put  into  a  Latin  termination,  and  that  he 
used  this  liberty  but  seldom,  and  with  modesty;  how  much 
more  justly  may  I  challenge  that  privilege  to  do  it  with  the 
same  prerequisites,  from  the  best  and  most  judicious  of  Latin 
writers  ?  In  some  places,  where  either  the  fancy  or  the  words 
were  his,  or  any  other's,  I  have  noted  it  in  the  margin,  that  I 
might  not  seem  a  plagiary;  in  others  I  have  neglected  it,  to 
avoid  as  well  tediousness  as  the  affectation  of  doing  it  too  often. 
Such  descriptions  or  images  well  wrought,  which  I  promise  not 
for  mine,  are,  as  I  have  said,  the  adequate  delight  of  heroic 
poesy;  for  they  beget  admiration,  which  is  its  proper  object;  as 
the  images  of  the  burlesque,  which  is  contrary  to  this,  by  the 
same  reason  beget  laughter :  for  the  one  shows  nature  beautified, 
as  in  the  picture  of  a  fair  woman,  which  we  all  admire;  the 
other  shows  her  deformed,  as  in  that  of  a  lazar,  or  of  a  fool 
with  distorted  face  and  antic  gestures,  at  which  we  cannot  for- 
bear to  laugh,  because  it  is  a  deviation  from  nature.  But  though 
the  same  images  serve  equally  for  the  Epic  poesy,  and  for  the 
Historic  and  Panegyric,  which  are  branches  of  it,  yet  a  several 
sort  of  sculpture  is  to  be  used  in  them.  If  some  of  them  are  to 
be  like  those  of  Juvenal,  Stantes  in  cunnbus  ^milianl,  heroes 
drawn  in  their  triumphal  chariots,  and  in  their  full  proportion ; 
others  are  to  be  like  that  of  Virgil,  Spii'antia  moUius  cera :  there 
is  somewhat  more  of  softness  and  tenderness  to  be  shown  in 
them.  You  will  soon  find  I  write  not  this  without  concern, 
^ome,  who  have  seen  a  paper  of  verses,  which  I  wrote  last  year 
to  her  Highness  the  Duchess,  have  accused  them  of  that  only 
thing  I  could  defend  in  them.  They  said,  I  did  humi  serpO'Cf  that 
I  wanted  not  only  height  of  fancy  but  dignity  of  words  to  ^t 
it  off.  I  might  well  answer  ^vith  that  of  Horace,  Nunc  non  ercU 
Jit's  lorus  :  I  knew  I  addressed  them  to  a  lady,  and,  accordingly, 
/  affbcied  the  softness   of  expreaaiou  an^  \\vft  «a^oci\)mcka»a  ^t 
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measure,  rather  than  the  height  of  thought;  and  in  what  I  did 
oideavour,  it  is  no  vanity  to  say  I  have  succeeded.  I  detest 
arrogance ;  but  there  is  some  difference  betwixt  that  and  a  just 
defence.  But  I  will  qot  farther  bribe  your  candour  or  the 
reader's.  I  leave  them  to  speak  for  me ;  and,  if  they  can,  to 
make  out  that  character,  not  pretending  to  a  greater,  which  I 
have  given  thenL 

And  now,  sir,  'tis  time  I  should  relieve  you  from  the  tedious 
length  of  this  account.  You  have  better  and  more  profitable 
employment  for  your  hours,  and  I  wrong  the  public  to  detain 
you  longer.  In  conclusion,  I  must  leave  my  poem  to  you  with 
all  its  faults,  which  I  hope  to  find  fewer  in  the  printing  by  your 
emendations.  I  know  you  are  not  of  the  nimiber  of  those  of 
whom  the  younger  Pliny  speaks :  Nee  aunt  paiUm  multi,  qui 
carper e  amicos  suos  judicium  vacant :  I  am  rather  too  secure  of 
you  on  that  side.  Your  candour  in  pardoning  my  errors  may 
make  you  more  remiss  in  correcting  them;  if  you  will  not  withal 
consider  that  they  come  into  the  world  with  your  approbation 
and  through  your  hands.  I  beg  from  you  the  greatest  favour 
you  can  confer  upon  an  absent  person,  since  I  repose  upon  your 
management  what  is  dearest  to  me,  my  fame  and  reputation ; 
and  therefore  I  hope  it  will  stir  you  up  to  make  my  poem  fairer 
by  many  of  your  blots;  if  not,  you  know  the  story  of  the 
gamester  who  married  the  rich  man's  daughter,  and  when  her 
father  denied  the  portion,  christened  all  his  children  by  his 
surname,  that  if,  in  conclusion,  they  must  beg,  they  should  do 
so  by  one  name  as  well  as  by  the  other.  But  since  the  reproach 
of  my  faults  will  light  on  you,  'tis  but  reason  I  should  do  you 
that  justice  to  the  readers,  to  let  them  know  that  if  there  be 
anything  tolerable  in  this  poem,  they  owe  the  argument  to  your 
ohoice,  the  writing  to  your  encouragement,  the  correction  to 
your  judgment,  and  the  care  of  it  to  your  friendship,  to  which 
oe  must  ever  acknowledge  himself  to  owe  all  things,  who  is, 

Sir, 
The  most  obedient 

And  most  faithful  of  your  Servants, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 

VB0M  CBAB.I.TON,  IN  WiLTSHIKE,  '' 
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ANNUS  MIRABILIS ; 

THE  YEAR  OF  WONDERS,   1666. 

In  thriving  arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown. 
Crouching  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad : 

Scarce  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own; 
Our  king  they  courted,  and  our  merchants  awed. 

Trade,  which  like  blood  should  circularly  flow, 
Stopp'd  in  their  channels,  found  its  freedom  lost: 

Thither  the  wealth  of  all  the  world  did  go. 
And  seem'd  but  shipwreck'd  on  so  base  a  coast. 

For  them  alone  the  heavens  had  kindly  heat ; 

In  eastern  quarries  ripening  precious  dew : 
For  them  the  Idumsean  balm  did  sweat, 

And  in  hot  Ceylon  spicy  forests  grew. 

The  sun  but  seem'd  the  labourer  of  their  year ; 

Each  waxing  moon  supplied  her  watery  storei, 
To  swell  those  tides,  which  from  the  line  did  bear 

Their  brim-fuU  vessels  to  the  Belgian  shore. 

Thus,  mighty  in  her  ships,  stood  Carthage  long^ 
And  swept  the  riches  of  the  world  from  far ; 

Yet  stoop'd  to  Rome,  less  wealthy,  but  more  strong : 
And  this  may  prove  our  second  Punic  war. 

What  peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend?. 

(But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  strpng) 
Or  if  a  peace,  it  soon  must  have  an  end ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long. 

Behold  two  nations  then,  engaged  so  fe.r, 
That  each  seven  years  the  fit  must  shake  each  land: 

Where  France  will  side  to  weaken  us  by  war, 
Who  only  can  his  vast  designs  withstand. 

See  how  he  feeds  th'  Iberian  with  delays, 
To  render  us  his  timely  friendship  vain : 

And  while  his  secret  soul  on  Flanders  preys, 
He  rocks  the  cradle  of  the  babe  of  Spain. 

Such  deep  designs  of  empire  does  he  lay 
O'er  them,  whose  cause  he  seems  to  take  in  hand ; 

And  prudently  would  make  them  lords  at  sea, 
To  whom  with  ease  lie  can  ^\©^a.^^\i^  ^3a5ld.. 
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This  saw  our  king ;  and  long  within  his  breast 
His  pensive  counsels  balanced  to  and  fro : 

He  grieved  the  land  he  freed  should  bo  oppressed. 
And  he  less  for  it  than  usurpers  do. 

His  generous  mind  the  Mr  idea  drew 
Of  fame  and  honour,  which  in  dangers  lay ; 

AYhere  wealth,  like  fruit  on  precipices,  grew, 
Not  to  be  gathered  but  by  birds  of  prey. 

The  loss  and  gain  each  fatally  were  great ; 

And  still  his  subjects  caird  aloud  for  war ; 
But  peaceful  kings,  o'er  martial  people  set. 

Each  other's  poise  and  counterbalance  are. 

He  first  survey'd  the  charge  with  careful  eyes, 
"Which  none  but  mighty  monarchs  covdd  maintain; 

Yet  judged,  like  vapours  that  from  limbecs  rise. 
It  would  in  richer  showers  descend  again. 

At  length  resolved  t' assert  the  watery  balL 
He  ki  himself  did  whole  Armadas  Sringi 

Him  aged  seamen  might  their  master  call, 
And  choose  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king. 

It  seems  as  every  ship  their  sovereign  knows. 

His  awful  summons  they  so  soon  obey ; 
So  hear  the  scaly  herd  when  Proteus  blows. 

And  so  to  pasture  follow  through  the  sea. 

To  see  this  fleet  upon  the  ocean  move. 
Angels  drew  wide  the  curtains  of  the  skies ; 

And  heaven,  as  if  there  wanted  lights  above. 
For  tapers  made  two  glaring  comets  rise. 

Whether  they  xmctuous  exhalations  are. 

Fired  by  tne  sun,  or  seeming  so  alone : 
Or  each  some  more  remote  and  slippery  star. 

Which  loses  footing  when  to  mortals  shown. 

Or  one,  that  bright  companion  of  the  sun, 
Whose  glorious  aspect  seal'd  our  new-bom  king ; 

And  now,  a  round  of  greater  years  begun, 
New  influence  from  his  walks  of  hght  did  bring: 

Victorious  York  did  first  with  famed  success, 
To  his  known  valour  make  the  Butch  give  place : 

Thus  Heaven  our  monarch's  fortune  did  confess, 
"Beguming  conquest  from  his  royal  race. 
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But  since  it  was  decreed,  auspicious  king^ 

In  Britain's  right  that  thou  shouldst  wed  the  main. 

Heaven,  as  a  gage,  would  cast  some  precious  thing, 
And  therefore  doom'd  that  Lawson  should  be  slaiu. 

Lawson  amongst  the  foremost  met  his  fate. 
Whom  sea-green  Sirens  from  the  rocks  lament : 

Thus  as  an  offering  for  the  Grecian  state. 
He  first  was  kill'd  who  first  to  battle  went. 

Their  chief  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves,  expired. 
To  which  his  pride  presimaed  to  give  the  law : 

The  Dutch  confess'd  Heaven  present,  and  retired. 
And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  ocean  saw. 

To  nearest  ports  their  shattered  ships  repair, 
Where  by  our  dreadftd  cannon  they  lay  awed ; 

So  reverently  men  quit  the  open  air. 
Where  thunder  speaks  the  angry  gods  abroad. 

And  now  approach'd  their  fleet  from  India,  fraught 

With  all  the  riches  of  the  rising  sun : 
And  precious  sand  from  southern  climates  brought, 

The  fatal  regions  where  the  war  begun. 

Like  hunted  castors,  conscious  of  their  store, 

I'heir  way-laid  wealth  to  Norway's  coasts  they  bring: 

There  first  the  North's  cold  bosom  spices  bore. 
And  winter  brooded  on  the  eastern  spring. 

By  the  rich  scent  we  found  our  perfumed  prey, 
Which,  flank'd  with  /ocks,  did  close  in  covert  lie ; 

And  round  about  their  murdering  cannon  lay. 
At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  the  eye. 

Fiercer^  than  cannon,  and  than  rocks  more  hard, 
The  EngUsh  imdertake  th'  unequal  war: 

,  Seven  ships  alone,  by  which  ij^e  port  is  barr'd. 
Besiege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark  dare. 

These  fight  like  husbands,  but  like  lovers  those : 
These  fain  would  keep,  and  those  more  fain  enjoy 

And  to  such  height  thoir  frantic  passion  grows, 
That  what  both  love,  both  hazard  to  destroy. 

Amidst  whole  heaps  of  spices  lights  a  ball, 
And  now  their  odours  arm'd  against  thf  m  fly 

Some  preciously  by  shatter'd  porcelain  fall, 
Ana  some  by  ai'omatic  spHnters  die. 
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And  though  by  tempests  of  the  prize  bereft, 
In  heaven's  inclemency  some  ease  we  find : 

Our  foes  we  vanquish'd  oy  our  valour  left, 
And  only  yielded  to  the  seas  and  wind. 

Nor  wholly  lost  we  so  deserved  a  prey ; 

For  storms,  repenting,  part  of  it  restored : 
Which  as  a  tribute  from  the  Baltic  sea, 

The  British  ocean  sent  her  mighty  lord. 

Gro,  mortals,  now,  and  vex  yourselves  in  vain 
For  wealth,  which  so  uncertainly  must  come : 

When  what  was  brought  so  fer,  and  with  such  pain, 
Was  only  kept  to  lose  it  nearer  home. 

The  son,  who,  twice  three  months  on  th*  ocean  toss'd. 
Prepared  to  tell  what  he  had  pass'd  before. 

Now  sees  in  English  ships  the  Holland  coast, 
And  parents*  arms,  in  vain,  stretch'd  from  the  shore 

This  careful  husband  had  been  long  away, 
Whom  his  chaste  wife  and  little  children  mourn ; 

Who  on  their  fingers  leam'd  to  tell  the  day 
On  which  their  father  promised  to  return. 

Such  are  the  proud  designs  of  human-kind. 
And  so  we  sufier  shipwreck  everywhere ! 

Alas-!  what  port  can  such  a  pilot  find, 
Who  in  the  night  of  fate  must  blindly  steer ! 

The  undistinguish'd  seeds  of  good  and  ill. 
Heaven,  in  his  bosom,  from  our  knowledge  hides : 

And  draws  them  in  contempt  of  human  skill. 
Which  ofb  for  friends  mistaken  foes  provides. 

Let  Munster's  prelate  ever  be  accursed, 
In  whom  we  seek  the  German  feith  in  vain : 

Alas !  that  he  should  teach  the  English  first, 
That  fraud  and  avarice  in  the  Church  could  reign! 

Happy,  who  never  trust  a  stranger's  will, 

W  hose  friendship's  in  his  interest  understood  1 

Since  money  given  but  tempts  him  to  be  ill, 
When  power  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good. 

Till  now,  alone  the  mighty  nations  strove ; 

The  rest,  at  gaze,  without  the  hsts  did  stand: 
And  threatening  France,  placed  hke  a  painted  3o^^, 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  his  lifted  hand. 
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Tnat  eunuch  guardian  of  rich  Holland's  trader 
Who  envies  us  what  he  wants  power  t'  enjoy; 

Whose  noisefiil  valour  does  no  foe  invade, 
And  weak  assistance  will  his  Mends  destroy. 

Offended  that  we  fought  without  his  leave, 
He  takes  this  time  his  secret  hate  to  show : 

Which  Charles  does  with  a  mind  so  calm  receive, 
As  one  that  neither  seeks  nor  shuns  his  foe. 

With  France,  to  aid  the  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite : 
France  as  their  tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  slave. 

But  when  with  one  three  nations  join  to  fight. 
They  silently  confess  that  one  more  brave. 

Louis  had  chased  the  English  from  his  shore ; 

But  Charles  the  French  as  subjects  does  invite : 
Would  Heaven  for  each  some  Solomon  restore, 

Who,  by  their  mercy,,  may  decide  their  right  I 

Were  subjects  so  but  only  by  their  choice. 
And  not  from  birth  did  forced  dominion  take, 

Our  prince  alone  would  have  the  public  voice ; 
And  all  his  neighbours'  realms  would  deserts  make. 

He  without  fear  a  dangerous  war  pursues. 
Which  without  rashness  he  began  before : 

As  honour  made  him  first  the  danger  choose, 
So  still  he  makes  it  good  on  virtue's  score. 

The  doubled  charge  his  subjects'  love  supplies. 

Who,  in  that  bounty,  to  themselves  are  kind : 
So  glad  Egyptians  see  their  Nilus  rise, 
•     And  in  his  plenty  their  abundance  find. 

With  equal  power  he  does  two  chiefs  create, 
Two  such  as  each  seem'd  worthiest  when  alone ; 

Each  able  to  sustain  a  nation's  fate, 
Since  both  had  found  a  greater  in  their  owbl. 

Both  great  in  courage,  conduct,  and  in  fame. 
Yet  neither  envious  of  the  other's  praise ; 

Tlieir  duty,  faith,  and  interest  too  the  same. 
Like  mighty  partners  equally  they  raise. 

The  prince  long  time  had  courted  fortune's  love, 
But  once  pobsess'd  did  absolutely  reign : 

Thus  with  their  Amazons  the  heroes  strove, 
And  conq uer'd  first  thosie  beauUea  they  would  gain. 
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The  duke  beheld,  like  Scipio,  with  disdain, 
That  Carthage,  which  he  ruin'd,  rise  once  more ; 

And  shook  aloft  the  &sces  of  the  main, 
To  fright  those  slaves  with  what  they  felt  before. 

Together  to  the  watery  camp  they  haste, 
Whoni  matrons  passing  to  their  children  show : 

Infants'  first  vows  for  them  to  heaven  are  cast, 
And  future  people  bless  them  as  they  go. 

With  them  no  riotous  pompj,  nor  Asian  tram. 
To  infect  a  navy  with  their  gawdy  fears ; 

To  make  slow  fignts,  and  victories  but  vain : 
But  war,  severely,  like  itself,  appears. 

Diffusive  of  themselves,  where'er  they  pass. 
They  make  that  warmth  in  others  they  expect ; 

Their  valour  works  like  bodies  on  a  glass, 
And  does  its  image  on  their  men  project. 

Our  fleet  divides,  and  straight  the  Dutch  appear. 
In  number,  and  a  famed  commander,  bold : 

The  narrow  seas  can  scarce  their  navy  bear, 
Or  crowded  vessels  can  their  soldiers  hold. 

The  Duke,  less  numerous,  but  in  courage  more. 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  combat  flies : 

His  murdering  guns  a  loud  defiance  roar. 
And  bloody  crosses  on  his  flag-stafis  rise. 

Both  fiirl  their  sails,  and  strip  them  for  the  fight ; 

Their  folded  sheets  dismiss  the  useless  air : 
Th'  Elean  plains  could  boast  no  nobler  fight, 

When  struggling  champions  did  their  bodies  bare. 

Borne  each  by  other  in  a  distant  fine. 
The  sea-built  forts  in  dreadful  order  move : 

So  vast  the  noise,  as  if  not  fleets  did  join, 
But  lands  unfix'd,  and  floating  nations  strove. 

Now  pass'd,  on  either  side  they  nimbly  tack ; 

Both  strive  to  intercept  and  guide  the  wind: 
And,  in  its  eye,  more  closely  they  come  back, 

To  finish  all  the  deaths  they  left  behind. 

On  high-raised  decks  the  haughty  Belg^ians  ride, 
Beneath  whose  shade  our  humble  frigates  go : 

Such  port  the  elephant  bears,  and  so  defied 
B^  the  rhinoceros  her  unequal  foe. 
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And  as  the  build,  so  different  is  the  fight ; 

Their  mounting  shot  is  on  our  sails  designed : 
Deep  in  their  huUs  our  deadly  bullets  light, 

Aiid  through  the  yielding  planks  a  passage  find. 

Our  dreaded  admiral  from  far  they  threat, 
Whose  batter'd  rigging  their  whole  war  receives  • 

AIL  bare,  like  some  old  oak  which  tempests  beat. 
He  stands  and  sees  below  his  scattered  leaves. 

Heroes  of  old,  when  wounded,  shelter  sought : 
But  he,  who  meets  all  danger  with  disdain, 

Ev'n  in  their  face  his  ship  to  anchor  brought. 
And  steeple-high  stood  propt  upon  the  main. 

At  this  excess  of  courage,  all  amazed, 

The  foremost  of  his  foes  awhile  withdraw  .^ 

With  such  respect  in  entered  Rome  they  gazed, 
Who  on  high  chairs  the  god-hke  fathers  saw. 

And  now,  as  where  Patroclus'  body  lay. 

Here  Trojan  chiefs  advanced,  and  there  the  Greek 

Ours  o'er  the  Duke  their  pious  wings  display. 
And  theirs  the  noblest  spoils  of  Britain  seek. 

Meantime  his  busy  mariners  he  hastes, 
His  shattered  sails  with  rigging  to  restore ; 

And*wilUng  pines  ascend  his  broken  masts. 
Whose  lofty  heads  rise  higher  than  before. 

Straight  to  the  Dutch  he  turns  his  dreadful  prow, 
More  fierce  tli'  important  quarrel  to  decide : 

Like  swans,  in  long  array  his  vessels  show. 
Whose  crests  advancing  do  the  waves  divide. 

They  charge,  recharge,  and  all  along  the  sea 
They  drive,  and  squander  the  huge  Belgian  fleet, 

Berkley  alone,  who  nearest  danger  lay. 
Did  a  like  fate  with  lost  Crcusa  meet. 

The  night  comes  on,  we  eager  to  pursue 

The  combat  still,  and  they  ashamed  to  leave : 

Till  the  last  streaks  of  dying  day  withdrew. 
And  doubtful  moonlight  did  our  rage  deceive. 

In  th'  English  fleet  each  ship  resotmds  with  joy 
And  loud  applause  of  their  great. leader's  fame: 

In  fiery  dreams  the  Dut/;h  they  still  destroy, 
Andy  siumbering,  smile  at  the  imagined  flame. 


AKNUS  MIRABILIS.     '  41 

Not  SO  the  Holland  fleet,  who,  tired  and  done, 
Stretched  on  their  decks  like  weaiy  oxen  lie : 

Faint  sweats  all  down  their  mighty  members  mu ; 
Vast  bulks  which  little  souls  but  ill  supply. 

In  dreams  they  fearful  precipices  tread: 
Or,  shipwrecked,  labour  to  some  distant  shore : 

Or  in  dark  churches  walk  amons  the  dead ; 
They  wake  with  horror,  and  obEire  sleep  no  more. 

Thft,  mom  they  look  on  with  unwilling  eyes. 
Till  from  their  main-top  joyful  news  they  hear 

Of  ships,  which  by  their  mould  bring  new  scipplies, 
And  in  their  colours  Belgian  hons  bear. 

Our  watchful  general  had  discerned  from  far 
This  mighty  succour,  which  made  glad  the  foe : 

He  sigh'd,  but,  like  a  father  of  the  war, 
His  face  spake  hope,  while  deep  his  sorrows  flow. 

His  woimded  men  he  first  sends  off  to  shore. 

Never,  till  now,  imwilling  to  obey : 
They,  not  their  wounds,  but  want  of  strength  dej)lore, 

And  think  them  happy  who  with  him  can  stay. 

Then  to  the  rest,  "  Kejoice,"  said  he,  "  to-day ; 

In  you  the  fortune  of  Great  Britain  lies : 
Among  so  brave  a  people,  you  are  they 

Whom  Heaven  has  chose  to  fight  for  such  a  prize. 

^  If  number  English  courages  could  quell. 
We  should  at  first  have  shunn'd,  not  met  om*  foes : 

Whose  numerous  sails  the  fearful  only  teU : 
Courage  from  hearts,  and  not  from  nmnbers,  grows." 

He  said,  nor  needed  more  to  say :  with  haste 
To  their  known  stations  cheerfully  they  go  ; 

And  all  at  once,  disdaining  to  be  last. 
Solicit  every  gale  to  meet  the  foe. 

Not  did  th'  encouraged  Belgians  long  delay, 
But  bold  in  others,  not  themselves,  they  stood : 

So  thick,  our  navy  scarce  could  steer  their  way. 
But  seem'd  to  wander  in  a  moving  wood. 

Our  little  fleet  was  now  engaged  so  far, 

That,  hke  the  sword-fish  with  £he  whale,  they  fought 
The  combat  only  seem'd  a  civil  war, 

Till  through  their  bowels  we  our  passage  wrou^^ 
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Never  had  valour,  no  not  ours,  before 
Done  aught  like  this  upon  the  land  or  maiiiy 

Where  not  to  be  o'ercome  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  conquests  former  kings  did  gain. 

The  mighty  ghosts  of  our  great  Harrys  rose. 
And  armed  Edwards  look'd  with  anxious  eyes. 

To  see  this  fleet  among  unequal  foes, 
By  which  fate  promised  them  their  Charles  should  j'ise 

Meantime  the  Belgians  tack  upon  our  rear, 
And  raking  chase-guns  through  our  stems  they  send : 

Close  by,  their  fire-ships,  like  jackals,  appear, 
Who  on  their  hons  for  the  prey  attend. 

Silent  in  smoke  of  cannon  they  come  on  : 
Such  vapours  once  did  fiery  Cacus  hide : 

In  these  the  height  of  pleased  revenge  is  shown, 
Who  bum  contented  by  another's  side. 

Sometimes  from  fighting  squadrons  of  each  fleet, 
Deceived  themselves,  or  to  preserve  some  friend, 

Two  grappHng  ^Etnas  on  the  ocean  meet. 
And  EngHsh  fires  with  Belgian  flames  contend. 

Now,  at  each  tack,  our  little  fleet  grows  less  ; 

And,  Hke  maim'd  fowl,  swim  lagging  on  the  main  ; 
Their  greater  loss  their  numbers  scarce  confess, 

While  they  lose  cheaper  than  the  English  gain. 

Have  you  not  seen,  when,  whistled  from  the  fist. 
Some  falcon  stoops  at  what  her  eye  design'd, 

And,  with  her  eagerness  the  quarry  miss'd. 

Straight  flies  at  check,  and  cHps  it  down  the  wind  'i 

The  dastard  crow  that  to  the  wood  made  wing, 
And  sees  the  groves  no  shelter  can  afibrd, 

With  her  loud  caws  her  craven  kind  does  bring. 
Who,  safe  in  numbers,  cufi"  the  noble  bird. 

Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarle  did  fare  : 
He  could  not  conquer,  and  disdain'd  to  fly ; 

Past  hope  of  safety,  'twas  his  latest  care,. 
Like  faUiug  Caesar,  decently  to  die. 

Yet  pity  did  his  manly  spirit  move, 

To  see  those  perish  who  so  well  had  fought ; 

And  generously  with  his  despair  he  strove, 
J?e8oJved  to  live  till  he  their  safety  wrought. 
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Let  other  muses  write  his  prosperous  fate, 
Of  conquer'd  nations  tell,  and  kings  restored : 

But  mine  shall  sing  of  his  eclipsed  estate, 
Which,  like  the  sun's,  more  wonders  does  afford. 

He  drew  his  mighty  frigates  all  before, 
On  which  the  foe  his  fruitless  force  employs : 

His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  rear  he  bore 
Remote  from  guns,  as  sick  men  from  the  noise. 

His  fieiy  cannon  did  their  passage  guide, 
And  following  smoke  obscured  them  from  the  foe ; 

Thus  Israel  safe  from  the  Egyptian's  pride. 
By  flaming  pillars,  and  by  clouds,  did  go. 

Elsewhere  the  Belgian  force  we  did  defeat. 
But  here  our  courages  did  theirs  subdue : 

So  Xenophon  once  led  that  fisimed  retreat. 
Which  first  the  Asian  empire  overthrew. 

The  foe  approach'd,  and  one  for  his  bold  sin 
Was  sunk ;  as  he  that  touch'd  the  ark  was  slain : 

The  wild  waves  master'd  him  and  suck'd  him  in, 
And  smiling  eddies  dimpled  on  the  main. 

This  seen,  the  rest  at  awful  distance  stood : 
As  if  they  had  been  there  as  servants  set 

To  stay,  or  to  go  on,  as  he  thought  good, 
And  not  pursue  but  wait  on  his  retreat. 

So  Libyan  huntsmen,  on  some  sand^  plain, 
From  shady  coverts  roused,  the  hon  chase  : 

The  kingly  beast  roars  out  with  loud  disdain. 
And  slowly  moves,  unknowing  to  give  place. 

But  if  some  one  approach  to  dare  his  force. 
He  swings  his  tail,  and  swiftly  turns  him  round  ; 

With  one  paw  seizes  on  his  trembling  horse. 
And  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground. 

Amidst  these  toils  succeeds  the  balmy  night ; 

Now  hissing  waters  the  quench'd  guns  restore  ; 
And  weary  waves,  withdrawing  from  the  fight, 

Lie  lull'd  and  panting  on  the  silent  shore. 

The  TTLOon  shone  clear  on  the  becalmed  flood. 
Where  while  her  beams  like  glittering  silver  play, 

Upon  the  deck  our  careful  general  stood, 
And  deeply  mused  on  the  succeeding  day. 
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**  That  happy  sun,"  said  he,  "  will  rise  agaii^ 
Who  twice  victorious  did  our  navy  see : 

And  I  alone  must  view  him  rise  in  vain. 
Without  one  ray  of  all  his  star  for  me. 

**  Yet  like  an  English  general  will  I  die, 
And  all  the  ocean  make  my  spacious  grave : 

Women  and  cowards  on  the  land  may  lie, 
The  sea's  a  tomb  that's  proper  for  the  brave.** 

Bestless  he  pass'd  the  remnants  of  the  nighty 
Till  the  fresh  air  proclaim'd  the  morning  nigh : 

And  burning  ships,  the  mai-tyrs  of  the  fight, 
With  paler  fires  beheld  the  eastern  sky. 

But  now,  his  stores  of  ammunition  spent. 
His  natked  valour  is  his  only  guard ; 

Rare  thunders  are  firom  his  dumb  cannon  sent^ 
And  soHtary  guns  are  scarcely  heard. 

Thus  fax  had  fortune  power,  here  forced  to  stay, 
Nor  longer  durst  with  virtue  be  at  strife  ; 

This,  as  a  ransom,  Albemarle  did  pay 
For  all  the  glories  of  so  great  a  life. 

For  now  brave  Rupert  from  afar  appears. 
Whose  waving  streamers  the  glad  general  knows ; 

With  fiiU-spread  sails  his  eager  navy  steers. 
And  every  ship  in  swift  proportion  grows. 

The  anxious  prince  had  heard  the  cannon  long. 
And  from  that  length  of  time  dire  omens  drew 

Of  English  overmatch'd,  and  Dutch  too  strong, 
Who  never  fought  three  days,  but  to  pursue. 

Then,  as  an  eagle,  who,  with  pious  care. 
Was  beating  widely  on  the  wing  for  prey. 

To  her  now  sUent  eyrie  does  repair. 
And  finds  her  callow  infants  forced  away : 

Stung  with  her  love,  she  stoops  upon  the  plain^ 
The  broken  air  loud  whisthng  as  she  flies : 

She  stops  and  listens,  and  shoots  forth  again, 
And  guides  her  pinions  by  her  young  ones*  cries. 

^PHriK^  such  kind  passion  hastes  the  prince  to  fight^ 
^^hld  spreads  his  flying  canvas  to  the  sound ; 
^kvhom  no  danger,  were  he  there,  could  fright, 
^k  abisent,  every  httle  noise  can  ^oiMod. 
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As  in  a  drought  the  thirsty  creatures  ciy, 
And  gape  upon  the  gathered  clouds  for  rain : 

And  first  the  martlet  meets  it  in  the  sky, 
And  with  wet  wings  joys  all  the  feathered  train. 

With  such  glad  hearts  did  our  despairing  men 
Salute  the  appearance  of  the  prince's  noet : 

And  each  ambitiously  would  claim  the  ken, 
That  with  first  eyes  did  distant  safety  meet. 

Tae  Dutch,  who  came  Hke  greedy  hinds  before. 
To  reap  the  harvest  their  ripe  ears  did  yield : 

Now  look  like  those,  when  rolling  thunders  roar, 
And  sheets  of  lightning  blast  the  standing  field. 

FuH  in  the  prince's  passage,  hills  of  sand 
And  dangerous  flats  in  secret  ambush  lav, 

Where  the  false  tides  skim  o'er  the  cover'd  land. 
And  seamen  with  dissembled  depths  betray. 

The  wily  Dutch,  who,  like  fall'n  angels,  fear'd 
This  new  Messiah's  coming,  there  did  wait. 

And  round  the  verge  their  braving  vessels  steer'd, 
To  tempt  his  courage  with  so  fair  a  bait. 

But  he,  immoved,  contemns  their  idle  threat. 
Secure  of  fame  whene'er  he  please  to  fight : 

His  cold  experience  tempers  all  his  heat. 
And  inbred  worth  does  boasting  valour  slight. 

Heroic  virtue  did  his  actions  guide. 

And  he  the  substance  not  the  appearance  chose : 
To  rescue  one  such  friend  he  took  more  pride. 

Than  to  destroy  whole  thousands  of  such  foes. 

But  when  approach'd,  in  strict  embraces  bound, 

Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow  ; 
He  joys  to  have  his  Mend  in  safety  found. 

Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  fi:iend  would  owe. 

The  cheerful  soldiers,  with  new  stores  supplied. 
Now  long  to  execute  their  spleenful  will ; 

And,  in  revenge  for  those  three  days  they  tried. 
Wish  one,  l3ce  Joshua's,  when  the  sun  stood  still. 

Thus  reinforced,  against  the  adverse  fleet, 
Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Rupert  leads  the  way  ; 

With  the  first  blushes  of  the  mom  they  meet,, 
And  hiing  night  back  upon  the  new-born  day. 
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His  presence  soon  blows  up  the  kindling  fight^ 
And  his  loud  guns  speak  thick  like  angry  men : 

It  seem'd  as  slaughter  nad  been  breathed  all  night, 
And  death  new  pointed  his  dull  dart  again. 

The  Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  conduct  knew, 
And  matchless  courage,  since  the  former  fight : 

Whose  navy  like  a  stiff-stretch'd  cord  did  show. 
Till  he  bore  in  and  bent  them  into  flight. 

The  wind  he  shares,  while  half  their  fleet  ofiends 
His  open  side,  and  high  above  him  shows : 

Upon  the  rest  at  pleasure  he  descends, 
And,  doubly  lumn'd,  he  double  harms  bestows. 

Behind,  the  general  mends  his  weary  pace, 
And  sullenly  to  his  revenge  he  sails : 

So  glides  some  trodden  serpent  on  the  grass, 
And  long  behind  his  wounded  volume  ti'ails. 

The  increasing  sound  is  borne  to  either  shore, 
And  for  their  stakes  the  throwing  nations  fear : 

Their  passions  double  with  the  cannon's  roar. 
And  with  warm  wishes  each  man  combats  there. 

Plied  thick  and  dose  as  when  the  fight  begun, 
Their  huge  unwieldy  navy  wastes  away ; 

So  sicken  waning  moons  too  near  the  sun. 
And  blunt  their  crescents  on  the  edge  of  day. 

And  now  reduced  on  equal  terms  to  fight. 
Their  ships  hke  wasted  patrimonies  show ; 

Where  the  thin  scattering  trees  admit  the  light, 
And  shun  each  other's  shadows  as  they  grow. 

The  warlike  prince  had  sever'd  from  the  rest 
Two  giant  ships,  the  pride  of  all  the  main; 

Which  with  his  one  so  vigorously  he  press'd, 
And  flew  so  home  they  could  not  nse  again. 

Already  batter'd,  by  his  lee  they  lay. 
In  vain  upon  the  passing  winds  they  call : 

The  passing  winds  through  their  torn  canvas  play. 
And  flagging  sails  on  heartless  sailors  faXL 

Their  open'd  sides  receive  a  gloomv  light. 
Dreadful  as  day  let  in  to  shades  below ; 
Without,  grim  death  rides  barefaced  in  their  sight. 
And  urges  entering  billows  as  \*\i.e^  ^o^. 
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When  OHe  dire  shot,  the  last  they  could  supply, 
Close  by  the  board  the  prince's  main-mast  bore : 

All  three  now  helpless  by  each  other  lie, 
And  this  ofiends  not,  and  those  fear  no  more. 

So  have  I  seen  some  fearful  hare  maintain 
A  course,  till  tired  before  the  dog  she  lay : 

Who,  stretch'd  behind  her,  pants  upon  the  plain, 
Past  power  to  kill,  as  she  to  get  away. 

With  his  loll'd  tongue  he  faintly  licks  his  prey ; 

His  warm  breath  blows  her  nix  up  as  she  lies ; 
She,  trembling,  creeps  upon  the  ground  away. 

And  looks  back  to  him  with  beseeching  eyes. 

The  prince  unjustly  does  his  stars  accuse. 
Which  hindered  him  to  push  his  fortune  on ; 

For  what  they  to  his  coiurage  did  refuse. 
By  mortal  valour  never  must  be  done. 

This  lucky  hour  the  wise  Batavian  takes. 
And  warns  his  tatter'd  fleet  to  follow  home : 

Proud  to  have  so  got  off  with  equal  stakes, 
Where  'twas  a  triumph  not  to  be  o'ercome. 

The  general's  force,  as  kept  alive  by  fight, 
Now,  not  opposed,  no  longer  can  pursue : 

Lasting  till  Heaven  had  done  his  courage  rieht ; 
When  he  had  conquer'd  he  his  weakness  knew. 

He  casts  a  frown  on  the  departing  foe. 
And  sighs  to  see  him  qmt  the  watery  field ; 

His  stem  fix'd  eyes  no  satisfaction  show. 
For  all  the  glories  which  the  fight  did  yield. 

Though,  as  when  fiends  did  miracles  avow. 
He  stands  confess'd  ev'n  by  the  boastful  Dutch : 

He  only  does  his  conquest  disavow. 
And  thinks  too  litUe,  what  they  found  too  much 

Retum'd,  he  with  the  fleet  resolved  to  stay ; 

No  tender  thoughts  of  home  his  heart  divide ; 
Domestic  joys  and  cares  he  puts  away ; 

For  reahns  are  households  which  the  great  must  guide 

As  those  who  imripe  veins  in  mines  explore, 
On  the  rich  bed  again  the  warm  turf  lay. 

Till  time  digests  the  yet  imperfect  ore, 
And  know  it  wUl  be  gold  another  day  : 
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So  looks  oar  mooarch  on  tliis  earij  fi^t, 
Th'  essay  and  rudiments  of  great  success : 

Which  aU-matoring  time  most  bring  to  light, 
TSliile  he,  like  Heaven,  does  each  daj^s  labour  bleai. 

Heaven  ended  not  the  first  or  second  day. 
Yet  each  was  perfect  to  the  work  designed : 

God  and  kings  work,  when  they  their  work  survey. 
A  passive  aptness  in  all  subjects  find. 

In  burden'd  vessels  first,  with  speedy  care. 
His  plenteous  stores  do  seasoned  timber  send: 

Thither  the  brawny  carpenters  repair, 
And  as  the  surgeons  of  maim 'd  ships  attend. 

With  cord  and  canvas  from  rich  Hamburgh  sent. 
His  navy's  moulted  wings  he  imps  once  more  ; 

Tall  Norway  fir,  their  masts  in  battle  ^pent, 
And  English  oak,  sprung  leaks  and  pknks,  restore. 

All  hands  employ'd,  the  royal  work  grows  warm  : 
Like  labouring  bees  on  a  long  summer's  day. 

Some  soimd  the  trumpet  for  the  rest  to  swarm. 
And  some  on  bells  of  tasted  lilies  play. 

With  gluey  wax  some  new  foundations  lay 

Of  virgin  combs,  which  from  the  roof  are  himg : 

Some  arm'd  within  doors  upon  duty  stay. 
Or  tend  the  sick,  or  educate  the  young. 

So  here  some  pick  out  bullets  from  the  sides, 
Some  drive  old  oakum  through  each  seam  and  rift : 

Their  left  hand  does  the  calking-bton  guide, 
The  rattling  mallet  with  the  right  they  lift. 

With  boiling  pitch  another  near  at  hand, 
From  frienoly  Sweden  brought,  the  seams  instops  • 

"Which  well  laid  o'er,  the  salt  sea-waves  withstand. 
And  shakes  them  from  the  rising  beak  in  drops. 

Some  the  gall'd  ropes  with  dawby  marline  bind, 
Or  cere-cloth  masts  with  strong  tarpawling  coats : 

To  try  new  shrouds  one  mounts  into  the  wind. 
And  one,  below,  their  ease  or  stiffiiess  notes. 

Our  careful  monarch  stands  in  person  by. 

His  new-cast  cannons'  firmness  to  explore  : 

The  strength  of  big-com'd  powder  loves  to  try. 

And  baU  and  cartridge  aorta  iox  e-^erj  \iQtvi, 
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Kach  day  brings  £nesh  supplies  of  arms  and  men. 
And  ^ps  whidi  all  last  winter  were  abroad ; 

And  such  as  fitted  since  the  fight  had  been, 
Or  new  from  8to<^  were  fiJl*n  into  the  road. 

The  Qoodty  London  in  her  gallant  trim, 

(The  phoenix  daughter  of  the  vanish'd  old,) 

LJke  a  rich  bride  does  to  the  ocean  swim, 
And  on  her  shadow  rides  in  floating  gold. 

Her  flag  aloft  spread  ruffling  to  the  wind, 

And  sanguine  streamers  seem  the  flood  to  fire : 

The  weaver,  charm'd  with  what  his  loom  design*d, 
Groes  on  to  sea^  and  knows  not  to  retire. 

With  roomy  decks,  her  guns  of  mightjr  strength. 
Whose  low-laid  mouibs  each  mounting  billow  laves: 

Deep  in  her  draughty  and  warlike  in  her  length. 
She  seems  a  sea-wasp  flying  on  the  waves. 

This  martial  present^  piously  designed, 
The  loysd  city  give  their  best-loved  kiag; 

And,  with  a  bounty  ample  83  the  wind, 
Built,  fitted,  and  maintained,  to  aid  him  bring. 

By  viewing  natur&  nature's  handmaid,  art 
Makes  mighty  tnings  from  small  beginnings  grow ; 

Thus  fishes  first  to  smpping  did  impart. 
Their  tail  the  ruddei*,  ana  their  head  the  prow. 

Some  log  perhaps  upon  the  waters  swam. 
An  useless  drift,  which  rudely  cut  within. 

And,  hollow'd,  first  a  floating  trough  became, 
And  'cross  some  rivulet  passage  did  begin. 

In  shipping  such  as  this,  the  Irish  kern. 
And  untaught  Indian,  on  the  stream  did  glide : 

Ere  sharp-keel'd  boats  to  stem  the  flood  did  learn, 
Or  fin-like  oars  did  spread  from  either  side. 

Add  but  a  sail,  and  Saturn  so  appeared, 
Wh^n  firom  lost  empire  he  to  exile  went, 

And  with  the  golden  age  to  Tyber  steer'd. 
Where  coin  and  commerce  first  he  did  invent. 

Kude  as  their  ships  was  navigation  then ; 

No  useful  compass  or  meridian  known ; 
Coasting,  they  kept  the  land  within  theirken, 

And  knew  no  Isorth  hut  when  the  Pole-stat  B^lOtUb* 
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Of  all  who  since  have  used  the  open  sea, 
Than  the  bold  English  none  more  fame  have  won; 

Beyond  the  year,  and  out  of  heaven's  high  way, 
They  make  discoveries  where  they  see  no  sun. 

But  what  so  long  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 
By  poor  mankind's  benighted  wit  is  sought, 

ShaU  m  this  age  to  Britain  first  be  shown, 
And  hence  be  to  admiring  nations  taught. 

The  ebbs  of  tides  and  their  mysterious  flow, 
"We,  as  acts'  elements,  shall  imderstand, 

And  as  by  line  upon  the  ocean  go. 
Whose  paths  shall  be  familiar  as  the  land. 

Instructed  ships  shall  sail  to  quick  commerce,  > 
By  which  remotest  regions  are  allied  ; 

Which  makes  one  city  of  the  universe  ; 
Where  some  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  supplied. 

Then  we  upon  our  globe's  last  verge  shall  go. 
And  view  the  ocean  leaning  on  the  sky : 

From  thence  our  rolling  neighbours  we  shall  know, 
And  on  the  lunar  world  securely  pry. 

This  I  foretel  from  your  auspicious  care. 
Who  great  in  search  of  God  and  nature  grow  ; 

Who  best  your  wise  Creator's  praise  declare. 
Since  best  to  praise  his  works  is  best  to  know. 

0  truly  royal !  who  behold  the  law 
And  rule  of  beings  in  your  Maker's  mind : 

AQd  thence,  Hke  limbecs,  rich  ideas  draw. 
To  fit  the  levell'd  use  of  human-kind. 

But  first  the  toils  of  war  we  must  endure. 

And  from  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the  seas. 

War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  secure, 
And  gives  up  fraud  to  be  chastised  with  ease. 

Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  coast, 
Whose  fleet  more  mighty  every  day  became 

By  late  success,  which  they  did  falsely  boast. 
And  now  by  first  appearing  seem'd  to  claim. 

Designing,  subtle,  diligent,  and  close. 
They  knew  to  manage  war  by  wise  delay : 

Yet  all  those  arts  their  vanity  did  cross, 
And  by  their  pride  their  "pTvideTicft  d\<i  "Vi^tro.'j'. 
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Nor  staid  the  English  long  ;  but  well  supplied, 
Appear  as  numerous  as  th'  insulting  foe : 

The  combat  now  by  courage  must  be  tried, 
And  the  success  the  braver  nation  show. 

There  was  the  Plymouth  squadron  now  come  in, 
yVTiich  in  the  Straits  last  winter  was  abroad ; 

winch  twice  on  Bisc-aVs  working  bay  had  been, 
And  on  the  midland  sea  the  French  had  awed. 

Old  expert  Allen,  loyal  all  along, 
Famed  for  his  action  on  the  Smyrna  fleet : 

Aad  Holmes,  whose  name  shall  live  in  epic  song. 
While  music  numbers,  or  while  verse  has  feet. 

Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  general's  fight ; 

Who  first  bewitch'd  our  eyes  with  Guinea  gold : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Koman  sight 

The  tempting  fruits  of  Afric  did  unfold. 

With  him  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave. 
Whom  his  high  courage  to  command  had  brought : 

Harman,  who  did  the  twice-fired  Harry  save, 
And  in  his  burning  ship  undaunted  fought. 

Young  Hollis  on  a  muse  by  Mars  begot, 
Bom,  Cjesar-like,  to  write  and  act  great  deeds  : 

Impatient  to  revenge  his  fatal  shot, 
His  right  hand  doubly  to  his  left  succeeds. 

Thousands  were  there  in  darker  fame  that  dwell. 
Whose  deeds  some  nobler  poem  shall  adorn : 

Anci  though  to  me  imknown,  they  sure  fought  well, 
WTiom  fiupert  led,  and  who  were  British  bom. 

Of  every  size  an  hundred  fighting  sail : 

So  vast  the  navy  now  at  anchor  rides, 
That  underneath  it  the  press'd  waters  fail. 

And  with  its  weight  it  shoulders  oiF  the  tides. 

Now,  anchors  weigh'd,  the  seamen  shout  so  shrill. 
That  heaven,  and  earth,  and  the  wide  ocean  rings : 

A  breeze  from  westward  waits  their  sails  to  fill. 
And  rests  in  those  high  beds  his  downy  wings. 

The  wary  Dutch  this  gathering  storm  foresaw. 
And  durst  not  bide  it  on  the  English  coast : 

Behind  their  treacherous  shallows  they  withdraw, 
And  there  lay  snaros  to  catch  the  British  h.oa\* 
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So  the  false  spider,  when  her  nets  are  spread, 
Deep  ambush'd  in  her  silent  den  does  lie ; 

And  feels  far  off  the  trembling  of  her  thread. 
Whose  filmy  cord  should  bind  the  struggling  fly. 

Then  if  at  last  she  find  him  fast  beset, 
She  issues  forth,  and  runs  along  her  loom : 

She  joys  to  touch  the  captive  in  her  net. 
And  drag  the  little  wretch  in  triumph  home. 

The  Belgians  hoped,  that,  with  disordered  haste. 
Our  deep-cut  keels  upon  the  sands  might  run: 

Or,  if  with  caution  leisurely  were  past,  • 
Their  numerous  gross  might  charge  us  one  by  one. 

But  with  a  fore-wind  pushing  them  above, 
And  swelhng  tide  that  heaved  them  from  below, 

O'er  the  blind  flats  our  warhke  squadrons  move. 
And  with  spread  sails  to  welcome  battle  go. 

It  seem'd  as  there  the  British  Neptime  stood. 
With  all  his  hosts  of  waters  at  command. 

Beneath  them  to  submit  th'  officious  flood. 
And  with  his  trident  shoved  them  off  the  sand. 

To  the  pale  foes  they  suddenly  draw  near. 
And  summon  them  to  unexpected  fight : 

They  start  Hke  murderers  whdn  ghosts  appear, 
And  draw  their  curtains  in  the  dead  of  night. 

Now  van  to  van  the  foremost  squadrons  meet, 
The  midmost  battles  hasting  up  behind : 

Who  view  far  off  the  storm  of  falling  sleet. 
And  hear  their  thunder  rattling  in  the  wind. 

At  length  the  adverse  admirals  appear ; 

The  two  bold  champions  of  each  country's  right : 
Their  eyes  describe  the  lists  as  they  come  near, 

And  draw  the  hues  of  death  before  they  fight. 

The  distance  judged  for  shot  of  every  size. 
The  linstocks  touch,  the  ponderous  ball  expires : 

The  vigorous  seaman  every  port-hole  plies, 
And  adds  his  heart  to  every  gun  he  fires  ! 

Fierce  was  the  fight  on  the  proud  Belgians'  side. 
For  honour,  which  they  seldom  fought  before : 
But  now  they  by  their  own  vain  boasts  were  tied, 
And  forced,  at  least  in  sho^,  to  "\^\:\7.^  Vc  Taar^ 
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But  sharp  remembrance  on  the  English  pai-t, 
And  sl^ame  of  being  matched  by  such  a  foc« 

Rouse  conscious  virtue  up  in  every  heart, 
And  seeming  to  be  stronger  ms^es  them  so. 

Not  long  the  Belgians  could  that  fleet  sustain, 
Which  did  two  generals'  fates  and  Caesar's  bear : 

Each  several  ship  a  victory  did  gain, 
As  Rupert  or  as  Albemarle  were  there. 

Their  batter'd  admiral  too  soon  withdrew, 
Unthank'd  by  ours  for  his  imfinish'd  fight : 

But  he  the  minds  of  his  Dutch  masters  knew, 
Who  call'd  that  providence  which  we  call'd  flight 

Never  did  men  more  joyfully  obey, 
Or  sooner  imderstooa  the  sign  to  fly  : 

With  such  alacrity  they  bore  away, 
As  if  to  praise  them  all  the  States  stood  by. 

O  femous  leader  of  the  Belgian  fleet, 

Tby  monument  inscribed  such  praise  shall  wear, 
As  "Vano  timely  flying  once  did  meet, 

Because  he  did  not  of  his  Home  despair. 

Behold  that  navy,  which  a  while  before 
Provoked  the  tardy  EngUsh  to  the  fight ; 

Now  draw  their  beaten  vessels  close  to  shore, 
As  larks  he  dared  to  shun  the  hobbies  flighi. 

Whoe'er  would  English  monuments  survey, 
In  other  records  may  our  courage  know : 

But  let  them  hide  the  story  of  this  day. 
Whose  fame  was  blemish'd  by  too  base  a  foe. 

Or  if  too  busily  they  will  inquire 

Into  a  victory,  which  we  disdain ; 
Then  let  them  know,  the  Belgians  did  retire 

Before  the  patron  saint  of  injured  Spain. 

Repenting  England  this  revengeful  day 
To  Philip's  manes  did  an  oftering  bring  : 

England,  which  first,  by  leading  them  astray, 
Hatch'd  up  rebeUion  to  destroy  her  king. 

Our  fathers  bent  their  baneful  industry. 
To  check  a  monarchy  that  slowly  grew ; 

But  did  not  I^ance  or  Holland's  fate  foresee, 
Whose  rising  power  to  swift  dominion  flew, 
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In  fortune's  empire  blindly  thus  we  go, 

And  wander  after  pathless  destiny ; 
"Whose  dark  resorts  since  prudence  cannot  know, 

In. vain  it  would  provide  for  what  shall  be. 

But  whatever  Enghsh  to  the  blest  shall  go, 
And  the  fourth  Harry  or  first  Orange  meet ; 

Find  him  disowning  of  a  Bourbon  foe, 
And  him  detesting  a  Batavian  fleet. 

Now  on  their  coasts  our  conquering  navy  rides. 
Waylays  their  merchants,  and  their  land  besets  ; 

Each  day  new  wealth  without  their  care  provides  ; 
They  lie  asleep  with  prizes  in  their  nets. 

S9,  close  behind  some  promontory  lie 
The  huge  leviathans  to  attend  their  prey ; 

And  give  no  chace,  but  swallow  in  the  fry. 
Which  through  their  gaping  jaws  mistake  the  way. 

Nor  was  this  all ;  in  ports  and  roads  remote, 
Destinictive  fires  among  whole  fleets  we  send ; 

Triumphant  flames  upon  the  water  float. 
And  out-bound  ships  at  home  their  voyage  end. 

Those  various  squadrons,  variously  designed, 
Each  vessel  freighted  with  a  several  load. 

Each  squadron  waiting  for  a  several  wind, 
AU  find  but  one,  to  bum  them  in  the  road. 

Some  bound  for  Guinea,  golden  sand  to  find. 
Bore  all  the  gauds  the  simple  natives  wear : 

Some,  for  the  pride  of  Turkish  courts  designed, 
For  folded  turbans  finest  Holland  bear. 

Some  Enghsh  wool,  vex'd  in  a  Belgian  loom, 
And  into  cloth  of  spongy  softness  made, 

Did  into  France  or  colderDenmark  doom. 
To  ruin  with  worse  ware  our  staple  trade. 

Our  greedy  seamen  rummage  eveiy  hold. 
Smile  on  the  booty  of  each  wealthier  chest ; 

And,  as  the  priests  who  with  their  gods  make  bold, 
Take  what  they  like,  and  sacrifice  the  rest. 

But  ah  !  how  insincere  are  all  our  joys  ! 

Which  sent  from  heaven,  like  lightning  make  no  sta 
Their  palling  taste  the  journey's  length  ^destroys, 

Or  grief,  jent  post,  o'ertakea  tYiem.  oTvt\i^  ^way^ 
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Swelled  with  our  late  successes  on  the  foe, 

Which  France  and  Holland  wanted  power  to  croM^ 

We  urge  an  unseen  fate  to  lay  us  low, 

And  feed  their  envious  eyes  with  English  loss. 

Each  element  his  dread  command  obe3rs, 
Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  smile  or  frown ; 

Who,  as  by  one  he  did  our  nation  raise, 
So  now  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

Vet,  London,  empress  of  the  northern  cUme, 
By  an  high  fete  thou  greatly  didst  expire  ; 

Great  as  the  world's,  wluch  at  the  death  of  time 
Must  fall,  and  rise  a  nobler  frame  by  fire ! 

As  when  some  dire  usurper  heaven  provides. 
To  scourge  his  country  with  a  lawless  sway ; 

His  birth,  perhaps,  some  petty  village  hides. 
And  sets  his  cradle  out  of  fortune's  way. 

Till  fully  rij)e  his  swelling  fete  breaks  out, 
And  nurries  him  to  mighty  mischiefs  on ; 

His  prince  surprised  at  first  no  ill  could  doubt. 
And  wants  tne  power  to  meet  it  when  'tis  known. 

Such  was  the  rise  of  this  prodigious  fire, 
Which,  in  mean  buildings  firat  obscureljr  bred. 

From  thence  did  soon  to  open  streets  aspu*e. 
And  straight  to  palaces  and  temples  spread. 

The  diligence  of  trades  and  noiseful  gain. 

And  luxury  more  late,  asleep  were  laid  : 
All  was  the  night's ;  and  in  her  silent  reign 

No  sound  the  rest  of  nature  did  invade. 

In  this  deep  quiet,  from  what  source  unknown. 
Those  seeds  of  fire  their  fatal  birth  disclose  ; 

And  first  few  scattering  sparks  about  were  blown. 
Big  with  the  flames  that  to  our  ruin  rose. 

Then  in  some  close-pent  room  it  crept  along, 
And  smouldering  as  it  went,  in  silence  fed  ; 

Till  the  infant  monster,  with  devouring  strong, 
"Walk'd  boldly  upright  with  exalted  head. 

Now  like  some  rich  or  mighty  murderer, 
Too  great  for  prison,  which  he  breaks  with  gold  j 

Who  fresher  for  new  mischiefe  does  appear, 
And  dares  the  world  to  tax  him  with  the  old  *. 
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So  'scapes  the  insulting  fire  his  narrow  jail, 
And  makes  small  outlets  into  open  air : 

There  the  fierce  winds  his  tender  force  assail, 
And  beat  him  downward  to  his  first  repair. 

The  winds,  like  crafty  courtezans,  withheld 
His  flames  from  burning,  but  to  blow  them  more : 

And  every  fresh  attempt  he  is  repelled 
With  faint  denials  weaker  than  before. 

And  now,  no  longer  letted  of  his  prey, 
He  leaps  up  at  it  with  enraged  desire : 

O'erlooks  the  neighbours  with  a  wide  survey, 
And  nods  at  every  house  his  threatening  fire. 

The  ghosts  of  traitors  fi^m  the  bridge  descend^ 
With  bold  fEinatick  spectres  to  rejoice : 

About  the  fire  into  a  dance  they  bend, 
And  sing  their  sabbath  notes  with  feeble  voice. 

Our  guardian  angel  saw  them  where  they  sate 
Above  the  palace  of  our  slumbering  king. ; 

He  sigh'd,  abandoning  his  charge  to  fate. 
And,  drooping,  oft  looked  back  upon  the  wing. 

At  length  the  crackling  noise  and  dreadful  blaze 
Call  d  up  some  waking  lover  to  the  sight ; 

And  long  it  was  ere  he  the  rest  could  raise. 
Whose  heavy  eyelids  yet  were  full  of  night. 

The  next  to  danger,  hot  pursued  by  fate, 
Half-cloth'd,  hcdf-naked,  hastily  retire : 

And  frighted  mothers  strike  their  breasts  too  late. 
For  helpless  infants  left  amidst  the  fire. 

Their  cries  soon  waken  all  the  dwellers  near ; 

Now  murmuring  noises  rise  in  every  street ; 
The  more  remote  run  stumbling  with  their  fear. 

And  in  the  dai-k  men  justle  as  they  meet. 

So  weary  bees  in  little  cells  repose ; 

But  if  night-robbers  lift  the  well-stored  hive. 
An  humming  through  their  waxen  city  grows,. 

And  out  upon  each  other's  wings  they  drive. 

Now  streets  grow  throng'd  and  busy  as  by  day : 

Some  run  for  buckets  to  the  hallow'd  quire  : 
Some  cut  the  pipes,  and  some  the  engines  play ; 
'  somo  more  bold  mount  laAdfexa  to  tha  fiire. 
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In  vain  :  for  from  the  East  a  Belgian  wind 
His  hostile  breath  through  the  dry  rafters  sent ; 

The  flames  impelled  soon  left  their  foes  behind, 
And  forward  with  a  wanton  fury  went. 

A  key  of  fire  ran  all  along  the  shore, 
And  lightened  all  the  river  with  a  blaze  : 

The  waken'd  tides  began  again  to  roar, 
And  wondering  fish  in  shining  waters  gaze. 

Old  father  Thames  raised  up  his  reverend  head, 
But  fear'd  the  fate  of  Simois  would  return  : 

Deep  in  his  ooze  he  sought  his  sedgy  bed, 
Aid  shrunk  his  watera  bax^k  into  iis  urn. 

The  fire,  mean  time,  walks  in  a  broader  gross  ; 

To  either  hand  his  wings  he  opens  wide  : 
He  wades  the  streets,  and  straignt  he  reaches  cross. 

And  plays  his  longing  flames  on  th'  other  side. 

At  first  they  warm,  then  scorch,  and  then  they  take  ; 

Now  with  long  necks  from  side  to  side  they  feed  : 
At  length,  grown  strong,  their  mother-fire  forsake. 

And  a  new  colony  of  flames  succeed. 

To  every  nobler  portion  of  the  town 
The  curling  billows  roll  their  restless  tide : 

In  parties  now  they  straggle  up  and  down. 
As  armies,  unopposed,  for  prey  divide. 

One  mighty  squadron  with  a  side-wind  sped. 
Through  narrow  lanes  his  cimiber'd  fire  does  haste, 

Bypowerfiil  charms  of  gold  and  silver  led, 
Tne  Lombard  bankers  and  the  'Change  to  waste. 

Another  backward  to  the  Tower  would  go. 
And  slowly  eats  his  way  against  the  wind : 

But  the  main  body  of  the  marching  foe 
Against  th'  imperial  palace  is  design'd. 

Now  day  appears,  and  with  the  day  the  king. 
Whose  early  care  had  robb'd  him  of  his  rest : 

Far  ofi'  the  cracks  of  falling  houses  ring. 
And  shrieks  of  subjects  pierce  his  tender  breast. 

Near  as  he  draws,  thick  harbingers  of  smoke 
"With  gloomy  pillars  cover  all  the  place  ; 

Whose  little  intervals  of  night  are  bi  oke 
By  Bparks,  that  drive  against  his  sacred  face. 
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More  than  his  guards  his  sorrows  made  him  known. 
And  pioois  tears  which  down  his  cheeks  did  shower 

The  wretched  in  his  grief  forgot  their  own ; 
So  much  the  pity  of  a  king  has  power. 

He  wept  the  flames  of  what  he  loved  so  well, 
And  what  so  well  had  merited  his  love  : 

For  never  prince  in  grace  did  more  excel, 
Or  royal  city  more  in  duty  strove. 

Nor  with  an  idle  care  did  he  behold : 

Subjects  may  grieve,  but  monarchs  must  redress ; 
He  cheers  the  fearful  and  commends  the  bold, 

And  makes  despairers  hope  for  good  success. 

Himself  du-ects  what  first  is  to  be  done. 
And  orders  all  the  succours  which  they  bring ; 

The  helpful  and  the  good  about  him  run, 
And  form  an  army  worthy  such  a  king. 

He  sees  the  dire  contagion  spread  so  fast, 

That  where  it  seizes,  all  relief  is  vain : 
An.d  therefore  must  unwillingly  lay  waste 

That  coimtry,  which  would  else  the  foe  maintain. 

The  powder  blows  up  all  before  the  fire : 
Th'  amazed  flames  stand  gather'd  on  a  heap ; 

And  from  the  precipice's  brmk  retire, 
Afraid  to  venture  on  so  large  a  leap. 

Thus  fighting  fires  awhile  themselves  consume, 
But  straight  like  Turks,  forced  on  to  win  or  die, 

They  first  lay  tender  bridges  of  their  fume. 
Aid  o*er  the  breach  in  unctuous  vapours  fly. 

Part  stays  for  passage,  till  a  gust  of  wind 
Ships  o'er  their  forces  in  a  shining  sheet : 

Part  creeping  under  ground  their  journey  blind. 
And  climbing  from  below  their  fellows  meet. 

Thus  to  some  desert  plain,  or  old  wood-side, 
Dire  night-hags  come  from  far  to  dance  their  round ; 

An,d  o'er  broad  rivers  on  their  fiends  they  ride. 
Or  sweep  in  clouds  above  the  blasted  ground. 

No  help  avails  :  for,  hydra-like,  the  fire 
Lifts  up  his  himdred  heads  to  aim  his  way ; 

And  scarce  the  wealthy  can  one  half  retire, 
Before  he  rushes  in  to  share  the  ptey. 
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The  rich  grow  suppliant,  and  the  poor  grow  proud: 
Those  offer  mighty  gain,  and  these  a^  more : 

So  void  of  pity  is  the  ignoble  crowd, 
When  others'  ruin  may  increase  their  store. 

As  those,  who  live  by  shores,  with  joy  behold 
Some  wealthy  vessel  split  or  stranaed  nish ; 

And  from  the  rocks  leap  down  for  shipwre<i'd  gold. 
And  seek  the  tempest  which  the  others  fly : 

So  these  but  wait  the  owner's  last  despair, 
And  what's  permitted  to  the  flames  invade ; 

Ev'n  from  their  jaws  they  hungry  morsels  tear, 
And  on  their  badcs  the  spoils  of  Vulcan  lade. 

The  days  were  all  in  this  lost  labour  spent ; 

And  when  the  weary  king  gave  placo  to  night, 
Hia  beams  he  to  his  royal  brother  lent, 

And  so  shone  still  in  his  reflective  light. 

Light  came,  but  without  darkness  or  repose, 

A  dismal  picture  of  the  general  doom ; 
Where  souls  distracted  when  the  trumpet  blows, 

And  half  unready  with  their  bodies  come. 

Those  who  have  homes,  when  home  they  do  repair, 
To  a  last  lodging  call  their  wandering  friends : 

Their  short  uneasy  sleeps  are  broke  with  care. 
To  look  how  near  their  own  destruction  tends. 

Those  who  have  none,  sit  round  where  once  it  was, 
And  with  full  eyes  each  wonted  room  require : 

Haunting  the  yet  warm  ashes  of  the  place. 
As  murder'd  men  w^alk  where  they  did  expire. 

Some  stir  up  coals  and  watch  the  vestal  fire. 

Others  in  vain  from  si^ht  of  ruin  run ; 
And  whUe  through  burmng  labyrinths  they  retire, 

With  loathing  eyes  repeat  what  they  would  shun. 

The  most  in  fields  like  herded  beasts  lie  down, 

To  dews  obnoxious  on  the  grassy  floor ; 
And  while  their  babes  in  sleep  their  sorrows  drown. 

Sad  parents  watch  the  remnants  of  their  store. 

AVhile  by  the  motion  of  the  flames  they  guess 
What  streets  are  burning  now,  and  what  are  neai*, 

An  infant  waking  to  the  paps  would  press, 
And  meets  instead  ofmiti,  a  falling  tear. 
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No  thought  can  ease  them  but  their  sovereign's  care. 
Whose  praise  the  afflicted  as  their  comfort  sing; 

E'en  those  whom  want  might  drive  to  just  despair, 
Think  life  a  blessing  under  such  a  king. 

Meantime  he  sadly  suffers  in  their  grief, 

Out- weeps  an  hermit,  and  out-prays  a  saint: 

All  the  night  long  he  studies  their  reUef, 
How  they  may  be  supplied,  and  he  may  want. 

"  0  God,"  said  he,  "  thou  patron  of  my  days. 
Guide  of  my  youth  in  exile  and  distress  ! 

Who  me  imfriended  brought  by  wond'rous  ways, 
The  kingdom  of  my  fathers  to  possess : 

"  Be  thou  my  judge,  with  what  imwearied  care 
I  since  have  laboured  for  my  people's  good ; 

To  bind  the  bruises  of  a  civil  war. 

And  stop  the  issues  of  their  wasting  blood. 

"  Thou,  who  hast  taught  me  to  forgive  the  ill. 
And  recompense,  as  friends,  the  good  misled : 

If  mercy  be  a  precept  of  thy  will. 
Return  that  mercy  on  thy  servant's  head. 

"  Or  if  my  heedless  youth  has  stept  astray. 
Too  soon  forgetful  of  thy  gracious  hand ; 

On  me  alone  thy  just  displeasure  lay. 
But  take  thy  judgments  from  this  mourning  land. 

"  We  all  have  sinn'd,  and  thou  hast  laid  us  low. 
As  humble  earth  from  whence  at  first  we  came : 

Like  flying  shades  before  the  clouds  we  show, 
And  shrink  like  parchment  in  consuming  flame. 

"  0  let  it  be  enough  what  thou  hast  done  ; 

When  spotted  deaths  ran  arm'd  through  every  stieet^ 
With  poison'd  darts  which  not  the  good  could  shun. 

The  speedy  could  out-fly,  or  valiant  meet. 

"  The  living  few,  and  frequent  funerals  then, 
Proclaim'd  thy  wrath  on  this  forsaken  place: 

And  now  those  few,  who  are  return'd  again, 

Thy  searching  judgments  to  their  dwellings  titaoe. 

"  0  pass  not,  Lord,  an  absolute  decree. 
Or  bind  thy  sentence  imconditional : 
But  in  thy  sentence  our  remorse  foresee. 
And  in  that  foresight  this  t\iy  dooTci  x^caZL 
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''Thj  threaienings,  Lord,  as  thine  thou  mayst  revoke: 

But^  if  immutable  and  fix'd  they  stand, 
Continue  still  thyself  to  give  the  stroke, 

And  let  not  foreign  foes  oppress  thy  land." 

The  Eternal  heard,  and  from  the  heavenly  quire 
Chose  out  the  cherub  with  the  flaming  sword ; 

And  bade  him  swiftly  drive  th'  approaching  fire 
From  where  our  naval  magazines  were  stored. 

The  blessed  minister  his  wings  displayed. 
And  like  a  shooting  star  he  cleft  the  night : 

He  charged  the  flames,  and  those  that  di^bey'd 
He  lash'd  to  duty  with  his  sword  of  hght. 

The  fugitive  flames,  chastised,  went  forth  to  prey 
On  pious  structures,  by  our  ftithers  rear'd  ; 

By  which  to  heaven  they  did  affect  the  way, 
£re  faith  in  churchmen  without  works  was  heard 

The  wanting  orphans  saw  with  watery  eyes 
Their  foundera'  charity  in  dust  laid  low ; 

And  sent  to  Grod  their  ever-answer'd  cries. 
For  he  protects  the  poor  who  made  them  so. 

Nor  could  thy  fabric,  Paul,  defend  thee  long. 
Though  thou  wert  sacred  to  thy  Maker's  praise : 

Tliough  made  immortal  by  a  poet's  song ; 
And  poets'  songs  the  Tneban  walls  could  raise. 

The  daring  flames  peep'd  in,  and  saw  from  far 

llie  awfiil  beauties  of  the  sacred  quire  : 
But,  since  it  was  profaned  by  civil  war. 

Heaven  thought  it  fit  to  liave  it  purged  by  fire. 

Now  down  the  narrow  streets  it  swiftly  came, 
And  widely  opening  did  on  both  sides  prey  : 

This  benefit  we  sadly  owe  the  flame. 
If  only  ruin  must  enlarge  our  way. 

And  now  four  days  the  sim  had  seen  our  woes : 
Four  nights  the  moon  beheld  th'  incessant  fire : 

It  seem'd  as  if  the  stars  more  sickly  rose, 
And  farther  from  the  feverish  north  retire. 

In  the  empyrean  heaven,  the  bless'd  abode, 
The  thrones  and  the  dominions  prostrate  lie, 

Not  daring  to  behold  their  angry  Uod ; 
And  an  hush  *d  silence  damps  the  tuneful  &Vy . 
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At  length  the  Ahnighty  cast  a  pitying  eye, 
And  mercy  softly  touch'd  his  melting  breast : 

He  saw  the  town's  one  half  in  rubbish  le, 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  storm  the  rest. 

An  hollow  crystal  pyramid  he  takes, 

In  firmamental  waters  dipt  above  ; 
Of  it  a  broad  extinguisher  he  makes, 

And  hoods  the  flames  that  to  their  quarry  strove. 

The  vanquished  fires  withdraw  from  every  place, 

Or  full  with  feeding  sink  into  a  sleep  : 
Each  household  genius  shows  again  his  face. 

And  from  the  eaiiih  the  httle  lares  creep. 

Our  king  this  more  than  natural  change  beholds ; 

With  sober  joy  his  heart  and  eyes  abound : 
To  the  All-good  his  hfted  hands  he  folds. 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  groimd. 

As  when  sharp  frosts  had  long-constrain'd  the  eai*th,  • 
A  kindly  thaw  imlocks  it  with  mild  rain ; 

And  first  the  tender  blade  peeps  up  to  birth. 
And  straight  the  green  fields  laugh  with  promised  grain: 

By  such  degrees  the  spreading  gl9,dness  grew 
In  every  heart  which  fear  had  froze  before  : 

The  standing  streets  with  so  much  joy  they  view, 
That  with  less  grief  the  perish'd  they  deplore. 

The  father  of  the  people  open'd  wide 

His  stores,  and  all  the  poor  with  plenty  fed  ; 

Thus  God's  anointed  God's  own  place  supphed. 
And  fiU'd  the  empty  with  his  daily  bread. 

This  royal  bounty  brought  its  own  reward. 

And  in  their  minds  so  deep  did  print  the  sense. 

That  if  their  ruins  sadly  they  regard, 

'Tis  but  with  fear  the  sight  might  drive  him  thence. 

But  so  may  he  live  long,  that  town  to  sway, 
Which  by  his  auspice  they  will  nobler  make. 

As  he  will  hatch  their  ashes  by  his  stay, 
And  not  their  humble  ruins  now  forsake. 

They  have  not  lost  their  loyalty  by  fire ; 

Nor  is  their  courage  or  their  wealth  so  low, 
That  from  his  wars  they  poorly  would  retire, 

Or  beg  the  pity  of  a  vanquish.' d  fo^. 
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Not  with  more  constancy  the  Jews  of  old, 

By  Cyrus  from  rewarded  exile  sent, 
Their  royal  city  did  in  dust  behold, 

Or  with  more  vigour  to 'rebuild  it  went. 

The  utmost  malice  of  their  stars  is  past, 

And  two  dire  comets,  which  have  scourged  the  town, 
In  their  own  plague  and  fire  have  breath'd  their  last> 

Or  dimly  in  their  sinking  sockets  frown. 

Now  frequent  trines  the  happier  lights  among, 
And  high-raised  Jove,  from  his  dark  prison  freed, 

Those  weights  took  off  that  on  his  planbt  hung. 
Will  gloriously  the  new-laid  work  succeed. 

Methinks  already,  from  his  chymic  flame, 

I  see  a  city  of  more  precious  mould : 
Rich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  Indies  name. 

With  silver  paved,  and  all  divine  with  gold. 

Already,  labouring  with  a  mighty  fate. 
She  shakes  the  rubbish  from  her  mounting  brow, 

And  seems  to  have  renew'd  her  charter's  date. 
Which  heaven  will  to  the  death  of  time  allow. 

More  great  than  human  now,  and  more  august. 
Now  deified  she  from  her  fires  does  rise : 

Her  widening  streets  on  new  foundations  trust. 
And,  opening,  into  larger  parts  she  flies. 

Before,  she  like  some  shepherdess  did  show, 

Who  sat  to  bathe  her  by  a  river's  side ; 
Not  answering  to  her  fame,  but  rude  and  low. 

Nor  taught  the  beauteous  arts  of  modem  pride. 

Now,  like  a  maiden  queen,  she  will  behold. 
From  her  high  turrets,  hourly  suitors  come : 

The  East  with  incense,  and  the  West  with  gold. 
Will  stand,  like  suppHants,  to  receive  her  doom. 

The  silver  Thames,  her  own  domestic  flood, 
Shall  bear  her  vessels  like  a  sweeping  train ; 

And  often  wind,  as  of  his  mistress  proud. 
With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  face  again. 

The  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 
The  glory  of  their  towns  no  more  shall  boast, 

And  Seine,  that  would  with  Belgian  rivers  join. 
Shall  &2d  her  lustre  stained,  and  traffic  lost. 
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The  venturous  merchant  who  designed  more  far, 
And  touches  on  our  hospitable  shore, 

Charm'd  with  the  splendoiir  of  this  northern  star. 
Shall  here  unlade  him,  and  depart  no  more. 

Our  powerful  navy  shall  no  longer  meet, 
The  wealth  of  France  or  Hol£iiid  to  invade : 

The  beauty  of  this  town,  without  a  fleet, 
From  all  the  world  shall  vindicate  her  trade. 

And,  while  this  famed  emporium  we  prepare. 
The  British  ocean  shall  such  triumphs  boast, 

That  those  who  now  disdain  our  tra(fe  to  share, 
Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coast. 

Already  we  have  conquer'd  half  the  war, 
And  the  less  dangerous  part  is  left  behind : 

Our  trouble  now  is  but  to  make  them  dare. 
And  not  so  great  to  vanquish  as  to  find. 

Thus  to  the  eastern  wealth  through  storms  we  go, 
But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more ; 

A  constant  trade-wind  will  securely  blow, 
And  gently  lay  us  on  the  spicy  shore. 
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ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL :  A  POEM  PL^LISHED 

1681. 

THE   OCCASION   OF  IT  EXPLAINED. 

The  Earl  of  Shaftesbury  seemed  bent  upon  the  ruin  of  the  Duke 
of  York.  It  was  mostly  through  his  influence  in  both  houses 
that  those  infamous  witnesses,  Oates,  Tongue,  Bedloe,  &c.  were 
so  strenuously  encouraged,  and  the  Popish  Plot,  if  not  schemed  by 
him,  was  at  least  cherished  by  him  and  supported.  He  had  been 
heard  to  say,  with  some  exultation,  /  wont  pretend  to  pronounce 
who  staa^ed  the  gamCf  hut  I  am  sure  I  have  had  the  fuU  hunting. 
At  ^hiB  da.y  that  plot  appears,  to  impartial  and  discerning  eyes, 
to  Jmt0  been  a  forgery  contrived  «o  Vn^axnft  ^;)DL'&  \oxiida  q€  the 


THE  OCCASION  OF  IT  EXPLAINED.  6£ 

people  against  x>opery,  a  religion  now  professed  by  the  duke, 
tiut  the  bill  for  excluding  him  from  the  throne  might  meet  with 
more  countenance  and  greater  certainty  of  success ;  and  it  went 
rery  near  having  the  desired  effect. 

Tbe  indiscreet  zeal  and  imprudent  conduct  of  the  Roman 
CathoHca,  for  some  time  pa^t^  had  given  too  much  room  fur 
suspicion ;  they  having  often  openly,  and  in  defiance  of  the 
established  laws  of  the  kingdom,  shown  a  thorough  couteuipt 
for  the  established  religion  of  their  country,  propagated  as 
much  as  possible  their  own  tenets,  loudly  triumphed  in  t^eir 
progress,  and  daily  acquisition  of  proselytes  among  all  ranks  of 
people,  without  the  least  secrecy  or  caution.  Hence  was  the 
nation  ripe  for  alarm ;  when  given  it  spread  like  wildfire ;  and 
the  Duke  of  York,  as  head  of  the  party  at  which  it  was  aimed, 
was  obliged  to  withdraw  to  Brussels,  to  avoid  the  impending 
storm. 

The  king  being  some  time  after  taken  ill,  produced  his  high- 
neas's  sudden  return,  before  his  enemies,  and  those  in  the  opposi- 
tion to  the  court-measures,  could  provide  for  his  reception ;  so 
that  their  sdiemes  were  thus  for  a  while  disconcerted.  Lest  his 
presence  might  revive  coznmotion,  he  returned  again  to  Brussels, 
and  was  then  permitted  (previously)  to  retire  to  Scotland,  having 
received  the  strongest  assurances  of  his  brother's  affection,  and 
resolution  to  secure  him  and  hia  heirs  the  succession.  He  had 
before  this  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  turbulent  Earl  of 
Shaftesbury  removed  from  his  seat  and  precedence  in  the  privy 
coimcil,  as  well  as  all  share  in  the  ministry ;  and  now  prevailed 
to  have  the  Duke  of  Monmouth  dismissed  from  all  his  posts,  and 
sent  into  Holland. 

Shaftesbury's  views  were  to  lift  Monmouth  to  the  throne, 
whose  weaknesses  he  knew  he  could  so  effectually  manage,  as  to 
have  the  reins  of  government  in  that  case  in  his  own  hands. 
Monmouth  was  the  eldest  of  the  king's  sons,  by  whom  he  was 
tenderly  beloved.  His  mother  was  one  Mrs.  Lucy  AValters, 
otherwise  Barlow,  a  Pembrokeshire  woman,  who  bore  him  at 
Rotterdam,  in  1649,  and  between  whom  and  his  Majesty  it  was 
artfully  reported,  there  had  passed  a  contract  of  marriage.  This 
report  was  narrowly  examined  into,  and  proved  false,  to  the 
full  satisfaction  of  the  privy-council,  and  of  the  people  in  gene- 
ral, though  Shaftesbury  did  all  in  his  power  to  support  and 
establish  a  belief  of  its  reality.  The  youth  was  educated  at  Paris, 
under  the  queen-mother,  and  brought  over  to  England  in  1662  : 
soon  after  which  time  he  was  created  Duke  of  Orkney,  in  Scot- 
land, and  Monmouth  in  England,  or  rather  Wales ;  chosen  a 
Knight  of  the  Garter ;  appointed  Master  of  Horse  to  his  Majesty, 
General  of  the  land  forces,  Colonel  of  the  life-guard  of  horse. 
Lord-lieutenant  of  the  East  Riding  of  Yorkshire,  Goveiwot  ol 
Kjugston-upon-HulI,  Chief  Justice  in  Eyre  on  the  BOut\i  oi  >i)tift 
8  'a 
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river  Trent,  Lord  Chamberlain  of  Scotland,  and  Duke  of  Buo 
cleugh,  in  right  of  his  wife,  who  was  daughter  and  heiress  to  a 
noble  and  wealthy  earl,  bearing  that  name ;  but  he  lost  all  those 
places  of  honour  and  fortune,  together  with  his  royal  father^s 
favour,  by  the  insinuation  and  art  of  Shaftesbury,  who  poisoned 
him  with  illegal  and  ambitious  notions,  that  ended  in  his 
destruction. 

The  partisans  of  this  earl,  and  other  malcontents,  had  long 
pointed  out  his  Grace  as  a  proper  successor  to  the  crown,  instead 
of  the  Duke  of  York,  in  case  of  the  king's  demise ;  and  he  began 
to  believe  that  he  had  a  real  right  to  be  so.  At  the  instigation 
of  his  old  friend,  Shaftesbury,  he  returned  to  England  without 
his  father's  consent,  who  would  not  see  him ;  and,  instead  of 
obeying  the  royal  mandate  to  retire  again,  he  and  Shaffcesburji 
jointly  made  a  pompous  parade  through  several  counties  in  the, 
west  and  north  of  England,  scattering  the  seeds  of  discord  and 
disaffection ;  so  that  their  designs  seemed  to  be  levelled  against 
the  government,  and  a  tempest  was  gathering  at  a  distance,  not 
imlike  that  which  swept  the  royal  martyr  from  his  throne  and 
life.  Many  people,  who  would  not  otherwise  have  taken  part 
with  the  court,  shuddering  when  they  looked  back  upon  the 
scenes  of  anarchy  and  confusion  that  had  followed  that  melan- 
choly catastrophe,  in  order  to  prevent  the  return  of  a  similar 
storm,  attached  themselves  to  the  king  and  the  Duke  of  York ; 
and  the  latter  returned  to  court,  where  he  kept  his  ^ound. 

The  kingdom  was  now  in  a  high  fermentation ;  the  murmurs 
of  each  party  broke  out  into  altercation  and  declamatory  abuse. 
Every  day  produced  new  libels  and  disloyal  pamphlets.  To 
answer  and  expose  them,  their  partisans  and  abettors,  several 
authors  were  retained  by  authority,  but  none  came  up  to  the 
purpose  so  well  as  Sir  Roger  I'Estrange,  in  the  Observator ;  and 
the  poet  laureat,  in  the  poem  under  inspection,  the  elegance  and 
severity  of  which  raised  his  character  prodigiously,  and  showed 
the  proceedings  of  Shaftesbury  and  his  followers  in  a  most 
severe  light.  These  writings,  according  to  Echard,  in  a  great 
measure  stemmed  the  tide  of  a  popular  current,  that  might 
have  otherwise  immersed  the  nation  in  ruin.  His  Grace  the 
Duke  of  Monmouth  afterwards  engaged  in  the  Ryehouse 
Plot,  and  a  reward  was  offered  for  the  taking  him,  both  by 
his  father  and  Lewis  XIV.,  whether  in  England  or  France. 
He  obtained  his  pardon  both  of  the  king  and  duke,  by  two 
very  submissive,  nay  abject  letters;  and  being  admitted  to 
the  royal  presence,  seemed  extremely  sorry  for  his  past  offences, 
confessed  his  Having  engaged  in  a  design  for  seizing  the  king's 
guards,  and  changing  the  government,  but  denied  having  any 
knowledge  of  a  scheme  for  assassinating  either  his  father  or  uncle, 
which  it  seems  was  set  on  foot  by  the  inferior  ministers  of  thif 
tfODBpiracy. 
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suming,  however,  upon  the  king^s  paternal  affection,  he 
■OOB  recanted  his  confession,  and  consorted  with  his  old  fol- 
lowers ;  BO  that  the  king  forbid  him  the  court,  and  he  retired  to 
Holland,  &om  whence  he  returned  in  1685,  raised  a  rebellion 
against  his  unde,  then  on  the  throne,  caused  himself  to  be 
prodaimed  king,  and  being  defeated  and  taken  prisoner,  was 
beheaded  on  Tower  Hill,  in  his  thirty-sixth  year. — Derrick. 


TO  THE  READER. 

'Tis  not  my  intention  to  make  an  apology  for  my  poem :  some 
will  think  it  needs  no  excuse,  and  others  will  receive  none.  The 
design  I  am  sure  is  honest ;  but  he  who  draws  his  pen  for  one 
parly,  must  expect  to  make  enemies  of  the  other.     For  wit  and 
fool  are  consequents  of  Whig  and  Tory ;  and  every  man  is  a 
knave  or  an  ass  to  the  contrary  side.     There  is  a  treasury  of 
merits  in  the  Fanatic  Church,  as  well  as  in  the  Popieih ;  and  a 
pennyworth  to  be  had  of  saintship,  honesty,  and  poetry,  for  the 
lewd,  the  factious,  and  the  blockheads :  but  the  longest  chapter 
in  Deuteronomy  has  not  curses  enough  for  an  Anti-Bromingham. 
My  comfort  is,  their  manifest  prejudice  to  my  cause  will  render 
their  judgment  of  less  authority  against  me.     Yet  if  a  poem 
have  a  genius,  it  will  force  its  own  reception  in  the  world.     For 
there  's  a  sw^ness  in  good  verse,  which  tickles  even  while  it 
hurts ;  and  no  man  can  be  heartily  angry  with  him  who  pleases 
him  against  his  will.     The  conmiendation  of  adversaries  is  the 
greatest  triumph  of  a  writer,  because  it  never  comes  imless 
extorted.  But  I  can  be  satisfied  on  more  easy  terms  :  if  I  happen 
to  please  the  more  moderate  sort,  I  shall  be  sure  of  an  honest 
party,  and,  in  all  probability,  of  the  best  judges ;  for  the  least 
eoncemed  are  commonly  the  least  corrupt.    And  I  confess  I 
have  laid  in  for  those,  by  rebating  the  satire  (where  justice 
would  allow  it),  from  carrying  too  sharp  an  edge.     They,  who 
can  criticise  so  weakly  as  to  imagine  I  have  done  my  worst,  may 
be  convinced,  at  their  own  cost,  that  I  can  write  severely,  with 
more  ease,  than  I  can  gently.   I  have  but  laughed  at  some  men's 
follies,  when  I  could  have  declaimed  against  their  vices ;  and 
otker  men's  virtues  I  have  commended,  as  freely  as  I  have  taxed 
their  crimes.    And  now,  if  you  are  a  malicious  reader,  I  expect 
you  should  return  upon  me  that  I  affect  to  be  thought  more 
impartial  than  I  am.     But  if  men  are  not  to  be  judged  by  their 
professions,  God  forgive  you  Commonwealth's-men  for  profess- 
ing so  plausibly  for  the  government.     You  cannot  be  so  unwn- 
scionable  as  to  charge  me  for  not  subscribing  of  my  name ;  for 
that  would  reflect  too  grossly  upon  your  own  party,  "who  ne^ei 
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dare,  though  they  have  the  advantage  of  a  jury  to  secure  tlieni. 
If  you  like  not  my  poem,  the  fault  may,  poEsibly,  be  in  jny 
writing  (though  'tis  hard  for  an  author  to  judge  against  himself). 
But,  more  probably,  'tis  in  your  morals,  which  cannot  bear  the 
truth  of  it.  The  violent,  on  both  sides,  will  condemn  the  cha- 
racter of  Absalom,  as  either  too  favourably  or  too  hardly  drawn. 
But  they  are  not  the  violent  whom  I  desire  to  please.  The  fault 
on  the  right  hand  is  to  extenuate,  palliate,  and  indulge ;  and,  to 
confess  freely,  I  have  endeavoured  to  commit  it.  Besides  the 
respect  which  I  owe  his  birth,  I  have  a  greater  for  his  heroic 
virtues ;  and  David  himself  could  not  be  more  tender  of  the 
young  man's  life,  than  I  would  be  of  his  reputation.  But  since 
the  most  excellent  natures  are  always  the  most  easy,  and,  as 
being  such,  are  the  soonest  perverted  by  ill  counsels,  especially 
when  baited  with  fame  and  glory ;  'tis  no  more  a  wonder  that 
he  withstood  not  the  temptations  of  Achitophel,  than  it  was  for 
Adam  not  to  have  resisted  the  two  devils,  the  serpent  and  the 
woman.  The  conclusion  of  the  story  I  purposely  forbore  to 
prosecute,  because  I  could  not  obtain  from  myself  to  show 
Absalom  unfortunate.  The  frame  of  it  was  cut  out  but  for 
a  picture  to  the  wsfist ;  and  if  the  draught  be  so  far  true,  'tis  as 
much  as  I  designed. 

Were  I  the  inventor,  who  am  only  the  historian,  I  should 
certainly  conclude  the  piece  with  the  reconcilement  of  Absalom 
to  David.  And  who  knows  but  this  may  come  to  pass  ?  Things 
were  not  brought  to  an  extremity  where  I  left  the  story :  there 
seems  yet  to  be  room  left  for  a  composure ;  hereafter  there  may 
be  only  for  pity.  I  have  not  so  much  as  an  uncharitable  wish 
against  Achitophel,  but  am  content  to  be  accused  of  a  good- 
natured  error,  and  to  hope  with  Origen,  that  the  devil  himself 
may  at  last  be  saved.  For  which  reason,  in  this  poem,  he  is 
neither  brought  to  set  his  house  in  order,  nor  to  dispose  of  his 
person  afterwards  as  he  in  his  wisdom  shall  think  fit.  Gk)d  is 
infinitely  merciful ;  and  his  vicegerent  is  only  not  so,  because 
he  is  not  infinite. 

The  true  end  of  satire  is  the  amendment  of  vices  by  correction. 
And  he  who  writes  honestly,  is  no  more  an  enemy  to  the  ofiender, 
than  the  physician  to  the  patient,  when  he  prescribes  harsh 
remedies  to  an  inveterate  disease ;  for  those  are  only  in  order  to 
prevent  the  chirurgeon's  work  of  an  Ense  reddendum,  which  I 
wish  not  to  my  very  enemies.  To  conclude  all ;  if  the  body 
]K)Iitic  have  any  analogy  to  the  natural,  in  my  weak  judgment^ 
an  act  of  oblivion  were  as  necessary  in  a  hot  distempered  statey 
as  €Ui  opiate  would  be  in  a  raging  fever. 
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ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHEL. 

In  pious  times  ere  priestcraft  did  begin, 

Before  polygamy  was  made  a  sin ; 

When  man  on  many  multiplied  his  kind, 

Ere  one  to  one  was  cursedly  confined ; 

When  nature  prompted,  and  no  law  denied 

Promiscuous  use  of  concubine  and  bride ; 

Then  Israel's  monarch  after  Heaven's  own  hearty 

His  vigorous  warmth  did  variously  impart 

To  wives  and  slaves ;  and  wide  as  his  conomand, 

Scatter'd  his  Maker's  image  through  the  land. 

Michal,  of  royal  blood,  the  crown  did  wear ; 

A  soil  ungrateful  to  the  tiUer's  care : 

Not  so  the  rest ;  for  several  mothers  bore 

To  god-Like  David  several  sons  before : 

But  since  hke  slaves  his  bed  they  did  ascend, 

No  true  succession  could  their  seed  attend. 

Of  all  this  numerous  progeny  was  none 

So  beautiful,  so  brave,  as  Absalom : 

Whether,  inspired  by  some  diviner  lust. 

His  father  got  him  with  a  greater  gust : 

Or  that  his  conscious  destiny  made  way, 

By  manly  beauty,  to  imperial  sway. 

Early,  in  foreign  fields,  he  won  renown 

With  kings  and  states  allied  to  Israel's  crown : 

In  peace  the  thoughts  of  war  he  could  remove, 

And  seem'd  as  he  were  only  born  for  love. 

Whate'er  he  did,  was  done  with  so  much  ease, 

In  him  alone  'twas  natural  to  please : 

His  motions  all  accompanied  with  grace ; 

And  paradise  was  open'd  in  his  face. 

With  secret  joy  indulgent  David  view'd 

His  youthful  image  in  his  son  renew'd : 

To  all  his  wishes  nothing  he  denied; 

And  made  the  charming  Annabel  his  bride. 

What  faults  he  had,  (for  who  from  faults  is  free  ?) 

His  father  could  not,  or  he  would  not  see. 

Some  warm  excesses  which  the  law  forbore, 

Were  construed  youth  that  purged  by  boiling  o'er, 

And  Amnon's  murder,  by  a  specious  name. 

Was  call'd  a  just  revenge  for  injured  fame. 

Thus  praised  and  loved,  the  noble  youth  remained. 

While  David,  undisturbed,  in  Sion  reigned. 
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But  life  can  never  be  sincerely  blest : 
Heaven  punishes  the  bad,  and  proves  the  best. 
The  Jews,  a  headstrong,  moody,  murmuring  race, 
As  ever  tried  the  extent  and  stretch  of  grace ; 
God's  pamper'd  people,  whom  debauch'd  with  ease, 
No  king  could  govern,  nor  no  Qod  could  please ; 
(Gods  they  had  tried  of  every  shape  and  size, 
That  god-smiths  could  produce,  or  priests  devise :) 
These  Adam-wits,  too  fortunately  free, 
Began  to  dream  they  wanted  liberty ; 
And  when  no  rule,  no  precedent  was  found, 
Of  men,  by  laws  less  circumscribed  and  bound ; 
They  led  their  wild  desires  to  woods  and  caves, 
And  thought  that  all  but  savages  were  slaves. 
They  who,  when  Saul  was  dead,  without  a  blow. 
Made  foolish  Ishbosheth  the  crown  forego ; 
Who  banish'd  David  did  from  Hebron  bring. 
And  with  a  general  shout  proclaim'd  him  king: 
Those  very  Jews,  who,  at  their  very  best. 
Their  humour  more  than  loyalty  express'd. 
Now  wonder'd  why  so  long  they  had  obey'd 
An  idol  monarch,  which  their  hands  had  made ; 
Thought  they  might  ruin  him  they  could  create, 
Or  melt  him  to  that  golden  calf,  a  state. 
But  these  were  random  bolts :  no  form'd  design, 
Nor  interest  made  the  factious  crowd  to  join : 
The  sober  part  of  Israel,  fi«e  from  stain, 
WeU  knew  the  value  of  a  peaceful  reign ; 
And,  looking  backward  with  a  wise  affrighi^ 
Saw  seams  of  wounds  dishonest  to  the  sight: 
In  contemplation  of  whose  ugly  scars, 
They  cursed  the  memory  of  civil  wars. 
The  moderate  sort  of  men  thus  qualified. 
Inclined  the  balance  to  the  better  side ; 
And  David's  mildness  managed  it  so  well, 
The  bad  foimd  no  occasion  to  rebel. 
But  when  to  sin  our  biass'd  nature  leans. 
The  careful  devil  is  stilT  at  hand  with  means; 
And  providently  pimps  for  ill  desires : 
ITie  good  old  cause  revived  a  plot  requires. 
Plots,  true  or  false,  are  necessary  things, 
To  raise  up  commonwealths,  and  ruin  kings. 

The  inhabitants  of  old  Jerusalem 
Were  Jehiisitos;  the  town  so  cali'd  from  them  *, 
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And  theirs  the  native  right- 


But  when  the  chosen  people  grew  more  strong, 
The  rightful  cause  at  length  became  the  wrong ; 
And  every  loss  the  men  of  Jebus  bore, 
They  still  were  thought  God*s  enemies  the  more. 
Thus  worn  or  weaken'd,  well  or  ill  content, 
Submit  they  must  to  iDavid's  government : 
Impoverish  d  and  deprived  of  all  command, 
Their  taxes  doubled  as  they  lost  their  land ; 
And  what  was  harder  yet  to  flesh  and  blood. 
Their  gods  disgraced,  and  burnt  like  common  wood. 
This  set  the  heathen  priesthood  in  a  flame ; 
For  priests  of  all  religions  are  the  same. 
Of  whatsoe'er  descent  their  godhead  be. 
Stock,  stone,  or  other  homely  pedigree. 
In  his  defence  his  servants  are  as  bold. 
As  if  he  had  been  bom  of  beaten  gold. 
The  Jewish  rabbins,  though  their  enemies. 
In  this  conclude  them  honest  men  and  wise : 
For  'twas  their  duty,  all  the  learned  think. 
To  espouse  his  cause,  by  whom  they  eat  and  drink. 
From  hence  began  that  plot,  the  nation's  curse, 
Bad  in  itself,  but  represented  worse ; 
Kaised  in  extremes,  and  in  extremes  decried ; 
With  oaths  affirm'd,  with  dying  vows  denied  ; 
Not  weigh'd  nor  winnow'd  by  the  multitude ; 
But  swallowed  in  the  mass,  unchew'd  and  crude. 
Some  truth  there  was,  but  dash'd   and   brew'd   with 
lies, 
,.  To  please  the  fools,  and  puzzle  all  the  wise. 
Succeeding  times  did  equal  folly  call, 
Believing  nothing,  or  believing  all. 
The  Egyptian  rites  the  Jebusites  embraced ; 
Where  gods  were  recommended  by  their  taste. 
Such  savoury  deities  must  needs  be  good, 
As  served  at  once  for  worship  and  for  food. 
By  force  they  could  not  introduce  these  gods ; 
For  ten  to  one  in  former  days  was  odds. 
So  fraud  was  used,  the  sacrificer's  trade : 
Fools  are  more  hard  to  conquer  than  persuade. 
Their  busy  teachers  mingled  with  the  Jews, 
And  raked  for  converts  even  the  court  and  stews: 
Which  Hebrew  priests  the  more  unkindly  took, 
Because  the  fleece  accompanies  the  flock. 


I 


ABSALOM  AND  ACHHOPHEL.  73 

Some  thought  they  God's  anointed  meant  to  slay 

By  guns,  invented  since  full  many  a  day : 

Our  author  swears  it  not ;  but  who  can  know 

How  far  the  devil  and  Jebusites  may  go  ? 

This  plot,  which  fail'd  for  want  of  common  sense, 

Had  yet  a  deep  and  dangerous  consequence : 

For  as  when  raging  fevei*s  boil  the  blood, 

The  standing  lake  soon  floats  into  a  flood, 

And  every  hostile  hiunour,  which  before 

Slept  quiet  in  its  channels,  bubbles  o'er ; 

So  several  factions  from  this  first  ferment, 

Work  up  to  foam,  and  threat  the  government. 

Some  by  their  friends,  more  by  themselves  thought  wise 

Opposed  the  power  to  which  they  could  not  rise. 

Some  had  in  courts  been  great,  and  thrown  from  thence, 

I.ike  fiends  were  hardened  in  impenitence. 

Some,  by  their  monarch's  fatal  mercy,  grown 

From  pardon'd  rebels  kinsmen  to  the  throne, 

Were  raised  in  power  and  public  office  high ; 

Strong  bands,  if  bands  imgrateful  men  could  tie. 
Of  these  the  false  Achitophel  was  first ; 

A  name  to  all  succeeding  ages  cursed : 

For  close  designs,  and  crooked  coimsels  fit ; 

Sagacious,  bold,  and  turbulent  of  wit ; 

Restless,  imfix'd  in  principles  and  place ; 

In  power  unpleased,  impatient  of  disgrace : 

A  fiery  soul,  which,  working  out  its  way. 

Fretted  the  pigmy-body  to  decay. 

And  o'er-inform'a  the  tenement  of  clay. 

A  daring  pilot  in  extremity ; 

Pleased  with  the  danger,  when  the  waves  went  high 

He  sought  the  storms  ;  but,  for  a  calm  unfit. 

Would  steer  too  nigh  the  sands  to  boast  his  wit. 

Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied, 

And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide  ; 

Else  why  should  he,  with  wealth  and  honour  blest, 

Refuse  his  age  the  needful  hours  of  rest  1 

Punish  a  body  which  he  could  not  please ; 

Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodigal  of  ease  ? 

And  all  to  leave  what  with  his  toil  he  won. 

To  that  unfeather'd  two-legg'd  thing,  a  son ; 

Got,  while  his  soul  did  huddled  notions  try ; 

And  bom  a  shapeless  lump,  like  anarchy. 


74  ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPHBL. 

In  friendship  false,  implacable  in  hate ; 

Kesolved  to  ruin  or  to  rule  the  state. 

To  compass  this  the  triple  bond  he  broke ; 

The  pillars  of  the  public  safety  shook ; 

And  fitted  Israel  for  a  foreign  yoke : 

Then  seized  with  fear,  yet  still  affecting  fame, 

Usurped  a  patriot's  all-atoning  name. 

So  easy  stiU  it  proves,  in  factious  times. 

With  public  zeal  to  cancel  private  crimes. 

How  safe  is  treason,  and  how  sacred  ill. 

Where  none  can  sin  against  the  people's  will ! 

Where  crowds  can  wink,  and  no  offence  be  known^ 

Since  in  another's  guilt  they  find  their  own ! 

Yet  fame  deserved  no  enemy  can  grudge ; 

The  statesman  we  abhor,  but  praise  the  judge. 

In  Israel's  courts  ne'er  sat  an  Abethdin 

With  more  discerning  eyes,  or  hands  more  clean, 

Unbribed,  unsought,  the  wretched  to  redress  ; 

Swift  of  dispatch,  and  easy  of  access. 

Oh !  had  he  been  content  to  serve  the  crown, 

With  virtues  only  proper  to  the  gown ; 

Or  had  the  rankness  of  the  soil  been  freed 

From  cockle,  that  oppress'd  the  noble  seed ; 

David  for  him  his  tuneful  harp  had  strung. 

And  heaven  had  wanted  one  immortal  song. 

But  wild  Ambition  loves  to  slide,  not  stand, 

And  Foiiiune's  ice  prefers  to  Virtue's  land. 

Achitophel,  grown  weary  to  possess 

A  lawful  fame,  and  lazy  happiness, 

Disdain'd  the  golden  fruit  to  gather  free, 

And  lent  the  crowd  his  arm  to  shake  the  tree. 

Now,  manifest  of  crimes  contrived  long  since, 

He  stood  at  bold  defiance  with  his  prince  ; 

Held  up  the  buckler  of  the  people's  cause 

Against  the  crown,  and  sculk'd  oehind  the  lawa. 

The  wish'd  occasion  of  the  plot  he  takes ; 

Some  circumstances  finds,  but  more  he  makes. 

By  buzzing  emissaries  fills  the  ears 

Of  listening  crowds  with  jealousies  and  fears 

Of  arbitrary  counsels  brought  to  light. 

And  proves  the  king  himself  a  Jebusite. 

Weak  arguments  !  which  yet  he  knew  full  well. 

Were  strong  with  people  easy  to  rebel. 
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For,  govem'd  by  the  moon,  the  giddy  Jews 

Tread  the  same  track  when  she  the  prime  renews ; 

And  once  in  twenty  years,  their  scribes  record. 

By  natural  instinct  tney  change  their  lord. 

Achitophel  still  wants  a  chief,  and  none 

Was  found  so  fit  sis  warlike  Absalom. 

Not  that  he  wish'd  his  greatness  to  create, 

For  politicians  neither  love  nor  hate  : 

But,  for  he  knew  his  title  not  allow'd, 

Would  keep  him  still  depending  on  the  crowd  : 

That  kingly  power,  thus  ebbing  out,  might  be 

Drawn  to  the  dregs  of  a  democracy. 

Him  he  attempts  with  studied  arts  to  please. 

And  sheds  his  venom  in  such  words  as  these  : 

*  Auspicious  prince,  at  whose  nativity 
Some  royal  planet  ruled  the  southern  sky ; 
Thy  longing  country's  darhng  and  desire  ; 
Their  clou^  pillar  and  their  guardian  fire : 
Their  second  Moses,  whose  extended  wand 
Divides  the  seas,  and  shows  the  promised  land : 
Whose  dawning  day,  in  every  distant  age, 
Has  exercised  the  sacred  prophet's  rage : 
The  people's  prayer,  the  glad  diviner's  theme. 
The  young  men's  vision,  and  the  old  men's  dream  ! 
Thee,  Saviour,  thee  the  nation's  vows  confess. 
And,  never  satisfied  with  seeing,  bless : 
Swift  unbespoken  pomps  thy  steps  proclaim. 
And  stammering  babes  are  taught  to  lisp  thy  name : 
How  long  wilt  thou  the  general  joy  detain. 
Starve  and  defraud  the  people  of  thy  roign  ! 
Content  ingloriously  to  pass  thy  days. 
Like  one  of  virtue's  fools  that  feed  on  praise  ; 
Till  thy  fresh  glories,  which  now  shine  so  bright, 
Grow  stale,  and  tarnish  with  our  daily  sight ! 
Believe  me,  royal  youth,  thy  fruit  must  be 
Or  gather'd  ripe,  or  rot  upon  the  tree. 
Heaven  has  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late. 
Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  fate  : 
Whose  motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill, 
(For  human  good  depends  on  human  will,) 
Our  fortune  rolls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 
And  from  the  first  impression  takes  the  bent : 
But,  if  unseized,  she  glides  away  like  wind, 
And  leaves  repenting  folly  far  behind. 
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Now,  now  she  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize, 
And  spreads  her  locks  before  her  as  she  flies. 
Had  thus  old  David,  from  whose  loins  you  spring, 
Not  dared  when  fortune  caU'd  him  to  be  king. 
At  Gath  an  exile  he  might  still  remain, 
And  Heaven's  anointing  oil  had  been  in  vain. 
Let  his  successful  youth  your  hopes  engage  ; 
But  shun  the  example  of  declining  age  : 
Behold  him  setting  in  his  western  skies, 
The  shadows  lengthening  as  the  vapours  rise. 
He  is  not  now,  as  when  on  Jordan's  sand 
The  joyful  people  throng'd  to  see  him  land. 
Covering  the  beach,  and  blackening  all  the  strand  ; 
But,  like  the  prince  of  angels,  from  his  height 
Comes  tumbhng  downward  with  diminish'd  light : 
Betray'd  by  one  poor  plot  to  pubhc  scorn : 
(Our  only  blessing  since  his  cursed  return :) 
Those  heaps  of  people  which  one  sheaf  did  bind. 
Blown  ojff  and  scattered  by  a  puff*  of  wind. 
What  strength  can  he  to  your  designs  oppose. 
Naked  of  friends  and  roimd  beset  with  foes  ? 
.  If  Pharaoh's  doubtful  succour  he  should  use, 
A  foreign  aid  would  more  incense  the  Jews : 
Proud  Egvpt  would  dissembled  friendship  bring, 
Foment  the  war,  but  not  support  the  king : 
Nor  would  the  royal  party  e'er  unite 
With  Pharaoh's  arms  to  assist  the  Jcbusite  ; 
Or  if  they  should,  their  interest  soon  would  break. 
And  with  such  odious  aid  make  David  weak. 
All  sorts  of  men  by  my  successful  arts. 
Abhorring  kings,  estrange  their  alter'd  hearts 
From  David's  rule  :  and  'tis  their  general  cry. 
Religion,  commonwealth,  and  liberty. 
If  you,  as  champion  of  the  public  good, 
Add  to  their  arms  a  chief  of  royal  blood, 
What  may  not  Israel  hope,  and  what  applause 
Might  such  a  general  gain  by  such  a  cause  1 
Not  barren  praise  alone,  that  gaudy  flower 
Fair  only  to  the  pight,  but  sohd  power  : 
And  nobler  is  a  limited  command. 
Given  by  the  love  of  all  your  native  land, 
Than  a  successive  title,  long  and  dark, 
Drawn  from  the  mouldy  rolls  of  Noah's  ark.' 
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What  cannot  praise  effect  in  mighty  minds, 
When  flattery  soothes,  and  when  ambition  blinds  ? 
Desire  of  power,  on  eai^h  a  vicious  weed, 
Yet  sprung  from  high  is  of  celestial  seed : 
In  God  'tis  glory ;  and  when  men  aspire, 
Tis  but  a  spark  too  much  of  heavenly  fire. 
The  ambitious  youth  too  covetous  of  fame,     , 
Too  full  of  angels'  mettle  in  his  frame, 
Unwarily  was  led  from  virtue's  ways, 
Made  drunk  with  honour,  and  debauch'd  with  praise  | 
Half  loth,  and  half  consenting  to  the  ill, 
For  royal  blood  within  him  struggled  still, 
He  thus  repHed  : — *  And  wliat  pretence  have  1 
To  take  up  arms  for  public  liberty  I 
My  father  governs  with  unquestion'd  right ; 
The  faith's  defender,  and  mankind's  dehght ; 
Good,  gracious,  just,  observant  of  the  laws ; 
And  Heaven  by  wonders  has  espoused  his  cause. 
Whom  has  he  wrong'd  in  all  his  peaceful  reign  1 
Who  sues  for  justice  to  his  throne  in  vain  ? 
"What  millions  has  he  pardon'd  of  his  foes. 
Whom  just  revenge  did  to  his  wrath  expose  ? 
Mild,  easy,  humble,  studious  of  our  good  ; 
Inclined  to  mercy,  and  averse  from  blood. 
If  mildness  ill  with  stubborn  Israel  suit. 
His  crime  is  God's  beloved  attribute. 
^Vhat  could  he  gain  his  people  to  betray, 
Or  change  his  right  for  arbitrary  sway  ? 
Let  haughty  Pharaoh  curse  with  such  a  reign 
His  fruitftd  Nile,  and  yoke  a  servile  train. 
If  David's  rule  Jerusalem  displease. 
The  dog-star  heats  their  brains  to  this  disease. 
Why  then  should  I,  encouraging  the  bad. 
Turn  rebel  and  run  popularly  mad  ? 
Were  he  a  tyrant,  who,  by  lawless  might 
Oppress'd  the  Jews  and  raised  the  Jebusite, 
WeU  might  I  mourn  ;  but  nature's  holy  banda 
Would  curb  my  spirit  and  restrain  my  hands  : 
The  people  might  assert  their  Uberty ; 
But  what  was  right  in  them  were  crime  in  me. 
His  fevour  leaves  me  nothing  to  require. 
Prevents  my  wishes,  and  out-runs  desire  ; 
What  more  can  I  expect  while  David  lives  ? 
All  but  his  Mngly  diadem,  he  gives  : 
9 
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And  that' — But  there  he  paused ;  then  sighi'.ig,  said- 

*  Is  justly  destined  for  a  worthier  head. 

For  when  my  father  from  his  toils  shall  rest, 

And  late  augment  the  number  of  the  blest, 

His  lawful  issue  shall  the  throne  ascend, 

Or  the  collateral  hne,  where  that  shall  end. 

His  brother,,  though  oppressed  with  vulgar  spite. 

Yet  daimtless,  and  secure  of  native  right, 

Of  every  royal  virtue  stands  possess'd  ; 

Still  dear  to  all  the  bravest  and  the  best : 

His  courage  foes,  his  friends  his  truth  proclaim, 

His  loyalty  the  king,  the  world  his  fame : 

His  mercy  e'en  the  offending  ctowd  will  find  ; 

For  sure  he  comes  of  a  forgiving  kind. 

Why  should  I  then  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 

Which  gives  me  no  pretence  to  royalty  ? 

Yet,  oh  that  fate,  propitiously  inclined. 

Had  raised  my  birth,  or  had  debased  my  mind ; 

To  my  large  soul  not  all  her  treasure  lent, 

Ajid  then  betray'd  it  to  a  mean  descent ! 

1  find,  I  find  my  mounting  spirits  bold, 

And  David's  part  disdains  my  mother's  mould. 

Why  am  I  scanted  by  a  niggard  birth  1 

My  soul  disclaims  the  kindred  of  her  earth  ; 

And,  made  for  empire,  whispers  me  within, 

Desire  of  greatness  is  a  god-like  sin.' 

Him  staggering  so,  when  hell's  dire  agent  found, 
While  fainting  virtue  scarce  maintain'd  her  ground, 
He  pours  fresh  forces  in,  and  thus  replies  : 

*  The  eternal  God,  supremely  good  and  wise, 
Imparts  not  these  prodigious  gifts  in  vain : 
What  wonders  are  reserved  to  bless  your  reign  ! 
Against  your  will,  your  arguments  have  shown, 
Such  virtue 's  only  given  to  guide  a  throne. 
Not  that  your  father's  mildness  I  contemn  ; 
But  manly  force  becomes  the  diadem. 
'Tis  true  he  grants  the  people  all  they  crave  ; 
And  more,  perhaps,  than  subjects  ought  to  have  : 
For  lavish  grants  suppose  a  monarch  tame, 
And  more  his  goodness  than  his  wit  proclaim. 
But  when  should  people  strive  their  bonds  to  break, 
If  not  when  kings  are  negligent  or  weak  ? 
Let  him  give  on  till  he  can  give  no  more. 
The  thrifty  Sanhedrim  shall  keep  \"v\m  \iooT  \ 
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And  every  shekel  which  he  can  receive 

Shall  cost  a  limb  of  his  prerogative. 

To  ply  him  with  new  plots  shall  be  my  care ; 

Or  plunge  him  deep  in  some  expensive  war ; 

AVhich  when  his  treasure  can  no  more  supply, 

He  must,  with  the  remains  of  kingship,  buy 

His  faithful  fiiend^  our  jealousies  ana  fears 

Call  Jebusites  and  Pharaoh's  pensioners, 

^Vhom  when  our  fury  from  his  aid  has  torn, 

He  shall  be  naked  left  to  public  scorn. 

The  next  successor,  whom  I  fear  and  hate, 

My  arts  have  made  obnoxious  to  the  state ; 

Tum'd  all  his  virtues  to  his  overthrow, 

And  gained  our  elders  to  pronounce  a  foe. 

His  right,  for  sums  of  necessary  gold, 

Shall  lirst  be  pawn'd,  and  afterwards  be  sold ; 

Till  time  shall  ever-wanting  David  draw, 

To  pass  your  doubtful  title  into  law  ; 

If  not,  the  people  have  a  right  supreme 

To  make  their  kings ;  for  kings  are  mad-^  for  them. 

All  empire  is  no  more  than  power  in  trust, 

A^Tiich,  when  resumed,  can  be  no  longer  just. 

Succession,  for  the  general  good  design'd, 

In  its  own  wrong  a  nation  cannot  bind : 

If  altering  that  the  people  can  relieve, 

Better  one  suffer  than  a  million  grieve. 

The  Jews  well  know  their  power :  ere  Saul  they  choae^ 

God  was  their  king,  and  God  they  durst  depose. 

Urge  now  your  piety,  your  fihal  name, 

A  father's  right,  and  fear  of  future  fame  ; 

The  public  good,  that  universal  call, 

To  which  e'en  Heaven  submitted,  answers  alL 

Nor  let  his  love  enchant  your  generous  mind ; 

'Tis  nature's  trick  to  propagate  her  kind. 

Our  fond  begetters,  who  would  never  die, 

Love  but  themselves  in  their  posterity. 

Or  let  Jiis  kindness  by  the  effects  be  tried, 

Or  let  him  lay  his  vain  pretence  aside. 

God  said,  he  loved  your  father ;  could  he  bring 

A  better  proof,  than  to  anoint  him  king  ? 

It  surely  show'd  he  loved  the  shepherd  well, 

Who  gave  so  fair  a  flock  as  Israel. 

Would  David  have  you  thought  his  darhng  son  ? 

What  means  he  then  to  alienate  the  crown  1 


80  ABSALOM  AXD  ACHITOPHEL. 

The  name  of  godly  he  may  blush  to  bear: 

LVt.  after  (Joel's  own  heart  to  cheat  his  heir  1 

lie  to  his  brother  gives  supreme  command, 

To  you  a  legacy  of  barren  laud  ; 

Perhaps  the  old  harp,  on  which  he  thrums  his  lays, 

Or  some  dull  Hebrew  ballad  in  your  praise. 

Then  the  next  heir,  a  prince  severe  and  wise, 

Already  looks  on  you  with  jealous  eyes ; 

Sees  through  the  thin  disguises  of  your  arts. 

And  marks  your  progress  in  the  x)eople's  hearts ; 

Though  now  his  mighty  soul  its  grief  contains : 

He  meditates  revenge  who  least  complains  ; 

And  hke  a  hon,  slumbering  in  the  way, 

Or  sleep  dissembling,  while  he  waits  his  prey, 

His  fearless  foes  within  his  distance  draws, 

Constrains  his  roaring,  and  contracts  his  paws  ; 

Till,  at  the  last,  his  time  for  fury  found. 

He  shoots  with  sudden  vengeance  from  the  groimd  ; 

The  prostrate  vulgar  passes  o'er  and  spares, 

But  with  a  lordly  rage  his  hunters  tears. 

Your  case  no  tame  expedients  will  aftbrd : 

Kesolve  on  death,  or  conquest  by  the  sword. 

Which  for  no  less  a  stake  than  life  you  draw ; 

And  self-defence  is  nature's  eldest  law. 

Leave  the  warm  peoi)le  no  considering  time. 

For  then  rebellion  may  be  thought  a  crime. 

Avail  yourself  of  what  occasion  gives, 

J3ut  try  your  title  while  your  father  lives : 

And,  that  your  arms  may  have  a  fair  pretence, 

Proclaim  you  take  them  in  the  king's  defence  ; 

Whose  sacred  life  each  minute  would  expose 

To  plots,  from  seeming  friends,  and  secret  foes. 

And  who  can  soiind  the  depth  of  David's  soul  ? 

Perhaps  his  fear  his  kindness  may  control. 

He  fears  his  brother,  though  he  loves  his  son, 

For  plighted  vows  too  late  to  be  undone. 

If  so,  by  force  he  wishes  to  be  gain'd: 

Like  women's  lechery  to  seem  constrain'd. 

Doubt  not :  but,  when  he  most  affects  the  frown, 

Commit  a  j)lcasing  rape  upon  the  crown. 

Secure  his  pei'son  to  secure  your  cause : 

They  who  possess  the  prince  possess  the  laws.' 

He  said,  and  this  advice  above  the  rest. 
With  AbsaJom^s  mild  nature  s\x\teOi\ie«»\.\ 
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Unblamed  for  life,  ambition  set  aside, 

Not  stain'd  with  cruelty,  nor  puft'd  with  prida 

How  happy  had  he  been,  if  destiny 

Had  higher  placed  his  birth,  or  not  so  high ! 

His  kingly  virtues  might  have  claim'd  a  throne, 

And  bless'd  all  other  countries  but  his  own. 

But  charming  greatness  since  so  few  refuse, 

Tis  juster  to  lament  him  than  accuse. 

Strong  were  his  hopes  a  rival  to  remove. 

With  blandishments  to  gain  the  pubUc  love : 

To  head  the  faction  while  their  zeal  was  hot. 

And  popularly  prosecute  the  plot. 

To  further  this,  Achitophel  imites 

The  malcontents  of  all  the  Israehtes : 

Whose  diflfering  parties  he  could  wisely  join. 

For  several  ends,  to  serve  the  same  design. 

The  best,  and  of  the  princes  some  were  such, 

Who  thought  the  power  of  monarchy  too  much  ; 

Mistaken  men,  and  patriots  in  their  hearts ; 

Not  wicked,  but  seduced  by  impious  arts. 

By  these  the  springs  of  property  were  bent, 

Ajid  wound  so  high,  they  crack'd  the  government. 

The  next  for  interest  sought  to  embroil  the  state. 

To  sell  their  duty  at  a  dearer  rate  ; 

And  make  their  Jewish  markets  of  the  throne  ; 

Pretending  public  good  to  serve  their  own. 

Others  thought  kings  an  useless  heavy  load, 

"Who  cost  too  much,  and  did  too  little  good. 

These  were  for  laying  honest  David  by, 

On  principles  of  pure  good  husbandry. 

With  them  join'd  all  the  haranguers  of  the  throng 

That  thought  to  get  preferment  by  the  tongue. 

Who  follow  next  a  double  danger  oring, 

Not  only  hating  David,  but  the  king ; 

The  Solymsean  rout ;  well  versed  of  old, 

In  godly  faction,  and  in  treason  bold ; 

Cowering  and  quaking  at  a  conqueror's  sword, 

But  lofty  to  a  lawful  prince  restored  ; 

Saw  with  disdain  an  Ethnic  plot  begun. 

And  scom'd  by  Jebusites  to  be  outdone. 

Hot  Levites  headed  these  ;  who  pull'd  before 

From  the  ark,  which  in  the  Judges*  days  they  bore^ 

Resumed  their  cant,  and  with  a  zealgus  cry, 

Pursued  their  old  beloved  Theocracy : 
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Where  Sanhedrim  and  priest  enslaved  the  nation, 
And  justified  their  spoils  by  inspiration : 
For  who  so  fit  to  reign  as  Aaron's  race, 
If  once  dominion  they  could  found  in  grace ! 
These  led  the  pack  ;  though  not  of  surest  scent, 
Yet  deepest  mouth*d  against  the  government. 
A  numerous  host  of  dreaming  saints  succeed, 
Of  the  true  old  enthusiastic  breed : 
'Gainst  form  and  order  they  their  power  employ, 
Nothing  to  build,  and  all  things  to  destroy. 
But  far  more  numerous  was  the  herd  of  such. 
Who  think  too  little,  and  who  talk  too  much. 
These  out  of  mere  instinct,  they  knew  not  why, 
Adored  their  fathers'  God  and  property ; 
And  by  the  same  blind  benefit  of  fate. 
The  devil  and  the  Jebusite  did  hate : 
Bom  to  be  saved,  even  in  their  own  despite. 
Because  they  coidd  not  help  believing  right. 
Such  were  the  tools :  but  a  whole  Hydra  more 
Eemains  of  sprouting  heads  too  long  to  score. 
Some  of  their  chiefs  were  princes  of  the  land ; 
In  the  first  rank  of  these  did  Zimri  stand  ; 
A  man  so  various,  that  he  seem'd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome : 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong  ; 
Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  long ; 
But,  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon. 
Was  chymist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon : 
Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking. 
Besides  ten  thousand  freaks  that  died  in  thinking. 
Blest  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ. 
With  something  new  to  wish,  or  to  enjoy ! 
Railing  and  praising  were  his  usual  themes  ; 
And  both,  to  show  his  judgment,  in  extremes : 
So  over-violent,  or  over-civil, 
That  every  man  with  him  was  God  or  DeviL 
In  squandering  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art ; 
Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert. 
Beggar'd  by  fools,  whom  still  he  found  too  late  ; 
He  had  his  jest,  and  they  had  his  estate. 
He  laugh'd  himself  from  court,  then  sought  rehef 
3y  forming  parties,  but  could  ne'er  be  chief: 
Por^  spite  of  him,  the  weight  of  business  fell 
On  Absalom,  and  wise  Achitoplad*. 
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Thus,  wicked  but  in  will,  of  means  bereft, 
He  left  no  fection,  but  of  that  was  left. 

Titles  and  names  'twere  tedious  to  rehearse 
Of  lords,  below  the  dignity  of  verse. 
Wits,  warriors,  common wealth's-men,  were  the  best : 
Kind  husbands,  and  mere  nobles,  all  the  rest. 
And  therefore,  in  the  name  of  dulness,  be 
The  well-hung  Balaam  and  cold  Caleb,  free : 
And  canting  Nadab  let  oblivion  damn. 
Who  made  new  porridge  for  the  paschal  lamb. 
Let  friendship's  holy  band  some  names  assiure  ; 
Some  their  own  worth,  and  some  let  scorn  secui*e. 
Nor  shall  the  rascal  rabble  here  have  place. 
Whom  kings  no  titles  gave,  and  God  no  grace  • 
Not  buU-feced  Jonas,  who  could  statutes  draw 
To  mean  rebellion,  and  make  treason  law. 
But  he,  though  bad,  is  foUow'd  by  a  worse, 
The  wretch  who  Heaven's  anointed  dared  to  curse ; 
Shimei,  whose  youth  did  early  promise  bring 
Of  zeal  to  God  and  hatred  to  his  king ; 
Did  wisely  from  expensive  sins  refrain. 
And  never  broke  the  sabbath — ^but  for  gain : 
Nor  ever  was  he  known  an  oath  to  vent. 
Or  curse,  unless  against  the  government. 
Thus  heaping  wealth,  by  the  most  ready  way 
Among  the  Jews — which  was  to  cheat  and  pray: 
The  city,  to  reward  his  pious  hate 
Against  his  master,  chose  him  magistrate. 
His  hand  a  staff  of  justice  did  uphold ; 
His  neck  was  loaded  with  a  chain  of  gold. 
During  his  office,  treason  waa  no  crime ; 
The  sons  of  Belial  had  a  glorious  time : 
For  Shimei,  though  not  prodigal  of  pel^ 
Yet  loved  his  wicked  neighbour  as  himself. 
When  two  or  three  were  gather'd  to  declaim 
Against  the  monarch  of  Jerusalem, 
Shimei  was  always  in  the  midst  of  them : 
And  if  they  cursed  the  king  when  he  was  by, 
Would  rather  curse  than  break  good  company. 
If  any  durst  his  factious  friends  accuse. 
He  pack'd  a  jury  of  dissenting  Jews ; 
Whose  fellow-feeUng  in  the  godly  cause 
Would  free  the  suffering  saint  from  human  lawa. 
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For  laws  ai'e  only  made  to  punish  those 
Who  serve  the  king,  and  to  protect  his  foes. 
If  any  leisure  time  he  had  from  power, 
(Because  'tis  sin  to  misemploy  an  hour,) 
His  business  was,  by  writing  to  persuade, 
That  kings  were  useless,  and  a  clog  to  trade : 
And,  that  his  noble  style  he  might  refine, 
No  Rechabite  more  shunn'd  the  fumes  of  wiae. 
Chaste  were  his  cellars,  and  his  shrieval  board 
llie  grossness  of  a  city  feast  abhoiT*d : 
His  cooks  with  long  disuse  their  ti*ade  forgot , 
Cool  was  his  kitchen,  though  his  bmns  were  hot. 
Such  frugal  virtue,  malice  may  accuse  ; 
But  sure  'twas  necessary  to  the  Jews : 
For  towns,  once  burnt,  such  magisti*ates  require 
As  dare  not  tempt  God's  providence  by  fire. 
With  spiritual  food  he  fea  his  servants  well, 
But  free  from  flesh  that  made  the  Jews  rebel : 
And  Moses'  laws  he  held  in  more  account, 
For  forty  days  of  fasting  in  the  moimt. 
To  speak  the  rest  who  better  are  forgot, 
Would  tire  a  well-breathed  witness  of  the  plot. 
Yet  Corah,  thou  shalt  from  obhvion  pass ; 
Erect  thyself,  thou  monumental  brass. 
High  as  the  serpent  of  thy  metal  made. 
While  nations  stand  secure  beneath  thy  shade. 
What,  though  his  birth  were  base,  yet  comets  rise 
From  earthly  vapours,  ere  they  shine  in  skies. 
Prodigious  actions  may  as  well  be  done 
By  weaver's  issue,  as  by  prince's  son. 
This  arch-attestor  for  the  public  good. 
By  that  one  deed  ennobles  all  his  blood. 
Who  ever  asked  the  witness's  high  race, 
Whose  oath  with  martyrdom  did  Stephen  grace  ? 
Ours  was  a  Levite,  and  as  times  went  then. 
His  tribe  were  God  Almighty's  gentlemen. 
Sunk  were  his  eyes,  his  voice  was  harsh  and  loud. 
Sure  signs  he  neither  choleric  was,  nor  proud : 
His  long  chin  proved  his  wit ;  his  saint-like  graoe 
A  church-vermilion,  and  a  Moses'  face. 
His  memory,  mimculously  great, 
Could  plots,  exceeding  man's  behef,  repeat ; 
Which  therefore  cannot  bo  accounted  lies, 
For  human  wit  could  never  such.  Oieviaft. 
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Some  future  truths  are  mingled  in  his  book ; 

But  where  the  witness  failed,  the  prophet  spoke : 

Some  things  like  visionary  flights  appear ; 

The  spirit  caught  him  up,  the  Lojd  knows  where  ; 

And  gave  him  his  rabbinical  degree, 

Unknown  to  foreign  university. 

His  judgment  yet  his  memory  did  excel ; 

Which  pieced  his  wondrous  evidence  so  well, 

And  suited  to  the  teniper  of  the  times. 

Then  groaning  imder  Jebusitic  crimes. 

Let  laraers  foes  suspect  his  heavenly  call, 

And  rashly  judge  hir  writ  apociyphi; 

Our  laws  for  such  affronts  have  forfeits  made : 

He  takes  his  life,  who  takes  away  his  trade. 

"Were  I  myself  in  witness  Corah's  place. 

The  wretch  who  did  me  such  a  dire  disgrace. 

Should  whet  my  memory,  though  once  forgot, 

To  make  him  an  appendix  of  my  plot. 

His  zeal  to  Heaven  made  him  his  prince  despise, 

And  load  his  person  with  indignities. 

But  zeal  peculiar  privilege  affords, 

Indulging  latitude  to  deeds  and  words : 

And  Corah  might  for  Agag's  murder  call, 

In  terms  as  coarse  as  Scunuel  used  to  SauL 

What  others  in  his  evidence  did  join, 

The  best  that  could  be  had  for  love  or  coin. 

In  Corah's-  own  predicament  will  fall : 

For  witness  is  a  common  name  to  alL 

Surrounded  thus  with  friends  of  every  sort. 
Deluded  Absalom  forsakes  the  court ; 
Impatient  of  high  hopes,  urged  with  renown. 
And  fired  with  near  possession  of  a  crown. 
The  admiring  crowd  are  dazzled  with  surprise. 
And  on  his  goodly  person  feed  their  eves. 
His  joy  conceal'd,  he  sets  himself  to  show ; 
On  each  side  bowing  popularly  low ; 
His  looks,  his  gestures,  and  his  words  he  frames, 
And  with  faimliar  ease  repeats  their  names. 
Thus  form'd  by  nature,  furnish'd  out  with  arts, 
He  glides  imfelt  into  their  secret  hearts. 
Then,  with  a  kind  compassionating  look. 
And  sighs,  bespeaking  pity  ere  he  spoke, 
Few  words  he  said ;  but  easy  those  and  fit. 
More  alow  than  Hybh-drops,  and  far  more  awoe^ 
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I  mourn,  my  countrymen,  your  lost  estate; 
Though  far  unable  to  prevent  your  fate : 
Behold  a  banish'd  man  for  your  dear  cause 
Exposed  a  prey  to  arbitrary  laws ! 
Yet,  oh !  that  I  alone  could  be  undone, 
Cut  off  from  empire,  and  no  more  a  son ! 
Now  all  your  liberties  a  spoil  are  made ; 
Egypt  and  Tyrus  intercept  your  trade. 
And  Jebusites  your  sacred  rites  invade. 
My  father,  whom  with  reverence  yet  I  name, 
Charm'd  into  ease,  is  careless  of  his  fame ; 
And,  bribed  with  petty  sums  of  foreign  gold, 
Is  grown  in  Bathsneba's  embraces  old  ; 
Exalts  his  enemies,  his  friends  destroys  ; 
And  all  his  power  against  himself  employs. 
He  gives,  and  let  him  give,  my  right  away : 
But  why  should  ho  his  own  and  your's  betray  1 
He,  only  he,  can  make  the  nation  bleed. 
And  he  alone  from  my  revenge  is  freed. 
Take  then  my  tears,  (with  that  he  wiped  his  eyes,) 
Tis  all  the  aid  my  present  power  supplies : 
No  court-informer  can  these  arms  accuse ; 
These  arms  may  sons  against  their  fathers  use ; 
And  'tis  my  wish,  the  next  successor's  reign 
May  make  no  other  Israelite  complain. 

Youth,  beauty,  graceful  action  seldom  fail ; 
But  common  interest  always  will  prevail : 
And  pity  never  ceases  to  be  shown 
To  him  who  makes  the  people's  wrongs  his  own. 
The  crowd,  that  still  believe  their  kings  oppress^ 
With  lifted  hands  their  yoimg  Messiah  bless : 
Who  now  begins  his  progress  to  ordain 
With  chariots,  horsemen,  and  a  numerous  train : 
From  east  to  west  his  glories  he  displays. 
And,  like  the  sun,  the  promised  land  surveys. 
Fame  nms  before  him  as  the  morning-star. 
And  shouts  of  joy  salute  him  from  afar : 
Each  house  receives  him  a&  a  guardian  god. 
And  consecrates  the  place  of  his  abode. 
But  hospitable  treats  did  most  commend 
Wise  Issachar,  his  wealthy  western  friend. 
This  moving  court,  that  caught  the  people's  eyes^ 
And  seem'd  but  pomp,  did  other  ends  disguise : 
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Acliitopliel  had  fonn*d  it,  with  intent 

To  sound  the  depths,  and  fathom  where  it  went 

The  people's  hearts,  distinguish  friends  from  foes  ; 

And  try  their  strength,  before  they  came  to  blows. 

Yet  all  was  coloiir'd  with  a  smooth  pretence 

Of  specious  love  and  duty  to  their  prince. 

Beligion,  and  redress  of  grievances. 

Two  names  that  always  cheat,  and  always  please. 

Are  often  urged  ;  and  good  king  David's  life 

Endanger'd  by  .a  brother  and  a  wife. 

Thus  in  a  pageant  show,  a  plot  is  made  ; 

And  peace  itself  is  war  in  masquerade. 

Oh,  foolish  Israel !  never  wam'd  by  ill ! 

Still  the  same  bait,  and  circumvented  still ! 

Did  ever  men  forsake  their  present  ease. 

In  midst  of  health  imagine  a  disease  ; 

Take  pains  contingent  mischiefs  to  foresee, 

Make  heirs  for  monarchs,  and  for  God  decree  ? 

AVhat  shall  we  think  ?    Can  people  give  away. 

Both  for  themselves  and  sons,  their  native  sway  ? 

Then  they  are  left  defenceless  to  the  sword 

Of  each  imbounded,  arbitrary  lord : 

And  laws  are  vain,  by  which  we  right  enjoy. 

If  kings  xmquestion'd  can  those  laws  destroy. 

Yet  if  the  crowd  be  judge  of  fit  and  just. 

And  kings  are  only  officers  in  trust. 

Then  this  resuming  covenant  was  declared 

"UTien  kings  were  made,  or  is  for  ever  barr'd. 

If  those  who  gave  the  sceptre  could  not  tie 

By  their  own  deed  their  own  posterity. 

How  then  could  Adam  bind  his  future  race  1 

How  could  his  forfeit  on  mankind  take  place  ? 

Or  how  could  heavenly  justice  damn  us  all, 

"UTio  ne'er  consented  to  our  father's  fall  ? 

Then  kings  are  slaves  to  those  whom  they  command, 

And  tenants  to  their  people's  pleasure  stand. 

Add,  that  the  power  for  property  allow'd 

Is  mischievously  seated  in  the  crowd : 

For  who  can  be  secure  of  private  right. 

If  sovereign  sway  may  be  dissolved  by  might  '^ 

Nor  is  the  people's  judgment  always  true  : 

The  most  may  err  as  grossly  as  the  few. 

And  faultless  kings  run  down  by  common  cry, 

For  vice,  oppression,  and  for  tyranny. 
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What  standard  is  there  in  a  fickle  rout, 

Which,  flowing  to  the  mark,  runs  faster  out  ? 

Nor  only  crowds  but  Sanhedrims  may  be 

Infected  with  this  public  lunacy, 

And  share  the  madness  of  rebellious  times, 

To  murder  monarchs  for  imagined  crimes. 

If  they  may  give  and  take  whene'er  they  please, 

Not  kings  alone,  the  Godhead's  images. 

But  government  itself  at  length  must  fall 

To  nature's  state,  where  all  nave  right  to  all. 

Yet  grant  our  lords  the  people  kings  can  make. 

What  prudent  men  a  settled  throne  would  shake  ? 

For  whatsoe'er  their  suft'erings  were  before, 

That  change  they  covet  makes  them  suffer  more. 

All  other  errors  but  distm-b  a  state  ; 

But  innovation  is  the  blow  of  fate. 

If  ancient  fabrics  nod,  and  threat  to  fall, 

To  patch  their  flaws,  and  buttress  up  the  wall, 

Thus  far  'tis  duty :  but  here  fix  the  mark  ; 

For  all  beyond  it  is  to  touch  the  ark. 

To  change  foundations,  cast  the  frame  anew. 

Is  work  for  rebels,  who  base  ends  pursue  ; 

At  once  divine  and  human  laws  control. 

And  mend  the  parts  by  ruin  of  the  whole. 

The  tampering  world  is  subject  to  this  curse, 

To  physic  their  disease  into  a  worse. 

Now  what  relief  can  righteous  David  bring  ? 
How  fatal  'tis  to  be  too  good  a  king ! 
Friends  he  has  few,  so  high  the  madness  grows  ; 
"Who  dare  be  such  must  be  the  people's  foes. 
Yet  some  there  were,  e'en  in  the  worst  of  days  ; 
Some  let  me  name,  and  naming  is  to  praise. 

In  this  short  file  Barzillai  first  appears  ; 
Barzillai,  crown'd  with  honour  and  with  years. 
Long  since,  the  rising  rebels  he  withstood 
In  regions  waste  beyond  the  Jordan's  flood  : 
Unfortunately  brave,  to  buoy  the  state. 
But  sinking  underneath  his  master's  fate  : 
In  exile  with  his  godUke  prince  he  moum'd ; 
For  him  he  suffer'd,  and  with  him  return'd. 
The  court  he  practised,  not  the  courtier's  art : 
Large  was  his  wealth,  but  larger  was  his  heart, 
Which  well  the  noblest  objects  knew  to  choa-ie, 
Hie  lighting  warrior,  and  recording  muse. 
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His  bed  could  once  a  fruitful  issue  boast ; 
Kow  more  than  half  a  fitther's  name  is  lost. 
His  eldest  hope,  with  every  ^race  adom'd, 
By  me,  so  Heaven  will  have  it,  always  moum'd, 
Aid  always  honoured, — snatched  in  manhood's  prime 
By  imeqiial  fates,  and  providence's  crime  ; 
Yet  not  before  the  goal  of  honour  won, 
All  parts  fulfilled  of  subject  and  of  son : 
'Swift  was  the  race,  but  short  the  time  to  run. 
Oh,  narrow  circle,  but  of  power  divine. 
Scanted  in  space,  but  perfect  in  thy  hne  I 
By  sea,  by  land,  thy  matchless  worth  was  known. 
Arms  thy  deUght,  and  war  was  all  thy  own : 
Thy  force  infused  the  fainting  Tyrians  i)r()i)p'd : 
And  haughty  Pharaoh  found  his  fortune  stopp'd. 
Oh,  ancient  honour !     Oh,  unconquer'd  hand. 
Whom  foes  unpunished  never  could  withstand  ! 
But  Israel  was  unworthy  of  his  name ; 
Short  is  the  date  of  all  immoderate  fame. 
It  looks  as  Heaven  our  ruin  had  designed. 
And  durst  not  trust  thv  fortune  and  thy  mind. 
Now,  fi-ee  from  earth,  thy  disencumbered  soul 
Mounts  up,  and  leaves  behind  the  clouds  and  starry  pole : 
From  thence  thy  kindred  legions  mayst  thou  bring, 
To  aid  the  guardian  angel  of  thy  king. 
Here  stop,  my  muse,  here  cease  thy  painful  flight : 
No  pinions  can  pursue  immortal  height : 
Tell  good  Barzillai  thou  canst  sing  no  more, 
And  tell  thy  soul  she  should  have  fled  before  : 
Or  fled  she  with  his  hfe,  and  left  this  verse 
To  hang  on  her  departed  patron's  hearse  ] 
Now  take  thy  steepy  flight  from  heaven,  and  see 
If  thou  canst  find  on  earth  another  he  : 
Another  he  would  be  too  hard  to  find ; 
See  then  whom  thou  canst  see  not  far  behind. 
Zadoc  the  priest,  whom,  shunning  power  and  place, 
His  lowly  mind  advanced  to  David  s  grace. 
With  him  the  Sagan  of  Jerusalem, 
Of  hospitable  soiS,  and  noble  stem ; 
Him  of  the  western  dome,  whose  weighty  sense 
Flows  in  fit  words  and  heavenly  eloquence. 
The  prophets'  sons,  by  such  example  led, 
To  lea'-uin**  and  to  loyalty  were  bred ! 
10 
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For  colleges  on  bounteous  kings  depend, 
And  never  rebel  was  to  arts  a  friend. 
To  these  succeed  the  pillars  of  the  laws  ; 
Who  best  can  plead,  and  best  can  judge  a  causai 
Next  them  a  train  of  loyal  peers  ascend ; 
Sharp-judging  Adriel,  the  muses'  friend. 
Himself  a  muse  :  in  Sanhedrim's  debate 
True  to  his  prince,  but  not  a  slave  of  state  : 
Whom  David's  love  with  honours  did  adorn, 
That  from  his  disobedient  son  were  torn. 
Jotham  of  piercing  wit,  and  pregnant  thought : 
Endued  by  nature,  and  by  learning  taught, 
To  move  assemblies,  who  but  only  tried 
The  worse  awhile,  then  chose  the  better  side : 
Nor  chose  alone,  but  turn'd  the  balance  too  ; 
So  much  the  weight  of  one  brave  man  can  do. 
Hushai,  the  friend  of  David  in  distress  ; 
In  pubHc  storms,  of  manly  steadfastness : 
By  foreign  treaties  he  informed  his  youth. 
And  jom'd  experience  to  his  native  truth. 
His  frugal  care  supplied  the  wanting  throne  ; 
Frugal  for  that,  but  bounteous  of  his  own : 
'Tis  easy  conduct  when  exchequers  flow ; 
But  hard  the  task  to  manage  well  the  low : 
For  sovereign  power  is  too  depress'd  or  high. 
When  kings  are  forced  to  sell,  or  crowds  to  buy. 
Indulge  one  labour  more,  my  weary  muse, 
For  Amiel :  who  can  Amiel's  praise  refuse  1 
Of  ancient  race  by  birth,  but  nobler  yet 
In  his  own  worth,  and  without  title  great : 
The  Sanhedrim  long  time  as  chief  he  ruled, 
Their  reason  guided,  and  their  passion  cool'd : 
So  dexterous  was  he  in  the  crown's  defence, 
So  form'd  to  speak  a  loyal  nation's  sense, 
That,  as  their  band  was  Israel's  tribes  in  small, 
So  fit  was  he  to  represent  them  all. 
Now  rasher  charioteers  the  seat  ascend. 
Whose  loose  careers  his  steady  skiU  commend : 
They,  like  the  unequal  ruler  of  the  day, 
^lisguide  the  seasons,  and  mistake  the  way : 
While  he,  withdrawn,  at  their  mad  labours  smiles^ 
And  safe  enjoys  the  sabbath  of  his  toils. 
These  were  the  chief,  a  small  but  faithful  band 
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Of  worthies,  in  the  breach  who  dared  to  stand, 

And  tempt  the  united  fury  of  the  land. 

With  grief  they  view'd  such  j)owerful  engines  bent, 

To  batter  down  the  lawful  government. 

A  numerous  faction,  with  pretended  frights. 

In  Sanhedrims  to  plume  the  regal  rights ; 

The  true  successor  from  the  court  removed. 

The  plot,  by  hireling  witnesses,  improved ; 

These  ills  they  saw,  and,  as  their  duty  bound. 

They  show'd  the  king  the  danger  of  the  wound ; 

Tnat  no  concessions  from  the  throne  would  please, 

But  lenitives  fomented  the  disease : 

That  Absalom,  ambitious  of  the  crown. 

Was  made  the  lure  to  draw  the  people  down : 

That  false  Achitophers  pernicious  hate 

Had  tum'd  thejpiot  to  ruin  church  and  state: 

The  council  violent,  the  rabble  worse ; 

That  Shimei  taught  Jerusalem  to  curse. 

With  all  these  loads  of  injui-ies  oppressed. 
And  long  revolving  in  his  careful  breast 
The  event  of  things,  at  last  his  patience  tired, 
Thus,  from  his  rojral  throne,  by  Heaven  inspired. 
The  god-like  David  spoke ;  with  awful  fear 
His  train  their  Maker  in  their  master  hear. 

'  Thus  long  have  I,  by  native  mercy  sway'd, 
5Iy  wrongs  dissembled,  my  revenge  delaj'd : 
So  willing  to  forgive  the  offending  age, 
So  much  the  father  did  the  kiug  assuage. 
But  now  so  fer  my  clemency  they  slight, 
The  offenders  question  my  forgiving  right : 
That  one  was  made  for  many,  they  contend ; 
But  'tis  to  rule ;  for  that's  a  monarch's  end. 
They  call  my  tenderness  of  blood,  my  fear : 
Though  manly  tempers  can  the  longest  bear. 
Yet,  since  they  will  divert  my  native  course, 
'Tis  time  to  show  I  am  not  good  by  force. 
Those  heap'd  affronts  that  haughty  subjects  bring, 
Are  burdens  for  a  camel,  not  a  king. 
Kings  are  the  public  pillars  of  the  state, 
Bom  to  sustain  and  prop  the  nation's  weight ; 
If  my  young  Samson  will  pretend  a  call 
To  shake  the  column,  let  him  share  the  fell : 
But  oh,  that  yet  he  would  repent  and  live  I 
Sow  eaaj-  'tis  for  parents  to  forgive  I 
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With  how  few  tears  a  pardon  might  be  won 

From  nature,  pleading  for  a  darHng  son ! 

Poor,  pitied  youth,  by  my  paternal  care, 

Baised  up  to  all  the  height  his  frame  could  bear ! 

Had  God  ordain'd  his  fete  for  empire  bom, 

He  would  have  given  his  soul  another  turn : 

Gull'd  with  a  patriot's  Lame,  whose  modem  sense 

Is  one  that  would  by  law  supplant  his  prince  ; 

The  people's  brave,  the  politician's  tool ; 

Never  was  patriot  yet,  but  was  a  fool. 

Whence  comes  it,  that  religion  and  the  laws 

Should  more  be  Absalom's  than  David's  cause  ? 

His  old  instructor,  ere  he  lost  his  place, 

Was  never  thought  indued  with  so  much  grace. 

Good  heavens,  how  faction  can  a  patriot  paint ! 

My  rebel  ever  proves  my  people's  saint. 

Would  thev  impose  an  neir  upon  the  throne ! 

Let  Sanhedrims  be  taught  to  give  their  own. 

A  king's  at  least  a  i)art  of  government ; 

And  mine  as  requisite  as  their  consent : 

Without  my  leave  a  future  king  to  choose. 

Infers  a  right  the  present  to  depose. 

True,  they  petition  me  to  approve  their  choice : 

But  Esau's  hands  suit  ill  with  Jacob's  voice. 

My  pious  subjects  for  my  safety  pray ; 

Which  to  secure,  they  take  my  power  away. 

From  plots  and  treasons  Heaven  jpreserve  my  yestfa^ 

But  save  me  most  from  my  petitioners ! 

Unsatiate  as  the  barren  womb  or  grave  ; 

God  cannot  grant  so  much  as  they  can  crave. 

What  then  is  left,  but  with  a  jealous  eye 

To  guard  the  small  remains  of  royalty  ! 

The  law  shall  still  direct  my  peaceful  sway, 

And  the  same  law  teach  rebels  to  obey ; 

Votes  shall  no  more  establish'd  power  control. 

Such  votes  as  make  a  part  exceed  the  whole. 

No  groundless  clamours  shall  my  friends  remove. 

Nor  crowds  have  power  to  punish  ere  they  prove ; 

For  Gods  and  god-like  kings  their  care  express. 

Still  to  defend  their  servants  in  distress. 

Oh,  that  my  power  to  saving  were  confined  ! 

Why  am  I  forced,  like  Heaven,  against  my  mind. 

To  make  examples  of  another  kind  ! 
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Must  I  at  length  the  sword  of  justice  draw  ? 

Oh,  cursed  enects  of  necessary  law ! 

How  ill  my  fear  they  by  my  mercy  scan  ! 

Beware  the  fiiry  of  a  patient  man. 

Law  they  reqmre,  let  Law  then  show  her  face ; 

They  could  not  be  content  to  look  on  Grace, 

Her  hinder  parts,  but  with  a  daring  eye 

To  tempt  the  terror  of  her  front  and  die. 

%  their  own  arts  'tis  righteously  decreed, 

Those  dire  artificers  of  death  shall  bleed. 

Against  themselves  their  witnesses  will  swear, 

TUl  viper-like  their  mother-plot  they  tear ; 

And  suck  for  nutriment  that  bloody  gore, 

WTiich  was  their  principle  of  life  before. 

Their  BeHal  with  their  Beelzebub  will  fight ; 

Thus  on  my  foes,  my  foes  shall  do  me  right. 

Nor  doubt  the  event :  for  factious  crowds  engage. 

In  their  first  onset^  all  their  brutal  rage. 

Then  let  'em  take  an  unresisted  course : 

Retire,  and  traverse,  and  delude  their  force  : 

But^  when  they  stand  all  breathless,  urge  the  fight, 

And  rise  upon  them  with  redoubled  might : 

For  lawful  power  is  still  superior  foimd ; 

When  long  driven  back  at  length  it  stands  the  ground. 

He  said :  The  Almighty  nodding  gave  consent ; 
And  peals  of  thunder  shook  the  finnament. 
Henceforth  a  series  of  new  time  began, 
The  mighty  years  in  long  procession  ran : 
Once  more  the  god-like  David  was  restored, 
And  willing  nations  knew  their  lawful  lord. 


PAET  IL 

[Thii  second  part  was  written  by  Mr.  Nahum  Tate,  and  is  by  no  means  equal 
to  the  first,  though  Dryden  corrected  it  throughout,  and  added  above  two 
hundred  lines,  very  easily  distuiguishable  from  the  lame  numbers  of  Tate. 
The  characters  introduced  are  fewer  and  of  less  importance,  and  requirs 
not  so  much  illustration.] 

Since  men  like  beasts  each  other's  prey  were  made, 
Since  trade  began,  and  priesthood  grew  a  trade, 
Since  realms  were  form  d,  none  sure  so  cursed  as  those 
That  madly  their  own  happiness  oppose ; 
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There  Heaven  itself  and  god-like  kings  in  vain 
Shower  down  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign ; 
•  While  pamper'd  crowds  to  mad  sedition  tun, 
And  monarchs  by  indulgence  are  undone. 
Thus  David's  clemency  was  fatal  grown, 
While  wealthy  faction  awed  the  wanting  throne. 
For  now  their  sovereign's  orders  to  contemn 
Was  held  the  charter  of  Jerusalem ; 
His  rights  to  invade,  his  tributes  to  refuse, 
A  privilege  peculiar  to  the  Jews  ; 
As  if  from  heavenly  call  this  licence  fell, 
And  Jacob's  seed  were  chosen  to  rebel ! 

Achitophel  with  triumph  sees  his  crimes 
Thus  suited  to  the  madness  of  the  times  ; 
And  Absalom,  to  make  his  hopes  succeed, 
Of  flattering  charms  no  longer  stands  in  need  ; 
^Vhile  fond  of  change,  though  ne'er  so  dearly  bought^ 
Our  tribes  outstrip  the  youth's  ambitious  thought ; 
His  swiftest  hopes  with  swifter  homage  meet, 
And  crowd  their  servile  necks  beneath  his  feet. 
Thus  to  his  aid  while  pressing  tides  repair, 
He  mounts  and  spreads  his  streamers  in  the  air. 
The  charms  of  empire  might  his  youth  mislead, 
But  what  can  our  besotted  Israel  plead  ? 
Sway'd  by  a  monarch,  whose  serene  commsuid 
Seems  half  the  blessing  of  our  promised  land  ; 
Whose  only  grievance  is  excess  of  ease  ; 
Freedom  our  pain,  and  plenty  our  disease  ! 
Yet,  as  all  folly  would  lay  claim  to  sense, 
And  wickedness  ne'er  wanted  a  pretence. 
With  arguments  they'd  make  their  treason  good. 
And  righteous  David's  self  with  slanders  loaa : 
That  arts  of  foreign  sway  he  did  afiect. 
And  guilty  Jebusites  from  law  protect. 
Whose  very  chiefs,  convict,  were  never  freed. 
Nay,  we  have  seen  their  sacrificers  bleed  ! 
Accusers'  infamy  is  urged  in  vain, 
While  in  the  bounds  of  sense  they  did  contain  ; 
But  soon  they  laimch'd  into  the  imfathom'd  tide, 
And  in  the  depths  they  knew,  disdain'd  to  ride. 
For  probable  discoveries  to  dispense. 
Was  thought  below  a  pension'd  evidence  ; 
Mere  truth  was  dull,  nor  suited  with  the  port 
Ofpampefd  Corah  when  advanced  to  coiirt. 


ABSALOM  ASn)  ACHTTOFHEL.  95 

No  less  than  wonders  now  they  will  imposey 
And  pr<)ject3  void  of  grace  or  sense  disclose. 
Stich  was  the  chaige  on  pious  Michal  brought, 
l^Iichal,  that  ne^er  was  cruel  even  in  thought, 
The  best  of  queens,  and  most  obedient  wife, 
Impeach'd  of  cursed  designs  on  t)avid's  life ! 
His  life,  the  theme  of  her  eternal  prayer, 
Tis  scarce  so  much  his  guardian  angel's  care  ! 
Not  summer  moms  such  mildness  can  disclose. 
The  Hermon  lily,  nor  the  Sharon  rose. 
Neglecting  each  vain  pomp  of  majesty, 
Transported  Michal  feeds  her  thoughts  on  high. 
She  lives  with  angels,  and,  as  angels  do. 
Quits  heaven  sometimes  to  bless  the  world  below ; 
Where,  cherish'd  by  her  bounties*  plenteous  spring. 
Reviving  widows  smile,  and  orphans  sing. 
Oh  !  when  rebellious  Israel's  crimes  at  height, 
Are  threaten-d  with  her  lord's  approaching  fate, 
The  pieties  of  Michal  then  remam 
In  Heaven's  remembrance,  and  prolong  his  reign  t 

Less  desolation  did  the  pest  pursue. 
That  from  Dan's  limits  to  Beersheba  slew  ; 
Less  fatal  the  repeated  wars  of  Tyre, 
And  less  Jerusalem's  avenging  fire : 
With  gentler  terror  these  our  state  o'er-ran, 
Than  since  our  evidencing  days  began  ! 
On  every  cheek  a  pale  confusion  sat. 
Continued  fear  beyond  the  worst  of  fate ! 
Trust  was  no  more ;  art — science — useless  made ; 
All  occupations  lost,  but  Corah's  trade. 
Meanwhile  a  guard  on  modest  Corah  wait. 
If  not  for  safety,  needful  yet  for  state. 
Well  might  he  deem  each  peer  and  prince  his  slave, 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  tribes  which  he  could  save : 
Even  vice  in  him  was  virtue — ^what  sad  fate 
But  for  his  honesty  had  seized  our  state  ? 
And  with  what  tyranny  had  we  been  cursed. 
Had  Corah  never  proved  a  villain  first  1 
To  have  teld  his  knowledge  of  the  intrigue  in  gross. 
Had  been,  alas !  te  our  deponent's  loss : 
The  travell'd  Levite  had  the  experience  got 
To  husband  well,  and  make  the  best  of -s  plot ; 
And  therefore,  like  an  evidence  of  skill. 
With  wise  reserves  secured  hia  pension  still ; 
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Nor  quite  of  future  power  himself  bereft,  ^ 

But  limbos  large  for  unbelievers  left. 
And  now  his  writ  such  reverence  had  got, 
'Twas  worse  than  plotting  to  suspect  his  plot. 
Some  were  so  well  convinced,  they  made  no  doubt 
Themselves  to  help  the  founder'd  swearers  out. 
Some  had  their  sense  imposed  on  by  their  fear, 
But  more  for  interest  sake  believe  and  swear : 
E'en  to  that  height  with  some  the  frenzy  grew. 
They  raged  to  find  their  danger  not  prove  true. 

Yet,  than  all  these  a  viler  crew  remain. 
Who  with  Achitophel  the  cry  maintain ; 
Not  urged  by  fear,  nor  through  misguided  sense  ; 
Blind  zeal  and  starving  need  had  some  pretence ; 
But  for  the  good  old  cause,  that  did  excite 
The  original  rebels'  wiles,  revenge  and  spite. 
These  raise  the  plot,  to  have  the  scandal  thrown 
Upon  the  bright  successor  of  the  crown, 
whose  virtue  with  such  wrongs  they  had  pursued, 
As  seem'd  all  hope  of  pardon  to  exclude. 
Thus,  while  on  private  ends  their  zeal  is  built. 
The  cheated  crowd  applaud  and  share  their  guilt. 

Such  practices  as  these,  too  gross  to  lie 
Long  unobserved  by  each  discerning  eve. 
The  more  judicious  Israelites  unspell'd. 
Though  still  the  charm  the  giddy  rabble  held : 
E'en  Absalom,  amidst  the  dazzling  beams 
Of  empire,  and  ambition's  flattering  dreams, 
Perceives  the  plot,  too  foul  to  be  excused. 
To  aid  designs,  no  less  pernicious,  used : 
And,  filial  sense  yet  striving  in  his  breast. 
Thus  to  Achitephel  his  doubts  expressed : — 

*  Why  are  my  thoughts  upon  a  crown  employed. 
Which  once  obtain'd  can  be  but  half  enjoyed  l 
Not  so  when  virtue  did  my  arms  require. 
And  to  my  father's  wars  I  flew  entire. 
My  regal  power  how  will  my  foes  resent, 
W  hen  I  myself  have  scarce  my  own  consent  1 
Give  me  a  son's  unblemish'd  truth  again, 
Or  quench  the  sparks  of  duty  that  remain. 
How  slight  to  force  a  throne  that  legions  guard  I 
The  task  to  me,  to  prove  unjust,  how  hard  ! 
And  if  the  imagined  guilt  thus  wound  my  thought, 
What  will  it,  when  the  tragic  scene  is  wrought  ? 


ABSALOM  A2n>  ACHITOFHEL.  07 

Dire  war  must  first  be  conjur^  from  below, 

The  reabn  we  'd  rule  we  first  must  overthrow ; 

And,  when  the  civil  furies  are  on  wing 

That  blind  and  undistinguished  slaughters  fiing, 

Who  knows  what  impious  chance  may  reach  the  king  ? 

Oh !  rather  let  me  perish  in  the  strife, 

Than  have  my  crown  the  price  of  David's  life ! 

Or  if  the  tempest  of  the  war  he  stand, 

In  peace,  some  vile  officious  villain's  hand 

His  soul's  anointed  temple  may  invade, 

Or,  press'd  by  clamorous  crowds,  myself  be  made 

His  murtherer ;  rebellious  crowds,  whose  guilt 

Shall  dread  his  vengeance  till  his  blood  be  spilt ; 

Which  if  my  filial  tenderness  oppose. 

Since  to  the  empire  by  their  arms  I  rose. 

Those  very  arms  on  me  shall  be  employ'd, 

A  new  usurper  crown'd,  and  I  destroyed : 

The  same  pretence  of  public  good  will  hold. 

And  new  Achitophels  oe  found  as  bold 

To  urge  the  needful  change,  perhaps  the  old.' 

He  said.    The  statesman  with  a  smile  repliec^ 
A  smile  that  did  his  rising  spleen  disguise : — 
*  My  thoughts  presumed  our  labouts  at  an  end, 
And  are  we  still  with  conscience  to  contend  ] 
Whose  want  in  kings  as  needful  is  allow'd, 
■  As  'tis  for  them  to  find  it  in  the  crowd. 
Far  in  the  doubtful  passage  you  are  gone, 
And  only  can  be  safe  by  pressing  on. 
The  crown's  true  heir,  a  prince  severe  and  wise, 
Has  view'd  your  motions  long  with  jealous  eyes ; 
Your  person's  charms,  your  more  prevailing  ai-ts ; 
And  mark'd  your  progress  in  the  people's  hearts ; 
Whose  patience  is  the  effect  of  stinted  power, 
But  treasures  vengeance  for  the  fatal  hour : 
And  if  remote  the  peril  he  can  bring, 
Your  present  danger's  greater  from  the  king. 
Let  not  a  parent's  name  deceive  your  sense, 
Nor  trust  the  father  in  a  jealous  prince  ! 
Your  trivial  faults  if  he  could  so  resent, 
To  doom  you  little  less  than  banishment. 
What  rage  must  your  presumption  since  inspire  t 
Against  his  orders  you  return  from  Tyre  ; 
Nor  only  so,  but  with  a  pomp  more  high, 
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And  open  court  of  popularity, 

The  factious  tribes' *Ana  this  reproof  fVoni  thee  I* 

The  prince  replies ;  '  0  statesman's  winding  skill, 
They  first  condemn  that  first  advised  the  ill ! ' 
*  Illustrious  youth,  (retum'd  Achitophel,) 
Misconstrue  not  the  words  that  mean  you  well. 
The  course  you  steer  I  worthy  blame  conclude, 
But  'tis  because  you  leave  it  unpursued. 
A  monarch's  crown  with  fate  surrounded  lies, 
Who  reach,  lay  hold  on  death  that  miss  the  prize. 
Did  you  for  this  expose  yourself  to  show. 
And  to  the  crowd  bow  popularly  low  ? 
For  this  your  glorious  progress  next  ordain. 
With  chariots,  horsemen,  and  a  numerous  train ; 
With  fame  before  you  like  the  morning  star. 
And  shouts  of  joy  saluting  from  afar? 
Oh,  from  the  heights  you  've  reach'd  but  tak;e  a  view. 
Scarce  leading  Lucifer  could  fall  hke  you ! 
And  must  I  here  my  shipwreck'd  arts  bemoan  ? 
Have  I  for  this  so  oft  made  Israel  groan  ? 
Your  single  interest  with  the  nation  weigh'd. 
And  tum'd  the  scale  where  your  desires  were  laid  ? 
E'en  when  at  helm  a  course  so  dangerous  moved. 
To  land  your  hopes,  as  my  removal  proved.' 

'  I  not  dispute  (the  royal  youth  replies) 
The  known  perfection  oi  your  policies; 
Nor  in  Achitophel  yet  grudge  or  blame 
The  privilege  that  statesmen  ever  claim ; 
Who  private  interest  never  yet  pursued, 
But  still  pretended  'twas  for  others'  good. 
What  politician  yet  e'er  'scaped  his  fate. 
Who  saving  his  own  neck  not  saved  the  state  ? 
From  hence,  on  every  humorous  wind  that  veer'd, 
With  shifted  sails  a  several  course  you  stser'd. 
What  form  of  sway  did  David  e'er  pursue. 
That  seem'd  like  absolute,  but  sp»ung  from  you  ? 
Who  at  your  instance  quash'd  each  penal  law, 
That  kept  dissenting  factious  Jews  in  awe ; 
And  who  suspends  tix'd  laws,  may  abrogate ; 
That  done,  form  new,  and  so  enslave  the  state. 
E'en  property,  whose  champion  now  you  stand. 
And  seem  for  this  the  idol  of  the  land. 
Did  ne'er  sustain  such  violence  before, 
Aa  when  your  counsel  shut  t\ie  xoysl  stoT^\ 
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Advice,  that  ruin  to  whole  tribes  procured, 

But  secret  kept  till  your  own  banks  secured. 

Kecount  with  this  the  triple  covenant  broke, 

And  Israel  fitted  for  a  foreign  yoke ; 

Nor  here  your  counsels'  fatal  progress  staid. 

But  sent  our  levied  powers  to  Plmraoh's  aid. 

Hence  Tyre  and  Israel,  low  in  ruins  laid. 

And  Egypt,  once  their  scorn,  their  common  terror  made. 

Kven  yet  of  such  a  season  can  we  dream, 

When  royal  rights  you  made  your  darling  theme ; 

For  power  unlimited  could  reasons  draw, 

And  place  prerogative  above  the  law ; 

Which,  on  your  fall  from  office,  grew  unjust. 

The  laws  made  king,  the  king  a  slave  in  trust ; 

"Whom  with  state-craft,  to  interest  only  true, 

You  now  accuse  of  ills  contrived  by  you.' 

To  this  Hell's  agent — *  Royal  youth,  fix  here. 
Let  interest  be  the  star  by  which  I  steer. 
Hence  to  repose  your  trust  in  me  was  wise, 
Whose  interest  most  in  your  advancement  lies, 
A  tie  so  firm  as  always  will  avail, 
When  friendship,  nature,  and  rehgion  fail ; 
On  ours  the  safety  of  the  crowd  depends, 
Secure  the  crowd,  and  we  obtain  our  ends, 
WTiom  I  wdll  cause  so  far  our  guilt  to  share, 
Till  they  are  made  our  champions  by  their  fear. 
What  opposition  can  your  rival  bring, 
AVliile  Saiihedrims  are  jealous  of  the  king  ? 
His  strength  as  yet  in  David's  friendship  lies, 
And  what  can  David's  self  without  supphes? 
Who  with  exclusive  bills  must  now  dispense. 
Debar  the  heir,  or  starve  in  his  defence ; 
Conditions  which  our  elders  ne'er  will  quit. 
And  David's  justice  never  can  admit. 
Or  forced  by  wants  his  brother  to  betray. 
To  your  ambition  next  he  clears  the  way ; 
For  if  succession  once  to  nought  they  bring, 
Their  next  advance  removes  the  present  king : 
Persisting  else  his  senates  to  dissolve, 
In  equal  hazard  shall  his  reign  involve. 
Our  tribes,  whom  Pharaoh's  power  so  much  alarms, 
Shall  rise  without  their  prince  to  oppose  his  arms ; 
Nor  boots  it  on  what  cause  at  first  they  join. 
Their  troops,  once  up,  are  tools  for  our  design. 
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At  least  such  subtle  covenants  shall  be  made. 

Till  peace  itself  is  war  in  masquerade. 

Associations  of  mysterious  sense, 

Against,  but  seeming  for,  the  king's  defence : 

E'en  on  their  courts  of  justice  fetters  draw, 

And  from  our  agents  muzzle  up  their  law. 

By  which  a  conquest,  if  we  fail  to  make, 

"lis  a  drawn  game  at  worst,  and  we  secure  our  ^take.* 

He  said,  and  for  the  dire  success  depends 
On  various  sects,  by  common  guilt  made  friends. 
Whose  heads,  though  ne'er  so  differing  in  their  creed, 
I'  the  point  of  treason  yet  were  well  agreed. 
'Mongst  these,  extorting  Ishban  first  appears, 
Pursued  by  a  meagre  troop  of  bankrupt  heirs. 
Blest  times,  when  Ishban,  he  whose  occupation 
So  long  has  been  to  cheat,  reforms  the  nation ! 
Ishban  of  conscience  suited  to  his  trade, 
As  good  a  saint  as  usurer  ever  made. 
Yet  Mammon  has  not  so  engross'd  him  quite, 
But  BeUal  lays  as  large  a  claim  of  spite ; 
Who,  for  those  pardons  from  his  prmce  he  draws, 
Returns  reproaches,  and  cries  up  the  cause. 
That  year  in  which  the  city  he  did  sway, 
He  left  rebeUion  in  a  hopeful  way. 
Yet  his  ambition  once  was  found  so  bold. 
To  offer  talents  of  extorted  gold ; 
Could  David's  wants  have  so  been  bribed,  to  shamo 
And  scandalise  our  peerage  with  his  name ; 
For  which,  his  dear  sedition  he  'd  forswear, 
And  e'en  turn  loyal  to  be  made  a  peer. 
Next  him,  let  railing  Rabsheka  have  place. 
So  full  of  zeal,  he  has  no  need  of  grace ; 
A  saint  that  can  both  flesh  and  spirit  use, 
AUke  haunt  conventicles  and  the  stews : 
Of  whom  the  question  difi&cult  appears, 
If  most  i'  the  preachers'  or  the  bawds'  arrears. 
What  caution  could  appear  too  much  in  him 
That  keeps  the  treasure  of  Jerusalem  ! 
Let  David's  brother  but  approach  the  town, 
Double  our  guards,  he  cries,  we  are  undone. 
Protesting  that  he  dares  not  sleep  in  's  bed, 
Lest  he  should  rise  next  mom  without  his  head. 

Next  these,  a  troop  of  busy  spirits  press, 
OfMHe  fortunes,  and  of  conscience  less ; 
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With  them  the  tribe,  whose  luxury  had  drain'd 

Their  banks,  in  former  sequestrations  gained ; 

Who  rich  and  great  by  past  rebeUions  grew, 

And  long  to  fish  the  troubled  streams  anew. 

Some  future  hopes,  some  present  payment  drawa^ 

To  sell  their  conscience  and  espouse  the  cause. 

Such  stipends  those  vile  hirelings  best  befit. 

Priests  without  grace,  and  poets  without  wit. 

Shall  tha't  fidse  Hebronite  escape  our  curse, 

Judas,  that  keeps  the  rebels'  pension-purse ; 

Judas,  that  pays  the  treason-writer's  fee, 

Judas,  that  well  deserves  his  namesake's  tree ; 

Who  at  Jerusalem's  own  gates  erects 

His  coUege  for  a  nursery  of  sects  ; 

Young  prophets  with  an  early  care  secures, 

And  with  the  dung  of  his  own  arts  manures. 

What  have  the  men  of  Hebron  here  to  do  ? 

What  part  in  Israel's  promised  land  have  you  ? 

Here  Phaleg,  the  lay  Hebronite,  is  come, 

'Cause,  like  the  rest,  he  could  not  live  at  home ; 

Who  from  his  own  possessions  could  not  drain 

An  omer  even  of  Hebronitish  grain ; 

Here  struts  it  hke  a  patriot,  and  talks  high 

Of  injured  subjects,  alter'd  property : 

An  emblem  of  that  buzzing  insect  just. 

That  mounts  the  wheel,  and  thinks  she  raises  dust 

Can  dry  bones  Uve  ?  or  skeletons  produce 

The  vital  warmth  of  cuckoldisiug  juice  ? 

Slim  Phaleg  could,  and,  at  the  table  fed, 

Retum'd  the  gratefiil  product  to  the  bed. 

A  waiting-man  to  travelling  nobles  chose, 

He  his  own  laws  would  saucily  impose. 

Pill  bastinado'd  back  again  he  went. 

To  learn  those  manners  he  to  teach  was  sent. 

Chastised  he  ought  to  have  retreated  home. 

But  he  reads  politics  to  Absalom. 

For  never  Hebronite,  though  kick'd  ajid  scom'd. 

To  his  own  country  willingly  retum'd. 

■ — ^But  leaving  famish'd  Phaleg  to  be  fed. 

And  to  talk  treason  for  his  daily  bread. 

Let  Hebron,  nay,  let  Hell,  produce  a  man 

So  made  for  mischief  as  Ben-Jochanan, 

A  Jew  of  humble  parentage  was  he, 

Bjr  trade  a  Lerite,  though  of  low  degree; 
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His  pride  no  higher  than  the  desk  aspired. 

But  for  the  drudgery  of  priests  was  hired 

To  read  and  pray  in  linen  ephod  brave, 

And  pick  up  single  shekels  irom  the  grave. 

Married  at  last,  but  finding  charge  come  faster, 

He  could  not  Hve  by  God,  but  changed  his  master; 

Inspired  by  want,  was  made  a  &ctious  tool; 

They  got  a  villain,  and  we  lost  a  fool. 

Still  violent,  whatever  cause  he  took, 

But  most  against  the  party  he  forsook. 

For  renegadoes,  who  ne'er  turn  by  halves, 

Arc  bound  in  conscience  to  be  double  knaves. 

So  this  prose  prophet  took  most  monstrous  paina 

To  let  his  master  see  he  eam'd  his  gains. 

But  as  the  devil  owes  all  his  imps  a  shame. 

He  chose  the  apostate  for  his  proper  theme ; 

With  little  pains  he  made  the  picture  true. 

And  from  reflection  took  the  rogue  he  drew. 

A  wondrous  work,  to  prove  the  Jewish  nation 

In  every  age  a  murmuring  generation ; 

To  trace  'em  from  their  infancy  of  sinning, 

And  show  'em  factious  from  their  first  beginning ; 

To  prove  they  could  rebel,  and  rail,  and  mock. 

Much  to  he  credit  of  the  chosen  flock ; 

A  strong  authority,  which  must  convince 

That  saints  own  no  allegiance  to  their  prince. 

As  'tis  a  leading-card  to  make  a  whore, 

To  prove  her  mother  had  tum'd  up  before. 

But,  tell  nic,  did  the  dnmken  patriarch  bless 

The  son  that  show'd  his  father's  nakedness  1 

Such  thanks  the  present  church  thy  pen  will  give, 

Which  proves  rebellion  was  so  primitive. 

Must  ancient  failings  be  examples  made  ? 

Then  murtherers  from  Cain  may  learn  their  trade. 

As  thou  the  heathen  and  the  saint  hast  drawn, 

Methinks  the  apostate  was  the  better  man : 

And  thy  hot  father,  waiving  my  respect, 

Not  of  a  mother-church,  but  of  a  sect. 

And  such  he  needs  must  be  of  thv  inditing  ; 

This  comes  of  drinking  asses'  milk  and  writing. 

If  Balak  should  be  call'd  to  leave  his  place. 

As  profit  is  the  loudest  call  of  grace, 

His  temple,  dispossess'd  of  one,  would  be 

Replonish'd  with  seven  devils  more  by  Ui^^. 
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Levi,  thou  art  a  load ;  1 11  lay  thee  down, 
And  show  rehelUon  bai^e,  without  a  gown ; 
Poor  slaves  in  metre,  dull  and  addle-pated, 
Who  rhyme  below  e'en  David's  P&alms  translated ; 
Some  in  my  speedy  pace  I  must  outrun, 
As  lame  Mepmbosheth,  the  wizard's  son ; 
To  make  qiuck  way,  I  'U  leap  o'er  heavy  blocks. 
Shun  rotten  Uzza,  as  I  would  the  pox ; 
And  hasten  Og  and  Doeg  to  rehearse. 
Two  fools  that  crutch  their  feeble  sense  on  verse : 
Who,  by  my  muse,  to  all  succeeding  times 
Shall  Hve,  in  spite  of  their  own  doggrel  rhjTnes. 

Doeg,  though  without  knowing  how  or  why. 
Made  still  a  Wundering  kind  of  melody ; 
Spurr'd  boldly  on,  and  dash'd  through  thick  and  thia. 
Through  sense  and  nonsense,  never  out  nor  in ; 
Free  m)m  all  meaning,  whether  good  or  bad. 
And,  in  one  word,  heroically  mad : 
He  was  too  warm  on  picking-work  to  dwell. 
But  fegotted  his  notions  as  they  fell. 
And  if  they  rhymed  and  rattled,  all  was  well. 
Spiteful  he  is  not,  though  he  wrote  a  satire, 
For  still  there  goes  some  thinking  to  iU-nature : 
He  need  no  more  than  birds  and  beasts  to  think. 
All  his  occasions  are  to  eat  and  drink. 
If  he  call  rogue  and  rascal  from  a  garret, 
He  moans  you  no  more  mischief  than  a  paiTot : 
The  words  for  friend  and  foe  alike  were  made, 
To  fetter  them  in  verse  is  aU  his  trade. 
For  almonds,  he'll  cry  whore  to  his  own  mother: 
And  call  young  Absalom,  king  David's  brother. 
Let  him  be  gallows-free  by  my  consent, 
And  nothing  suffer  since  he  nothing  meant ; 
Hanging  supposes  human  soul  and  reason ; 
This  ammal  's  below  committing  treason. 
Shall  he  be  hang'd  who  never  could  rebel  ? 
That's  a  preferment  for  Achitophel. 
The  woman  that  committed  sodomy 
Was  rightly  sentenced  by  the  law  to  die ; 
But  'twas  hard  fate  that  to  the  gallows  led 
The  dog  that  never  heard  the  statute  read. 
Bailing  in  other  men  may  be  a  crime, 
But  ought  to  pass  for  mere  instinct  in  him' 
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Instinct  he  follows,  and  no  farther  knows, 
For  to  write  verse  with  him  is  to  transproso. 
'Twere  pity  treason  at  his  door  to  lay, 
Who  makes  heaverCs  gate  a  lock  to  its  own  hey: 
Let  him  rail  on,  let  his  invective  muse 
Have  four-and-twenty  letters  to  abuse, 
Which,  if  he  jumbles  to  one  line  of  sense, 
Indict  him  of  a  capital  offence. 
In  fireworks  give  him  leave  to  vent  his  spito, 
Those  are  the  only  serpents  he  can  write ; 
The  height  of  his  ambition  is,  we  know, 
But  to  be  master  of  a  puppet-show. 
On  that  one  stage  his  works  may  yet  appear. 
And  a  month's  harvest  keeps  him  all  the  year. 
Now  stop  your  noses,  readers,  all  and  some, 
For  here 's  a  tun  of  midnight  work  to  come, 
Og,  from  a  treason-tavern  rolling  home ;  , 

Round  as  a  globe,  and  liquor'd  every  chink, 
Goodly  and  great,  he  sails  behind  his  link. 
With  all  this  bulk  there  *s  nothing  lost  in  Og, 
For  every  inch  that  is  not  fool,  is  rogue : 
A  monstrous  mass  of  foul  corrupted  matter. 
As  all  the  devils  had  spew'd  to  make  the  batter. 
When  wme  ha;3  given  him  courage  to  blaspheme, 
He  curses  God,  but  God  before  cursed  him. 
And  if  man  could  have  reason,  none  has  more. 
That  made  his  paunch  so  rich,  and  him  so  poor. 
With  wealth  he  was  not  trusted,  for  Heaven  knew 
What  'twas  of  old  to  pamper  up  a  Jew ; 
To  what  would  he  on  quail  and  pheasant  swell. 
That  even  on  tripe  and  carrion  could  rebel  % 
But  though  Heaven   made    him    poor  (with  reverena 

speaking). 
He  never  was  a  poet  of  God's  making  ; 
The  midwife  laid  her  hand  on  his  thick  skull 
With  this  prophetic  blessing — Be  thou  dull  I 
Drink,  swear,  and  roar,  forbear  no  lewd  delight, 
Fit  for  thy  bulk ;  do  anything  but  write : 
Thou  art  of  lasting  make,  like  thoughtless  men, 
A  strong  nativity — ^but  for  the  pen ; 
Eat  opium,  mingle  arsenic  in  thy  drink, 
Still  thou  mayst  live,  avoiding  pen  and  ink. 
I  see,  I  see,  'tis  counsel  given  in  vain. 
For  treason  botch'd  in  rhyme  yjiW.  \ie  t\iy  boAiQ 
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Bhyme  is  the  rock  on  which  thou  art  to  wreck ; 
Tis  fatal  to  thy  feme  and  to  thy  neck : 
Why  should  thy  metre  good  king  David  hlast  ? 
A  psahn  of  his  will  surely  be  thy  last. 
Darest  thou  presume  in  verse  to  meet  thy  foes, 
Thou  whom  the  penny  pamphlet  foil'd  in  prose  ? 
Poeg,  whom  Grod  for  mankind's  mirth  has  made, 
O'ertops  thy  talent  in  thjr  very  trade ; 
Doeg  to  thee — ^thy  paintmgs  are  so  coarse— 
A  poet  is,  though  he 's  the  poet's  horse. 
A  double  noose  thou  on  thy  neck  dost  puii, 
For  writing  treason,  and  for  writing  duIL 
To  die  for  faction  is  a  common  evil, 
But  to  be  hang'd  for  nonsense  :s  the  deviL 
Hadst  thou  the  glories  of  thy  king  expressed. 
Thy  praises  had  been  satire  at  the  best : 
But  thou,  in  clumsy  verse,  unUck'd,  unpointed. 
Hast  shamefully  defied  the  Lord's  anointed. 
I  will  not  rake  the  dimghiU  of  thy  crimes. 
For  who  would  read  thy  hfe  that  reads  thy  rhymes  I 
But  of  king  David's  foes,  be  this  the  doom. 
May  all  be  like  the  yovmg  man  Absalom ! 
And,  for  my  foes,  may  tms  their  blessing  be, — 
To  talk  hke  Doeg,  and  to  write  like  thee. 
Achitophel  each  rank,  degree,  and  age, 
For  various  ends  neglects  not  to  engage ; 
The  wise  and  rich,  for  purse  and  counsel  brought, 
The  fools  and  beggars,  for  their  nmnber  sought : 
Who'yet  not  only  on  the  town  depends, 
For  even  in  court  the  faction  had  its  friends ; 
These  thought  the  places  they  possess'd  too  small, 
And  in  their  hearts  wish'd  court  and  king  to  fall ; 
Whose  names  the  muse  disdaining,  holds  i'  the  dark, 
Thrust  in  the  villain  herd  without  a  mark ; 
With  parasites  and  libel-spawning  imps, 
Intriguing  fops,  dull  jesters,  and  worse  pimps. 
Disdain  the  rascal  raoble  to  pursue. 
Their  set  cabals  are  yet  a  viler  crew ; 
See  where  involved  in  common  smoke  they  sit. 
Some  for  our  mirth,  some  for  oiu*  satire  fit : 
These  gloomy,  thoughtful,  and  on  mischief  bent, 
While  those  for  mere  good  fellowship  frequent 
The  appointed  club,  can  let  sedition  pass, 
Sense,  nonaense,  anything  to  employ  the  glaaa*, 
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And  who  believe,  in  their  dull  honest  hearts, 
The  rest  talk  treason  but  to  show  their  parts; 
Wiio  ne'er  had  wit  or  will  for  mischief  yet, 
But  pleased  to  be  reputed  of  a  set. 

But  in  the  sacred  annals  of  our  plot, 
Industrious  Arod  never  be  forgot : 
The  labours  of  this  midnight-magistrate, 
May  vie  with  Corah-s  to  preserve  the  state. 
In  search  of  arms  he  fail'd  not  to  lay  hold 
On  war's  most  powerful  dangerous  weapon,  gold. 
And  last,  to  take  from  Jebusites  all  odds. 
Their  altars  pillaged, — stole  their  very  gods. 
Oft  would  he  crv,  wjien  treasure  he  surprised, 
'Tis  Baalish  gold  in  David's  coin  disguised ; 
Which  to  his  house  with  richer  reliques  came, 
"While  lumber  idols  only  fed  the  flame: 
For  our  wise  rabble  ne'er  took  pains  to  inquire, 
What  'twas  he  burnt,  so  't  macfe  a  rousing  fire. 
With  which  our  elder  was  enrich'd  no  more 
Than  false  Gehazi  with  the  Syrian's  store ; 
So  poor,  that  when  our  choosing-tribes  were  met, 
Even  for  his  stinking  votes  he  ran  in  debt ; 
For  meat  the  wicked^  and,  as  authors  think, 
The  saints  he  choused  for  his  electing  drink ; 
Thus  every  shift  and  subtle  method  past. 
And  all  to  be  no  Zaken  at  the  last. 

Now,  raised  on  Tyre's  sad  ruins — ^Phai-aoh's  pride 
Soar'd  high,  his  legions  threatening  far  and  wide ; 
As  when  a  battering  storin  engender'd  high. 
By  winds  upheld,  hangs  hovering  in  the  sky. 
Is  gazed  upon  by  every  trembling  swain. 
This  for  his  vineyard  fears,  and  that  his  grain ; 
For  blooming  plants,  and  flowers  new  opening,  these  j 
For  lambs  yean'd  lately,  and  far-labouring  bees : 
To  guard  his  stock  each  to  the  gods  does  call, 
Uncertain  where  the  fire-charged  clouds  will  fall: 
Ev'n  so  the  doubtful  nations  watch  his  arms, 
With  terror  each  expecting  his  alarms. 
Where,  Judah,  where  was  now  thy  lion's  roar  ? 
Thou  only  couldst  the  captive  lands  restore ; 
But  thou,  with  inbred  broils  and  faction  press'd. 
From  Egypt  need'st  a  guardian  with  the  rest. 
Thy  prince  from  Sanhedrims  no  trust  allow'd, 
loo  much  the  representera  o£  t\ie  cxo'w^, 
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Who  for  their  own  defence  give  no  supply, 
But  what  the  crown's  prerogatives  must  buy : 
As  if  their  monarch's  rights  to  violate 
More  needful  were,  than  to  preserve  the  state  I 
From  present  dangers  they  divert  their  care, 
And  all  their  fears  are  of  the  royal  heir ; 
Whom  now  the  reigning  malice  of  his  foes, 
Unjudged  would  sentence,  and  ere  crown'd  depose. 
Religion  the  pretence,  but  their  decree 
To  bar  his  reign,  whate'er  his  faith  shall  be ! 
By  Sanhedrims  and  clam'rous  crowds  thus  press'd, 
What  passions  rent  the  righteous  David's  breast  ? 
Who  knows  not  how  to  oppose  or  to  comply. 
Unjust  to  grant,  and  dangerous  to  deny ! 
How  near  in  this  dark  juncture  Israel's  fate, 
Whose  peace  one  sole  expedient  could  create. 
Which  yet  the  extremest  virtue  did  require, 
Even  of  that  prince  whose  downfal  they  conspu'e  I 
His  absence  David  does  with  tears  advise    • 
To  appease  their  rage, — undaunted  he  complies. 
Thus  he,  who,  prodigal  of  blood  and  ease, 
A  royad  life  exposed  to  winds  and  seas. 
At  once  contending  with  the  waves  and  fire. 
And  heading  danger  in  the  wars  of  Tyre, 
Inglorious  now  forsakes  his  native  sand. 
And  like  an  exile  quits  the  promised  land ! 
Our  monarch  scarce  from  pressing  tears  refrains, 
And  painfully  his  royal  state  maintains, 
Who  now  embracing  on  the  extremest  shore 
Almost  revokes  what  he  enjoined  before ; 
Concludes  at  last  more  trust  to  be  allowed 
To  storms  and  seas,  than  to  the  raging  crowd  ! 
Forbear,  rash  muse,  the  parting  scene  to  draw, 
With  silence  cbarm'd  as  deep  as  theirs  that  saw  ! 
Not  only  our  attending  nobles  weep. 
But  hardy  sailors  swell  with  tears  the  deep  ! 
The  tide  restrain'd  her  course,  and  more  amazed. 
The  twin-stars  on  the  royal  brothers  gazed : 

While  this  sole  fear 

Doe3  trouble  to  our  suffering  hero  bring, 
L»9t  next  the  popular  rage  oppress  the  king  ! 
Thus  parting,  eadi  for  the  other's  danger  grieved, 
The  shore  the  kin^  and  seas  the  prince  received. 
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Go,  injured  hero,  while  propitious  gales, 
Soft  as  thy  consort's  breath,  inspire  thv  sails ; 
Well  may  she  trust  her  beauties  on  a  flood, 
Where  thy  triumphant  fleets  so  oft  have  rode  ! 
Safe  on  thy  breast  reclined,  her  rest  be  deep, 
Rock'd  like  a  Nereid  by  the  waves  asleep ; 
While  happiest  dreams  her  fancy  entertain, 
And  to  Elysian  fields  convert  the  main  ! 
Go,  injured  hero,  while  the  shores  of  Tyre 
At  thy  approach  so  silent  shall  admire, 
Who  on  thy  thunder  still  their  thoughts  emj)loy, 
And  greet  thy  landing  with  a  trembling  joy. 

On  heroes  thus  the  prophet's  fate  is  thrown, 
Admired  by  every  nation  but  their  own ; 
Yet  while  our  factious  Jews  his  worth  deny, 
Their  aching  conscience  gives  their  tongue  the  lie. 
Even  in  the  worst  of  men  the  noblest  parts 
Confess  him,  and  he  triumphs  in  their  hearts, 
Whom  to  his  king  the  best  respects  commend 
Of  subject,  soldier,  kinsman,  prince  and  friend; 
All  sacred  names  of  most  divine  esteem, 
And  to  perfection  all  sustain'd  by  him, 
Wise,  just,  and  constant,  courtly  without  art, 
Swift  to  discern  and  to  reward  desert ; 
No  hour  of  his  in  fruitless  ease  destroy'd, 
But  on  the  noblest  subjects  still  employed : 
Whose  steady  soul  ne'er  learnt  to  separate 
Between  his  monarch's  interest  and  the  state, 
But  heaps  those  blessings  on  the  royal  head, 
Which  he  well  knows  must  be  on  subjects  shed. 

On  what  pretence  could  then  the  vulgar  rage 
Against  his  worth,  and  native  rights  engage  ? 
Religious  fears  their  argument  are  made, 
Religious  fears  his  sacred  rights  invade  ! 
Of  future  superstition  they  complain, 
And  Jebusitic  worship  in  his  reign : 
AVith  such  alarms  his  foes  the  crowd  deceive, 
With  dangers  fright  which  not  themselves  believe. 

Since  nothing  can  our  sacred  rites  remove, 
Whatever  the  faith  of  the  successor  prove : 
Our  Jews  their  ark  shall  undisturbed  retain, 
At  least  while  their  religion  is  their  gain, 
Who  know  by  old  experience  Baal's  commands 
Not  only  cJaim'd  their  conscience,  "bu^  V^cieJtt'Wsv^a^ 
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They  gi-udge  God's  tithes, — ^how  therefore  shall  they  yield 

An  idol  fidl  possession  of  the  field? 

Grant  such  a  prince  enthroned,  we  must  confess 

The  people's  sufferings  than  that  monarch's  less, 

Who  must  to  hard  conditions  still  be  bound. 

And  for  his  quiet  with  the  crowd  compound ; 

Or  should  his  thoughts  to  tyranny  incline, 

Where  are  the  means  to  compass  the  design  ? 

Our  crown's  revenues  are  too  short  a  store, 

And  jealous  Sanhedrims  would  give  nc  more. 

As  vain  our  fears  of  Egypt's  potent  aid, 
Not  so  has  Pharaoh  learnt  ambition's  ti'ade, 
Nor  ever  with  such  measui'es  can  comply 
As  shock  the  common  rules  of  policy ; 
None  dread  Hke  him  the  growth  of  Israel's  king. 
And  he  alone  suiOficient  aids  can  bring ; 
Who  knows  that  prince  to  Egypt  can  give  law, 
That  on  our  stubborn  tribes  his  yoke  could  draw : 
At  such  profound  expense  he  has  not  stood, 
Nor  dyed  for  this  his  hands  so  deep  in  blood ; 
Would  ne'er  through  wrong  and  right  his  progress  take^ 
Grudge  his  own  rest,  and  keep  the  world  awake. 
To  fix  a  lawless  prince  on  Juaah's  throne, 
First  to  invade  our  rights,  and  then  his  own ; 
His  dear-gain'd  conquests  cheaply  to  despoil. 
And  reap  the  harvest  of  his  crimes  and  toil 
We  grant  his  wealth  vast  as  our  ocean's  sand, 
And  curse  its  fatal  influence  on  our  land. 
Which  our  bribed  Jews  so  numerously  partake, 
That  even  an  host  his  pensioners  woula  make : 
From  these  deceivers  our  divisions  spring, 
Our  weakness,  and  the  growth  of  Eg3rpt's  king; 
These,  with  pretended  friendship  to  the  state, 
Our  crowd's  suspicion  of  their  prince  create, 
Both  pleased  and  frighten'd  with  the  specious  cry, 
To  guard  their  sacred  rites  and  property : 
To  ruin,  thus  the  chosen  flock  are  sold, 
While  wolves  are  ta'en  for  guardians  of  the  fold ; 
Seduced  by  these  we  groundlessly  complain, 
And  loathe  the  manna  of  a  gentle  reign : 
Thus  our  forefathers'  crooked  paths  are  trod, 
We  trust  our  prince  no  more  than  they  their  God. 
But  all  in  vain  our  reasoning  prophets  preach 
To  those  whom  isad  experience  ne'er  could  teach. 
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Who  can  commence  new  broils  in  bleeding  scare, 

And  fresh  remembrance  of  intestine  wars ; 

When  the  same  household  mortal  foes  did  yield, 

And  brothers  stain'd  with  brothers'  blood  the  field ; 

When  sons'  cursed  steel  the  fathers'  gore  did  stain, 

And  mothers  moum'd  for  sons  by  fiathers  slain  ! 

When,  thick  as  Eg^t's  locusts  on  the  sand, 

Our  tribes  lay  slaughter'd  through  the  promised  laud, 

AVhose  few  survivors  with  worse  fate  remain 

To  drag  the  bondage  of  a  tyrant's  reign : 

Which  scene  of  woes,  unknowing,  we  renew. 

And  madly,  e'en  those  ills  we  fear,  pursue ; 

While  Pharaoh  laughs  at  our  domestic  broils. 

And  safely  crowds  his  tents  with  nations'  spoils. 

Yet  our  fierce  Sanhedrim,  in  restless  rage, 

Against  our  absent  hero  still  engage. 

And  chiefly  urge,  such  did  their  frenzy  prove. 

The  only  suit  their  prince  forbids  to  move. 

Which  till  obtain'd,  they  cease  affiairs  of  state. 

And  real  dangers  waive  for  groundless  hate. 

Long  David's  patience  waits  relief  to  bring. 

With  all  the  indulgence  of  a  lawful  king, 

Expecting  till  the  troubled  waves  would  cease. 

But  found  the  raging  billows  still  increase. 

The  crowd,  whose  insolence  forbearance  swells. 

While  he  forgives  too  far,  almost  rebels. 

At  last  his  deep  resentments  silence  broke ; 

Th'  imperial  palace  ^shook,  while  thus  he  spoke : — 

*  Then  Justice  wake,  and  Rigour  take  her  time, 
For,  lo  !  our  mercy  is  become  our  crime. 
While  halting  Punishment  her  stroke  delays, 
Oiu:  sovereign  right.  Heaven's  sacred  trust,  decays ! 
For  whose  support  e'en  subjects'  interest  calls ; 
Woe  to  that  kingdom  where  the  monarch  falls ! 
That  prince  who  yields  the  least  of  regal  sway, 
So  far  his  people's  freedom  does  betray. 
Right  lives  by  law,  and  law  subsists  by  power ; 
Disarm  the  snepherd,  wolves  the  flock  devour. 
Hard  lot  of  empire  o'er  a  stubborn  race, 
Which  Heaven  itself  in  vain  has  tried  with  grace  ! 
When  will  our  reason's  long-charm'd  eyes  unclose, 
And  Israel  judge  between  her  friends  and  foes  ? 
When  shall  we  see  expired  deceivers'  sway, 

d  credit  what  our  God  and  mouaYc\:w».  «a.^  % 
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Dissembled  patriots  bribed  with  Egypt's  gcud. 

E'en  Sanhedrims  in  bUnd  obedience  ho'A ; 

Those  patriots,  falsehood  in  their  actions  see^ 

And  judge,  by  the  pemicioad  froit,  the  tree : 

If  aught  for  which  so  loudlj  they  dfi-y^zrr.^ 

Keligion,  laws,  and  freedom,  were  their  aim ; 

Our  senates  in  due  methods  they  had  kd 

To  avoid  those  mischiefs  which  they  seem'd  Vj  'l:-^ ; 

But  first,  ere  yet  they  propped  the  sinkiEEZ  tRAU:, 

To  impeach  and  chaige,  as  urged  by  prir^^e  La^:. 

Proves  that  they  ne'er  belieTed  the  fears  liK-y  j. -r-.^'-i. 

Hut  barbarously  destroyed  the  nation  s  nsi '. 

Oh  !  -whither  wiH  ungovem'd  senates  drirty 

And  to  what  bounds  hoentious  votes  arrxTe  ? 

When  their  injustice  we  aie  press'd  to  share. 

The  monarch  uiged  to  exclude  the  lawfid  heir : 

^e  princes  thus  distinguished  from  the  crowd, 

jd^d  this  the  privilege  of  royal  Mood  ? 

But  grant  we  should  c<mfirm  the  wrongs  they  i-rtaii^ 

His  sufferings  yet  were  than  the  people's  k«9 ; 

Condenui'd  for  life  the  murdering  sword  t4!>  wie^l. 

And  on  their  heirs  entail  a  bloody  field: 

Thus  madly  their  own  freedom  they  betray. 

And  for  the  oppression  which  they  fear  make  way; 

Succession  fix'a  by  Heaven,  the  kingdom's  bar. 

Which  once  dissolved,  admits  the  flood  of  war ; 

Waste,  rapine,  spoil,  without  the  assault  hcein. 

And  our  mad  tribes  supi^ant  the  fence  within. 

Since  then  their  good  they  will  not  understand, 

Tis  time  to  take  the  monarch's  power  in  hand ; 

Authority  and  force  to  join  with  skill. 

And  save  the  lunatics  against  their  wiD. 

The  same  rough  means  that  'suage  the  crowd,  appeaiirt 

Our  senate's,  raging  with  the  crowd's  disease. 

Henceforth  unbiass'd  measures  let  them  draw 

From  no  false  gloss,  but  genuine  text  of  law ; 

Nor  urge  those  crimes  upon  reUgion's  score, 

Themselves  so  much  in  Jebusit^  abhor. 

Whom  laws  convict,  and  only  they,  shall  bleed, 

Kor  Pharisees  by  Pharisees  6e  freed. 

Impartial  justice  from  our  throne  shall  shower, 

All  shall  hsLve  right,  and  we  our  sovereign  power/ 
He  said^ — ^the  attendants  heard  with  awiul  )oy, 

And  glad  presMges  their  iix'd  thoughts  employ/ 
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From  Hebron  now  the  suffering  heir  retum'd, 

A  realm  that  long  with  civil  discord  mourn'd ; 

Till  his  approach,  hke  some  arriving  god, 

Composed  and  heal'd  the  place  of  his  abode ; 

The  deluge  checked,  that  to  Judea  spread, 

And  stopp'd  sedition  at  the  fountain's  head. 

Thus  in  forgiving  David's  paths  he  drives, 

And  chased  from  Israel,  Israel's  peace  contrives : 

The  field  confess'd  his  power  in  arms  before, 

And  seas  proclaim'd  his  triumphs  to  the  shore ; 

As  nobly  has  his  sway  in  Hebron  shown, 

How  fit  to  inherit  godhke  David's  throne. 

Through  Sion's  streets  his  glad  arrival 's  spread, 

And  conscious  Faction  shrinks  her  snaky  head  ; 

His  train  their  suflerings  think  o'erpaid  to  see 

The  crowd's  apjilause  with  virtue  once  agree. 

Success  charms  all,  but  zeal  for  worth  distress'd, 

A  virtue  proper  to  the  brave  and  best ; 

'Mongst  whom  was  Jothran,  Jothran  always  bent 

To  serve  the  crown,  and  loyal  by  descent, 

Whose  constancy  so  firm,  and  conduct  just, 

Deserved  at  once  two  royal  masters'  trust ; 

Who  Tyre's  proud  arms  had  manfully  withstood 

On  seas,  and  gather'd  laurels  from  the  flood ; 

Of  learning  yet  no  portion  was  denied. 

Friend  to  the  muses  and  the  muses'  pride. 

Nor  can  Benaiah's  worth  forgotten  lie. 

Of  steady  soul  when  public  storms  were  high ; 

Whose  conduct,  Avhile  the  Moor  fierce  onsets  made, 

Secured  at  once  our  honour  and  our  trade. 

Such  were  the  chiefs  who  most  his  sufferings  moura'd, 

And  view'd  with  silent  joy  the  prince  retum'd ; 

While  those  that  sought  his  absence  to  betray, 

Press  first  their  nauseous  false  respects  to  pay ; 

Him  still  the  officious  hypocrites  molest. 

And  with  malicious  duty  break  his  rest. 

While  real  transports  thus  his  friends  em^iloy, 
And  foes  arc  loud  in  their  dissembled  joy, 
His  triumphs  so  resounded  far  and  near, 
Miss'd  not  his  young  ambitious  rival's  ear; 
And  as  when  joyful  hunters'  clam'rous  train 
Some  slumbering  lion  wakes  in  Moab's  plain, 
Who  oft  had  foi-ced  the  bold  asaailawts  yield, 
And  scattered  his  pursuers  tWowi^Vi  \*\ift  Vi^\ii» 
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Disdaining,  furls  his  mano  and  tears  the  ground, 
His  eyes  inflaming  all  the  desert  round, 
With  roar  of  seas  directs  his  chasers*  way, 
Ptovokes  from  far,  and  dares  them  to  the  fray ; 
Such,  rage  storm'd  now  in  Absalom's  fierce  breast, 
Such,  indignation  his  fired  eyes  confessed. 
Where  now  was  the  instructor  of  his  pride  ? 
Slept  the  old  pilot  in  so  rough  a  tide  ? 
Whose  wiles  had  from  the  iSippy  shore  betrayed, 
And  thus  on  shelves  the  credulous  youth  conveyed. 
In  deep  revolving  thoughts  he  weighs  his  state. 
Secure  of  craft,  nor  doubts  to  baflSe  fate  •, 
At  least,  if  his  storm'd  bark  must  go  adrift, 
To  baulk  iiis  charge,  and  for  himself  to  shift. 
In  which  his  dextrous  wit  had  oft  been  shown, 

And  in  the  wreck  of  kingdoms  saved  his  own ; 

But  now  with  more  than  common  danger  press'd, 

Of  various  res<3kitions  stands  possessed. 

Perceives  the  crowd's  unstable  zeal  decay, 

Lest  their  recanting  chief  the  cause  betray, 

Who  on  a  feither's  grace  his  hopes  may  ground, 

And  for  his  pardon  with  their  heads  compound. 

Him,  therefore,  ere  his  fortune  sUp  her  time. 

The  statesman  plots  to  engage  in  some  bold  crime 

Past  pardon,  whether  to  attempt  his  bed. 

Or  threat  with  open  arms  the  royal  head. 

Or  other  daring  method,  and  imjust. 

That  may  confirm  him  in  the  people's  trust. 

But  failing  thus  to  ensnare  him,  nor  secure 

How  long  his  foil'd  ambition  may  endure. 

Plots  next  to  lay  him  by  as* past  his  date. 

And  try  some  new  pretender's  luckier  fate ; 

Whose  hopes  with  equal  toil  he  would  pursue, 

Nor  cares  what  claimer  's  crown'd,  except  the  tni«. 

AVake,  Absalom,  approaching  ruin  shun. 

And  see,  oh,  see,  for  whom  thou  art  undone  ! 

How  are  thy  honoiu^  and  thy  fame  betray'd. 

The  property  of  desperate  villains  made  ! 

Lost  power  and  conscious  fears  their  crimes  create. 

And  guilt  in  them  was  little  less  than  fate ; 

But  why  shouldst  thou,  from  every  grievance  fit?©, 

Forsake  thy  vineyards  for  their  stormy  sea  1 

For  thee  did  Canaan's  milk  and  honey  tlusv, 

Lore  dress'd  thy  bowers,  and  laurels  sought  thv  \>to^. 
12  ^ 
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Preferment,  wealth,  and  power  thy  vassals  were, 

And  of  a  monarch  aU  things  but  the  care. 

Oh,  should  our  crimes  again  that  curse  draw  down. 

And  rebel-arms  once  more  attempt  the  crown. 

Sure  ruin  waits  unhappy  Absalon, 

Alike  by  conquest  or  oefeat  imdone  ! 

"Who  could  relentless  see  such  youth  and  charms 

Expire  with  wretched  fate  in  impious  arms  ? 

A  prince  so  form'd,  with  earth's  and  Heaven's  apnlause, 

To  triumph  o'er  crown'd  heads  in  David's  cause  : 

Or  grant  nim  victor,  still  his  hopes  must  fail. 

Who  conquering  would  not  for  himself  prevail ; 

The  faction,  whom  he  trusts  for  future  sway, 

Him  and  the  public  would  alike  betray ; 

Amongst  themselves  divide  the  captive  state, 

And  found  their  hydra-empire  in  his  fate  ! 

Thus  having  beat  the  clouds  with  painful  flight. 

The  pitied  youth,  with  sceptres  in  his  sight, 

(So  liave  their  cru«l  politics  decreed,) 

Must  by  that  crew,  that  made  him  guilty,  bleed  ! 

For,  could  their  pride  brook  any  prince's  sway, 

Whom  but  mild  David  would  they  choose  to  obey  1 

Who  once  at  such  a  gentle  reign  repine. 

The  fall  of  monarchy  itself  design ; 

From  hate  to  that  their  reformations  spring, 

And  David  not  their  grievance,  but  the  king. 

Seized  now  with  panic  fear  the  faction  lies. 

Lest  this  clear  truth  strike  Absalom's  charm'd  eyes, 

Lest  he  perceive,  from  long  enchantment  free. 

What  aU  beside  the  flatter'd  youth  must  see. 

But  whate'er  doubts  his  troubled  bosom  swell. 

Fair  carriage  still  became  Achitophel, 

Who  now  an  envious  festival  installs, 

And  to  survey  their  strength  the  faction  calls. 

Which  fraud,  religious  worship  too  must  gild  ; 

But,  oh,  how  weakly  does  sedition  build  ! 

For,  lo  !  the  royal  mandate  issues  forth. 

Dashing  at  once  their  treason,  zeal,  and  mirth ! 

So  have  I  seen  disastrous  chance  invade, 

Where  careftd  emmets  had  their  forage  laid. 

Whether  fierce  Vulcan's  rage  the  furzy  plain 

Had  seized,  engender'd  by  some  careless  swain. 

Or  swelling  Neptune  lawless  inroads  made, 

And  to  their  cell  of  store  his  ftood  coii\%r3''^N 
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I    riie  commonwealth  broke  up,  distracted  go, 
I     And  in  wild  haste  their  loaded  mates  overthrow  : 
Even  so  our  scattered  guests  confusedly  meet, 
With  boil*4,  iMkked,  ro^t,  all  justling  in  the  street ; 
Dejected  all,  and  ruefully  dismayed, 
For  shekel,  -without  treat  or  treason  paid. 

Sedition's  dark  edipee  now  £unter  shows, 
More  bright  each  hour  the  royal  planet  grows. 
Of  force  the  clouds  of  envy  to  disperse, 
In  kind  conjunction  of  assisting  stars. 

Here,  labouring  muse,  those  glorious  chiefs  relate, 
That  tum'd  the  doubtful  scale  of  David's  fate  ; 
The  rest  of  that  illustrious  band  rehearse. 
Immortalised  in  laurell'd  Asaph]s  verse : 
Hard  task  !  yet  will  not  I  thy  flight  recall, 
View  heaven,  and  then  enjoy  thy  glorious  falL 
First  write  Bezaliel,  whose  illustrious  name 
Forestalls  our  praise,  and  gives  his  poet  fame. 
The  Kenites'  rocky  province  his  command, 
A  barren  limb  of  fertile  Canaan's  land  ; 
Which  for  its  generous  natives  yet  could  be 
Held  worthy  such  a  president  as  he  ! 
Bezaliel  witn  each  grace  and  virtue  fraught, 
Serene  his  looks,  serene  his  life  and  thought ; 
On  whom  so  largely  natiu^  heap'd  her  store. 
There  scarce  remained  for  arts  to  give  him  more  ! 
To  aid  the  crown  and  state  his  greatest  zeal, 
His  second  care  that  service  to  conceal ; 
Of  dues  observant,  firm  to  every  trust : 
And  to  the  needy  always  more  than  just  ; 
"Wbo  truth  from  specious  falsehood  can  divide. 
Has  all  the  gownsmen's  skill  without  their  pride  ; 
Thus  crown'd  with  worth  from  heights  of  honour  won. 
Sees  all  his  glories  copied  in  his  son, 
\Vbose  forward  fame  should  every  muse  engage, 
Whose  youth  boasts  skill  denied  to  others'  age. 
Men,  manners,  language,  books  of  noblest  kind. 
Already  are  the  conquest  of  his  mind : 
Whose  loyalty  before  its  date  was  prime. 
Nor  waited  the  dull  course  of  rolling  time : 
The  monster  faction  early  he  dismay'd, 
And  David's  cause  long  since  confess'd  his  aid. 

Brave  Abdael  o^er  the  prophets'  school  was  placed^ 
AbdaeJ^  with  all  his  fatber^a  virtue  graced  •, 
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A  hero,  who,  while  stars  look'd  wondering  dows:, 
Without  one  Hebrew's  blood  restored  the  crown. 
That  praise  was  his  ;  what  therefore  did  remain 
For  following  chiefs,  but  boldly  to  maintain 
That  crown  restored  ;  and  in  this  rank  of  fame, 
Brave  Abdael  with  the  first  a  place  must  claim. 
Proceed,  illustrious,  happy  chief,  proceed, 
Foreseize  the  garlands  for  thy  brow  decreed, 
While  the  inspired  tribe  attend  with  noblest  strain 
To  register  the  glories  thou  shalt  gain : 
For  sure  the  dew  shall  Gilboah's  hiUs  forsake. 
And  Jordan  mix  his  stream  with  Sodom's  lake, 
Or  seas  retired  their  secret  stores  disclose, 
And  to  the  sun  their  scaly  brood  expose. 
Or  swell'd  above  the  clifts  their  billows  raise, 
Before  the  muses  leave  their  patron's  praise. 

Eliab  oiu*  next  labour  does  invite. 
And  hard  the  task  to  do  Eliab  right : 
Long  with  the  royal  wanderer  he  roved. 
And  firm  in  all  the  turns  of  fortune  proved ! 
Such  ancient  service  and  desert  so  large, 
Well  claim'd  the  royal  household  for  his  charge. 
His  age  with  only  one  mild  heiress  bless'd. 
In  all  the  bloom  of  smiling  nature  dress'd. 
And  bless'd  again  to  see  his  flower  allied 
To  David's  stock,  and  made  young  Othniel's  bride ! 
The  bright  restorer  of  his  father's  youth. 
Devoted  to  a  son's  and  subject's  truth : 
Resolved  to  bear  that  prize  of  duty  home, 
So  bravely  sought,  while  sought  by  Absalom. 
Ah  prince  !  the  illustrious  planet  of  thy  birth, 
And  thy  more  powerful  virtue  guard  thy  worth ; 
That  no  Achitophel  thy  ruin  boast ! 
Israel  too  much  in  one  such  wreck  has  lost. 

E'en  envy  must  consent  to  Helen's  worth. 
Whose  sou^  though  Egypt  glories  in  his  birth, 
Could  for  our  captive  ark  its  zeal  retain. 
And  Pharaoh's  altars  in  the jr  pomp  disdain : 
To  slight  his  gods  was  small ;  with  nobler  pride^ 
Ho  all  the  allurements  of  his  court  defied : 
Whom  profit  nor  example  could  betray. 
But  Israel's  friend,  and  true  to  David's  sway. 
What  acts  of  favour  in  his  province  fall, 
On  merit  he  confers,  and  freely  all. 
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Oiir  list  of  nobles  next  let  Amri  grace, 
Whose  merits  claimed  the  Abethdin's  high  plaoo ; 
Who,  "w^ith  a  loyalty  that  did  excel, 
Brought  all  the  endowments  of  AchitopheL 
Sincere  "was  Amri,  and  not  only  knew, 
But  Israel's  sanctions  into  practice  drew ; 
Our  laws,  that  did  a  boundless  ocean  seem, 
Were  coasted  all,  and  fathom'd  all  by  him. 
No  rabbin  sx>eaks  like  him  their  mystic  sense, 
So  just,  and  with  such  charms  of  eloquence : 
To  whom  the  double  blessing  does  belong. 
With  Moses'  inspiration,  Aaron's  tongue. 

Than  Sheva  none  more  loyal  zeal  have  shown, 
Wakeful  as  Judah's  lion  for  the  crown, 
Who  for  that  cause  still  combats  in  his  age. 
For  which  his  youth  with  danger  did  engage. 
In  vain  our  factious  priests  the  cant  revive ; 
In  vain  seditious  scribes  with  libel  strive 
To  inflame  the  crowd ;  while  he  with  watchful  eyft 
Observes,  and  shoots  their  treasons  as  they  fly; 
Their  weekly  frauds  his  keen  replies  detect ; 
He  undeceives  more  fast  than  they  infect. 
So  Moses  when  the  pest  on  legions  prey'd, 
Advanced  his  signal,  and  the  plague  was  stay'd. 

Once  more,  my  fainting  muse,  thy  pinions  try. 
And  strength's  exhausted  store  let  love  supply. 
What  tribute,  Asaph,  shall  we  render  thee  f 
Well  crown  thee  with  a  wreath  from  thy  own  tree ! 
Thy  laurel  grove  no  envy's  flash  can  blast ; 
The  song  of  Asaph  shall  for  ever  last. 
With  wonder  late  posterity  shall  dwell 
On  Absalom  and  mlse  Achitephel: 
Thy  strains  shall  be  our  slumbering  prophets'  dream. 
And  when  our  Sion  virgins  sing  their  tfieme. 
Our  jubilees  shall  with  thjr  verse  be  graced ; 
The  song  of  Asaph  shall  ror  ever  last. 
How  fierce  his  satire  loosed ;  restrain'd,  how  tame ; 
How  tender  of  the  offending  young  man's  fame ! 
How  well  his  worth,  and  brave  adventures  styled ; 
Just  to  his  virtues,  te  his  error  mild. 
So  page  of  thine  that  fears  the  strictest  view. 
But  teems  with  just  reproof  or  praise  as  due ; 
Not  Eden  could  a  fairer  prospect  yield, 
All  paradise  without  one  barren  field : 
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Whose  wit  the  ceusures  of  his  foes  has  pass'd ; 
The  song  of  Asaph  shall  for  eve?:  last. 
What  praise  for  such  rich  strains  shall  we  allow  1 
What  just  rewards  the  grateful  crown  bestow  1 
While  bees  in  flowers  rejoice,  and  flowers  in  dew, 
While  stars  and  fountains  to  their  course  are  true ; 
While  Judah's  throne,  and  Sion's  rock  stand  fast. 
The  song  of  Asaph  and  the  fame  shall  last. 

Still  Hebron's  honour'd  happy  soil  retains 
Our  royal  hero's  beauteous  dear  remains ; 
Who  now  saUs  off  with  winds  nor  wishes  slack, 
To  bring  his  sufferings'  bright  compaidon  back. 
But  ere  such  transport  can  our  sense  employ, 
A  bitter  grief  must  poison  half  our  joy ; 
Nor  can  our  coasts  restored  those  blessings  see 
Without  a  bribe  to  envious  destiny ! 
Cursed  Sodom's  doom  for  ever  fix  the  tide 
Where  by  inglorious  chance  the  vahant  died. 
Give  not  insulting  Askalon  to  know, 
Nor  let  Gath's  daughters  triuinph  in  our  woe ! 
No  sailor  with  the  news  swell  Egypt's  pride. 
By  what  inglorious  fate  our  valiant  died ! 
Weep,  Amon !  Jordan,  weep  thy  foimtains  dry ! 
While  Sion's  rock  dissolves  for  a  sugply. 

Calm  were  the  elements,  night's  silence  deep. 
The  waves  scarce  murmuring,  and  the  winds  asleep ; 
Yet  fate  for  ruin  takes  so  still  an  hour. 
And  treacherous  sands  the  princely  bark  devour ; 
Then  death  unworthy  seized  a  generous  race, 
To  virtue's  scandal,  and  the  stars'  disgrace ! 
Oh!  had  the  indulgent  Powers  vouchsafed  to  yield. 
Instead  of  faithless  shelves,  a  listed  field ; 
A  listed  field  of  Heaven's  and  David  s  foes. 
Fierce  as  the  troops  that  did  his  youth  oppose, 
Each  life  had  on  his  slaughtered  heap  retired. 
Not  tamely,  and  imconquering  thus  expired : 
But  destiny  is  now  their  only  foe. 
And  dying,  even  o'er  that  they  triumph  too ; 
With  loud  last  breaths  their  master's  'scape  applaud, 
Of  whom  kind  force  could  scarce  the  fates  defraud ; 
Who  for  such  followers  lost,  ol^  matchless  mind ! 
At  his  own  safety  now  almost  repined ! 
Say,  royal  Sir,  by  all  your  fame  in  arms. 
Four  praise  in  peace,  and  by  Tlrama'a  clAiaxms  ; 
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If  all  your  sufiferings  past  so  nearly  press'd, 

Or  pierced  "with  half  so  painful  met  your  breast  ? 

Thus  some  diviner  muse  her  hero  forms, 
Not  soothed  with  soft  delights,  but  toss'd  in  storms. 
Nor  stretch*d  on  roses  in  the  myrtle  grove, 
Nor  crowns  his  days  with  mirth,  his  nights  with  love, 
But  far  removed  in  thundering  camps  is  found, 
Hia  slumbers  short,  his  bed  the  herbless  ground : 
In  tasks  of  danger  always  seen  the  first, 
Feeds  from  the  hedge,  and  slakes  with  ice  his  thirst. 
Long  must  his  patience  strive  with  fortune's  rage, 
And  long  opposmg  gods  themselves  engage, 
Must  see  his  countrv  flame,  lus  friends  destroyed, 
Before  the  promised  empire  be  enjoyed : 
Such  toil  of  fate  must  build  a  man  of  fame. 
And  such,  to  Israel's  crown,  the  godlike  David  came. 

What  sudden  beams  dispel  the  clouds  so  fast, 
Whose  drenching  rains  laid  all  our  vineyards  waste  ? 
The  spring  so  fiir  behind  her  course  delayed, 

On  the  instant  is  in  all  her  bloom  arrayed ; 

The  winds  breathe  low,  the  element  serene ; 

Yet  mark  what  motion  in  the  waves  is  seen! 

Thronging  and  busy  as  Hyblaean  swarms, 

Or  straggled  soldiers  summon'd  to  their  arms. 

See  where  the  princely  bark,  in  loosest  pride. 

With  all  her  guardian  fleet,  adorns  the  tide  ! 

High  on  her  deck  the  royal  lovers  stand. 

Our  crimes  to  pardon  ere  they  touched  our  land. 

Welcome  to  Israel  and  to  David's  breast ! 

Here  all  your  toils,  here  all  your  sufierings  rest. 
This  year  did  Ziloah  rule  Jerusalem, 

And  boldly  all  sedition's  surges  stem, 

Howe'er  encumber'd  with  a  viler  pair 

Than  Ziph  or  Shimei  to  assist  the  chair ; 

Yet  Ziloah's  loyal  labours  so  prevailed, 

rhat  &Gtion  at  the  next  election  failed, 

When  even  the  common  cry  did  justice  sound. 

And  merit  by  the  multitude  was  crown'd : 

With  David  then  was  Israel's  peace  restored. 

Crowds  moum'd  their  error,  and  obey'd  their  lord- 
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and  whicli  carries  your  loyalty  no  farther  than  your  liking^ 
When  a  vote  of  the  House  of  Commons  goes  on  your  side,  yoti 
are  as  ready  to  observe  it  as  if  it  were  passed  into  a  law;  but 
when  you  are  pinched  with  any  former  and  yet  unrepealed  Act 
of  Parliament,  you  declare  that  in  some  cases  you  will  not  be 
obliged  by  it.  The  passage  is  in  the  same  third  part  of  the 
No-protestant  Plot,  and  is  too  plain  to  be  denied.  The  late  copy 
of  your  intended  association,  you  neither  wholly  justify  nor 
condemn;  but  as  the  papists,  when  they  are  unopposed,  fly  out 
into  all  the  pageantries  of  worship ;  but  in  times  of  war,  when  they 
are  hard  pressed  by  arguments,  lie  close  entrenched  behind  tibe 
Council  of  Trent :  so  now,  when  your  affairs  are  in  a  low  con- 
dition, you  dare  not  pretend  that  to  be  a  legal  combination,  but 
whensoever  you  are  afloat,  I  doubt  not  but  it  will  be  maintained 
and  justified  to  purpose.  For  indeed  there  is  nothing  to  defen,d 
it  but  the  sword :  'tis  the  proper  time  to  say  any  thing  when 
men  have  all  things  in  their  power. 

In  the  mean  time,  you  would  fain  be  nibbling  at  a  parallel 
betwixt  this  association,  and  that  in  the  time  of  Queen 
Elizabeth.  But  there  is  this  small  difference  betwixt  them,  that 
the  ends  of  the  one  are  directly  opposite  to  the  other :  one  with 
the  Queen's  approbation  and  conjunction,  as  head  of  it,  the 
other  without  either  the  consent  or  knowledge  of  the  King, 
against  whose  authority  it  is  manifestly  designed.  Therefore 
you  do  well  to  have  recourse  to  your  last  evasion,  that  it  was 
contrived  by  your  enemies,  and  shuffled  into  the  papers  that 
were  seized;  which  yet  you  see  the  nation  is  not  so  easy  to 
believe  as  your  own  jury;  but  the  matter  is  not  difficult,  to  find 
twelve  men  in  Newgate  who  would  acquit  a  malefactor. 

I  have  one  only  favomr  to  desire  of  you  at  parting,  that  when 
you  think  of  answering  this  poem,  you  would  employ  the  same 
pens  against  it,  who  have  combated  with  so  much  success 
against  Absalom  and  Achitophel :  for  then  you  may  assure 
yourselves  of  a  clear  victory  without  the  least  reply.  Rail  at 
me  abundantly ;  and,  not  to  break  a  custom,  do  it  without  wit : 
by  this  method  you  will  gain  a  considerable  point,  which  is, 
wholly  to  waive  the  answer  of  my  arguments.  Never  own  the 
bottom  of  your  principles,  for  fear  they  should  be  treason.  Fall 
severely  on  the  miscarriages  of  government ;  for  if  scandal  be 
not  allowed,  you  are  no  free-bom  subjects.  If  GU)d  has  not 
blessed  you  with  the  talent  of  rhyming,  make  use  of  my  poor 
stock  and  welcome ;  let  your  verses  run  upon  my  feet ;  and  for 
the  utmost  refuge  of  notorious  blockheads,  reduced  to  the  last 
extremity  of  sense,  turn  my  own  lines  upon  me,  and  in  utter 
despair  of  your  own  satire,  make  me  satirize  myself.  Some  of 
you  have  been  driven  to  this  bay  already ;  but,  above  all  the 
rest,  commend  me  to  the  non-conformist  parson,  who  writ  the 
ffliip  and  Key.    I  am  afraid  it  ia  not  tcbA  ao  xnw^ii  i»a  x^a 
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because  the  bookseller  is  every  week  crj'inpf  help  at 
the  Old  of  his  Gazette,  to  get  it  off.  You  see  I  am  charitable 
enough  to  do  him  a  kindness,  that  it  may  be  published  as  well 
as  printed ;  and  that  so  much  skill  in  Hebrew  derivations  may 
not  lie  for  waste  paper  in  the  shop.  Yet  I  half  suBpect  he  went 
BO  further  for  his  learning  than  the  index  of  Hebrew  names  and 
etymologies,  which  is  printed  at  the  end  of  some  Eni^lish  bibles. 
If  Achitophel  signify  the  brother  of  a  fool,  the  author  of  that 
poem  'will  pass  with  his  readers  for  the  next  of  kin.  And  ]>er* 
haps  it  is  tiie  relation  that  makes  the  kindness.  'NMiatever  the 
Tersee  are,  buy  them  up,  I  beseech  you,  out  of  pity ;  for  1  hear 
the  conventicle  is  shut  up,  and  the  brother  of  Achitophel  out  of 
sewice. 

Now  footmen,  you  know,  have  the  generosity  to  make  a  purse 
for  a  ni«nber  of  their  society  who  has  had  his  livery  pulled  over 
his  ears ;  and  even  Protestant  socks  are  bought  up  among  you, 
out  of  veneration  to  the  name.  A  dissenter  in  poetry  from  sense 
and  Gnglish  will  make  as  good  a  Protestant  rhymer,  as  a  dis- 
senter from  the  Church  of  England  a  Protestant  parson.  Besides, 
if  you  encourage  a  young  beginner,  who  knows  but  he  may 
flevate  his  style  a  little  above  the  vulgar  epithets  of  profane, 
fflid  sancy  Jack,  and  atheistical  scribbler,  with  which  he  treats 
m«,  when  the  fit  of  enthusiasm  is  strong  upon  him  :  by  which 
weU-mannered  and  charitable  expressions  I  was  certain  of  hi.** 
•ect  before  I  knew  his  name.  AVhat  would  you  have  more  of 
4  man  ?  He  has  damned  me  in  your  cause  from  Genesis  to  the 
Revelation ;  and  has  half  the  texts  of  both  the  Testaments 
against  me,  if  you  will  be  so  civil  to  yourselves  as  to  take  him 
for  your  interpreter,  and  not  to  take  them  for  Irish  witnesses. 
After  all,  perhaps  you  will  tell  me,  that  you  retained  him  only 
for  the  opening  of  your  cause,  and  that  your  main  lawyer  is  yet 
behind.  Now  if  it  so  happen  he  meet  with  no  more  reply  than 
his  predecessors,  you  may  either  conclude  that  I  trust  to  the 
goodness  of  my  cause,  or  fear  my  adversarj',  or  disdain  him,  or 
what  you  please,  for  the  short  on't  is,  'tis  indifferent  to  your 
humble  servant,  whatever  your  party  says  or  thinks  of  him. 
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Op  all  our  antic  sights  and  pageantry, 
Which  English  idiots  run  in  crowds  to  se^^ 
The  Polish  Medal  bears  the  prize  alone : 
A  monster,  more  the  favourite  of  the  town 
Than  either  fairs  or  theatres  have  shown. 
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Never  did  art  so  weU  with  nature  strive, 

Nor  ever  idol  seem'd  so  much  alive  ; 

So  like  the  man,  so  golden  to  the  sight, 

So  base  within,  so  counterfeit  and  hght. 

One  side  is  fill'd  with  title  and  with  face ; 

And,  lest  the  king  should  want  a  regal  place. 

On  the  reverse,  a  tower  the  town  surveys. 

O'er  which  our  mounting  sun  his  beams  displays. .. 

The  word,  pronounced  aloud  by  shrie\'al  voice, 

Lcetamury  which,  in  Polish,  is  Rejoice. 

The  day,  month,  year,  to  the  great  act  are  join'd : 

And  a  new  canting  holiday  design'd. 

Five  days  he  sat,  for  every  cast  and  look. 

Pour  more  than  God  to  finish  Adam  took : 

But  who  can  tell  what  essence  angels  are. 

Or  how  long  Heaven  was  making  Lucifer  ? 

Oh,  could  the  style  that  copied  every  grace, 

And  plough'd  such  furrows  for  an  eunuch-face, 

Could  it  have  form'd  his  ever-changing  will, 

The  various  pieca  had  tired  the  graver's  skill ! 

A  martial  hero  first,  with  early  care, 

Blown,  like  a  pigmy  by  tho  winds,  to  war. 

A  beardless  cnief,  a  reoel,  ere  a  man  : 

So  young  his  hatred  to  his  prince  began. 

Next  this,  (how  wildly  will  ambition  stoQr  i) 

A  vermin  wriggling  in  the  Usurper's  ear. 

Bartering  his  venal  wit  for  sums  of  gold. 

He  cast  himself  into  the  saint-hke  mould  ; 

Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd.  while  godhnea«  was  gain. 

The  loudest  bagpipe  of  the  squeaking  train. 

But,  as  'tis  hard  to  chcA^t  a  juggler's  eyes, 

His  open  lewdness  be  oouid  ne'er  disguise  : 

There  split  the  saint ;  tor  hypocritic  zeal 

AHows  no  sins  but  those  it  can  conceal. 

Whoring  to  scandal  gives  too  largo  a  scope  : 

Saints  must  not  trade  ;  but  they  may  interlope. 

The  ungodly  principle  was  all  the  same, 

B«.t  a  gross  cheat  betrays  his  partner's  game. 

Besides,  their  pace  was  formal,  grave,  and  slack ; 

His  nimble  wit  outran  the  heavy  pack. 

Yet  still  he  found  his  fortune  at  a  stay ; 

Whole  droves  of  blockheads  choking  up  his  w»y: 

They  took,  but  not  rewarded,  his  advice ; 

VUlain  and  wit  exact  a  double  i^Ticfe. 
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Pdwer  was  his  aim  :  but,  thrown  from  that  pretence^ 
The  wretch  tum'd  loyal  in  his  own  defence ; 
And  malice  reconciled  him  to  his  prince. 
Him  in  the  anguish  of  his  soul  he  served, 
Rewarded  faster  still  than  he  deserved. 
Behold  him  now  exalted  into  trust, 
His  counsel 's  ofb  convenient,  seldom  just : 
Even  in  the  most  sincere  advice  he  gave. 
He  had  a  grudging  still  to  be  a  knave. 
The  frauds  he  Teamed  in  his  fiEinatic  years 
Made  him  uneasy  in  his  lawful  gears : 
At  best  as  little  honest  as  he  could, 
And,  like  white  witches,  mischievously  good. 
To  his  first  bias,  longingly,  he  leans, 
And  rather  would  be  great  bv  wicked  means. 
Thus  framed  for  ill,  he  loosed  our  triple  hold ; 
Advice  unsafe,  precipitous,  and  bold. 
From  hence  those  tears !  that  Ilium  of  our  woe ! 
Who. helps  a  powerful  friend,  fore-arms  a  foe. 
What  wonder  if  the  waves  prevail  so  far, 
When  he  cut  down  the  banxs  that  made  the  bar  7 
Seas  follow  but  their  nature  to  invade ; 
But  he  by  art  om:  native  strength  betray'd. 
So  Samson  to  his  foe  his  force  confess'd ; 
And  to  be  shorn,  lay  slumbering  on  her  breast. 
But  when  this  fatal  counsel,  found  too  late, 
Exposed  its  author  to  the  public  hate ; 
Vv'hen  his  just  sovereign,  by  no  impious  way 
Could  be  seduced  to  arbitrary  sway ; 
Forsaken  of  that  hope  he  shifts  the  sail. 
Drives  down  the  current  with  a  popular  gale ; 
And  shows  the  fiend  confess'd  without  a  veiL 
He  preaches  to  the  crowd,  that  power  is  lent^ 
But  not  convey'd  to  kingly  government ; 
That  claims  successive  bear  no  binding  force, 
That  coronation  oaths  are  things  of  course ; 
Maintains  the  multitude  can  never  err ; 
And  sets  the  people  in  the  papal  chair. 
The  reason 's  obvious ;  interest  never  lies ; 
The  most  have  still  their  interest  in  their  eyes ; 
The  power  is  always  their's,  and  power  is  ever  wiaa 
Almighty  crowd !  thou  shortenest  all  dispute ; 
Power  is  thy  essence^  wit  thy  attribute ! 
23 
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Nor  faith  nor  reason  make  thee  at  a  stay, 
Thou  leap'st  o'er  all  eternal  truths  in  thy  Pindaric  way ! 
Athens,  no  doubt,  did  righteously  decide. 
When  Phocion  and  when  Socrates  were  tried ; 
As  righteously  they  did  those  dooms  repent ; 
Still  they  were  wise  whatever  way  they  went : 
Crowds  err  not,  though  to  both  extremes  they  run ; 
To  kill  the  father,  and  recal  the  son. 
Some  think  the  fools  were  most  as  times  went  then. 
But  now  the  world  's  overstocked  with  prudent  men. 
The  common  cry  is  even  religion's  test^ 
The  Turk's  is  at  Constantinople  best ; 
Idols  in  India ;  Popery  at  Kome ; 
And  our  own  worship  only  true  at  home. 
And  true,  but  for  the  time ;  'tis  hard  to  know 
How  long  we  please  it  shall  continue  so. 
This  side  to-day,  and  that  to-morrow  bums ; 
So  all  are  God-a'mighties  in  their  turns. 
A  tempting  doctrine,  plausible  and  new ; 
Wliat  fools  our  fathers  were,  if  this  be  true  I 
Who,  to  destroy  the  seeds  of  civil  war. 
Inherent  right  in  monarch's  did  declare : 
And,  that  a  lawful  power  might  never  cease. 
Secured  succession  to  secure  our  peace. 
Thus  property  and  sovereign  sway,  at  last. 
In  equal  balances  were  justly  cast : 
But  this  new  Jehu  spurs  the  hot-mouth'd  horse ; 
Instructs  the  beast  to  know  his  native  force ; 
To  take  the  bit  between  his  teeth,  and  fly 
To  the  next  headlong  steep  of  anarchy. 
Too  happy  England,  if  our  good  we  knew. 
Would  we  possess  the  freedom  we  pursue ! 
The  lavish  government  can  give  no  more : 
Yet  we  repine,  and  plenty  makes  us  poor. 
God  tried  us  once ;  our  rebel-fathers  fought. 
He  glutted  them  with  all  the  power  they  sought: 
Till,  master'd  by  their  own  usurping  brave. 
The  freo-bom  subject  sunk  into  a  skve. 
We  loathe  our  manna,  and  we  long  for  quails ; 
Ah,  what  is  man  when  his  own  wish  prevails ! 
How  rash,  how  swift  to  plunge  himself  in  ill ! 
Proud  of  his  power,  and  ooundless  in  his  will ! 
That  kings  can  do  no  wrong  we  must  believe : 
None  can  they  do,  and  must  t\iey  «^  T^ci^vJ^^ 
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Help,  Heaven !  or  sadly  we  shall  see  an  hour, 
When  neither  wrong  nor  right  are  in  their  power ' 
Already  they  have  lost  their  best  defence, 
The  benefit  of  laws  which  they  dispense : 
No  justice  to  their  righteous  cause  allow'd : 
Bat  baffled  by  an  arbitrary  crowd ; 
And  medals  graved  their  conquest  to  record. 
The  stamp  and  coin  of  their  adopted  lord. 

The  man  who  laugh*d  but  once,  to  see  an  ass 
Mimibling  to  make  the  cross-grain*d  thistles  paw* 
Might  laugh  again  to  see  a  jury  chaw 
The  prickles  of  unpalatable  law. 
The  witnesses,  that  leech-like  lived  on  blood. 
Sucking  for  them  were  medicinally  good ; 
But  when  they  fasten'd  on  their  fester'd  sore. 
Then  justice  and  religion  they  forswore ; 
Their  maiden  oaths  debauch'd  into  a  whore. 
Thus  men  are  raised  by  factions,  and  decried ; 
And  rogue  and  saint  distinguished  by  their  side. 
They  rack  even  Scripture  to  confess  their  cause, 
And  plead  a  caU  to  preach  in  spite  of  laws. 
But  that 's  no  news  to  the  poor  injured  page ; 
It  has  been  used  as  ill  in  every  age : 
And  is  constrain'd,  with  patience,  all  to  take, 
For  what  defence  can  Greek  and  Hebrew  make  ? 
Happy  who  can  this  talking  trumpet  seize ; 
They  make  it  speak  whatever  sense  they  please : 
'Twas  framed  at  first  our  oracle  to  inquire ; 
But  since  our  sects  in  prophecy  grow  higher. 
The  text  inspires  not  them,  but  they  the  text  inspire. 

London,  thou  great  emporium  of  our  isle, 

0  thou  too  bounteous,  thou  too  fruitful  Nile ! 
How  shall  I  praise  or  curse  to  thy  desert? 

Or  separate  thy  soimd  from  thy  corrupted  part  ? 

1  call'd  thee  Nile  ;  the  parallel  will  stand ; 
Thy  tides  of  wealth  o'erflow  the  fattened  land ; 
Yet  monsters  from  thy  large  increase  we  find. 
Engendered  on  the  slime  thou  leav'st  behind.  • 
Semtion  has  not  wholly  seized  on  thee, 

Thy  nobler  parts  are  fi-om  infection  firee. 
Of  Israel's  tribes  thou  hast  a  numerous  band, 
But  still  the  Canaanite  is  in  the  land. 
Thy  military  chiefs  are  brave  and  true ; 
Nor  Are  thy  disencbanted  burghers  few. 


128  THE  MEDAL. 

The  head  io  *o/al  which  thy  heart  commands, 

But  what's  a  head  with  two  such  gouty  handk  ? 

The  wise  and  wealthy  love  the  surest  way, 

And  are  content  to  thrive  and  to  obey : 

But  wisdom  is  to  sloth  too  great  a  slave ; 

None  are  so  busy  as  the  fool  and  knave. 

Those  let  me  curse ;  what  vengeance  will  they  urge^ 

Whose  ordures  neither  plague  nor  fire  can  purge  ? 

Nor  sharp  experience  can  to  duty  bring, 

Nor  angry  Heaven,  nor  a  forgiving  king  ! 

In  gospel  phrase  their  chapmen  they  betray ; 

Their  shops  are  dens,  the  buyer  is  their  prey. 

The  knacK  of  trades  is  living  on  the  spoil ; 

They  boast,  e'en  when  each  other  they  beguile. 

Customs  to  steal  is  such  a  trivial  thing, 

That  'tis  their  charter  to  defraud  their  king. 

All  hands  unite  of  every  jarring  sect ; 

They  cheat  the  country  first,  and  then  infect. 

They  for  God's  cause  their  monarchs  dare  dethrone^ 

And  they'll  be  sure  to  make  his  cause  their  own. 

Whether  the  plotting  Jesuit  laid  the  plan 

Of  murdering  kings,  or  the  French  Puritan, 

Our  sacrilegious  sects  their  guides  outgo, 

And  kings  and  kingly  power  would  murder  too. 

What  means  their  traitorous  combination  less, 
Too  plain  to  evade,  too  shameful  to  confess  ! 
But  treason  is  not  own'd  when  'tis  descried ; 
Successful  crimes  alone  are  justified. 
The  men,  who  no  conspiracy  would  find, 
Who  doubts,  but  had  it  taken,  they  had  join'd, 
Join'd  in  a  mutual  covenant  of  defence ; 
At  first  without,  at  last  against  their  prince  ? 
If  sovereign  right  by  sovereign  power  they  scan. 
The  same  bold  maxim  holds  in  God  and  man : 
God  were  not  safe,  his  thunder  could  they  shun, 
He  should  be  forced  to  crown  another  son. 
Thus  when  the  heir  was  from  the  vineyard  thrown, 
The  rich  possession  was  the  murderers'  own. 
In  vain  to  sophistry  they  have  recourse : 
B^  proving  their's  no  plot,  they  prove  'tis  worse ; 
ifnmask'd  rebellion,  and  audacious  force ; 
Which  though  not  actual,  yet  all  eyes  may  see 
Tis  working  in  the  immediate  power  to  be : 


K  SATIBE  AGAINST  SEDHIOH.  129 

For  from  pretendea  gnevances  they  rise, 

First  to  diialike,  and  after  to  despise. 

Then  Cyclop-like  in  human  flesh  to  deal, 

Chop  up  a  minister  at  every  meal ; 

Perhaps  not  wholly  to  melt  down  the  king ; 

But  cHp  his  regal  rights  within  the  ring : 

From  thence  to  assume  the  power  of  peace  and  war, 

And  ease  him  by  degrees  of  public  care. 

Yet^  to  consult  his  dignity  and  fame, 

He  should  have  leave  to  exercise  the  name ; 

And  hold  the  cards  while  commons  played  the  game. 

For  what  can 'power  give  more  than  food  and  drink, 

To  live  at  ease,  and  not  be  bound  to  think  ? 

These  are  the  cooler  methods  of  their  crime, 

But  their  hot  zealots  think  *tis  loss  of  time ; 

On  utmost  bounds  of  loyalty  they  stand, 

And  grin  and  whet  like  a  Croatian  band, 

That  waits  impatient  for  the  last  command. 

Thus  outlaws  open  villany  maintain, 

They  steal  not,  but  in  squadrons  scour  the  plain  : 

And  if  their  power  the  passengers  subdue, 

The  most  have  right,  the  wrong  is  in  the  few. 

Such  impious  axioms  foolishly  they  show, 

For  in  some  soils  republics  will  not  grow : 

Our  temperate  isle  will  no  extremes  sustain, 

Of  popular  sway  or  arbitrary  reign : 

But  slides  between  them  both  into  the  best, 

Secure  in  freedom,  in  a  monarch  blest : 

And  though  the  climate,  vex'd  with  various  winds, 

Works  through  our  yielding  bodies  on  our  minds ; 

The  wholesome  tempest  purges  what  it  breeds, 

To  recommend  the  calnmess  that  succeeds. 

But  thou,  the  pander  of  the  people's  hearts, 
0  crooked  soul,  and  serpentine  in  arts. 
Whose  blandishments  a  loyal  land  have  whored, 
And  broke  the  bond  she  plighted  to  her  lord ; 
What  curses  on  thy  blasted  name  will  fall ! 
Which  age  to  age  their  legacy  shall  call ; 
For  all  must  curse  the  woes  that  must  descend  ■  i> 

alL 
Keligion  thou  hast  none :  thy  Mercury 
Has  passed  through  every  sect,  or  their's  through  thne. 
But  what  thou  giv'st,  tmit  venom  still  remains, 
And  the  pox^d  nation  feels  thee  in  their  brams. 
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What  else  inspires  the  tongues  and  swells  the  breasts 

Of  all  thy  bellowing  renegade  priests, 

That  preach  up  thee  for  God ;  dispense  thy  laws ; 

And  with  thy  stum  ferment  thy  fainting  cause  ? 

Fresh  fumes  of  madness  raise ;  and  toil  and  sweat 

To  make  the  formidable  cripple  great. 

Yet  should  thy  crimes  succeed,  should  lawless  power 

Compass  thosi  ends  thy  greedy  hopes  de'^our. 

Thy  canting  friends  thy  mortal  foes  would  be, 

Thy  God  and  their's  will  never  long  agree : 

For  thine  (if  thou  hast  any)  must  be  one 

That  lets  the  world  and  human-kind  alone  :* 

A  jolly  god,  that  passes  hours  too  well 

To  promise  heaven,  or  threaten  us  with  hell : 

That  unconcem'd  can  at  rebellion  sit. 

And  wink  at  crimes  he  did  himself  commit. 

A  tyrant  their's ;  the  heaven  their  priesthood  paints 

A  conventicle  of  gloomy  sullen  saints ; 

A  heaven  like  Bedlam,  slovenly  and  sad, 

Fore-doom'd  for  souls,  with  false  religion  mad. 

Without  a  vision  poets  can  foreshow 
What  all  but  fools  by  common  sense  may  know : 
If  true  succession  from  oui  isle  should  fail, 
And  crowds  profane  with  impious  arms  prevail, 
Not  thou,  nor  those  thy  factious  arts  engage, 
Shall  reap  that  harvest  of  rebellious  rage. 
With  wMch  thou  flatterest  thy  decrepit  age. 
The  swelling  poison  of  the  several  sects, 
Which,  wanting  vent,  the  nation's  health  infects, 
Shall  burst  its  bag ;  and  fighting  out  their  way, 
The  various  venoms  on  each  other  prey. 
The  presbyter,  puff 'd  up  with  spiritual  pride. 
Shall  on  the  necks  of  the  lewd  nobles  ride : 
His  brethren  damn,  the  civil  power  defy, 
And  parcel  out  repubUc  prelacy. 
But  short  shall  be  his  reign :  his  rigid  yoke 
And  tyrant  power  wiU  puny  sects  provoke ; 
And  frogs  and  toads,  and  all  their  tadpole  train, 
WiU  croak  to  heaven  for  help,  from  tlus  devouring  crzuM^ 
The  cut-throat  sword  and  clamorous  gown  shall  jar, 
In  sharing  their  ill-gotten  spoils  of  war : 
Chiefs  shall  be  grudged  the  part  which  they  pretend ; 
Lords  envy  lor(&,  and  friends  with  every  friend 
About  their  impious  merit  shall  contend. 
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The  surly  commons  shall  respect  deny, 
And  justle  peerage  out  with  property. 
Their  general  either  shall  his  trust  betray, 
And  force  the  crowd  to  arbitrary  sway ; 
Or  they,  suspecting  his  ambitious  aim, 
In  hate  of  kings  shall  cast  anew  the  fi:time ; 
And  thrust  out  Collatine  that  bore  their  name. 

Thus  inborn  broils  the  factions  would  engage. 
Or  wars  of  exiled  heirs,  or  foreign  rage, 
TiU  halting  vengeance  overtook  our  age ; 
And  our  wild  labours  wearied  into  rest, 
Reclined  us  on  a  rightful  monarch's  breast. 


RELIGIO  LAICI; 

OR,  A  layman's  faith. 

THE  PREFACE. 

A  Poem  with  so  bold  a  title,  and  a  name  prefixed  from  which 
the  handling  of  so  serious  a  subject  would  not  be  expected,  may 
reasonably  oblige  the  author  to  say  somewhat  in  defence,  both 
of  himself  and  of  his  undertaking.  In  the  first  place,  if  it  be 
objected  to  me  that,  being  a  layman,  I  ought  not  to  have  con- 
cerned myself  with  speculations,  which  belong  to  the  profession 
of  divinity;  I  could  answer,  that  perhaps  laymen,  with  equal 
advantages  of  parts  and  knowledge,  are  not  the  most  incom- 
petent judges  of  sacred  things;  but  in  the  due  sense  of  my  own 
weakness  and  want  of  learning  I  plead  not  this :  I  pretend  not 
to  make  myself  a  judge  of  faith  in  others,  but  only  to  make 
a  confession  of  my  own.  I  lay  no  unhallowed  hand  upon  the 
ark,  but  wait  on  it  with  the  reverence  that  becomes  me  at 
a  distance.  In  the  next  place  I  will  ingenuously  confess,  that 
the  helps  I  have  used  in  this  small  treatise,  were  many  of  them 
taken  from  the  works  of  our  own  reverend  divines  of  the  Church 
of  England;  so  that  the  weapons  with  which  I  combat  irreligion, 
are  already  consecrated;  though  I  suppose  they  may  be  taken 
down  as  lawfully  as  the  sword  of  Goliah  was  by  David,  when 
they  are  to  be  employed  for  the  common  cause  against  the 
enemies  of  piety.  I  intend  not  by  this  to  entitle  them  to  any 
of  my  errors,  which  yet  I  hope  are  only  those  of  charity  to 
mankind;  and  such  as  my  own  charity  has  cauae^  mei  \jO  wsta? 
mit^  that  of  others  nmy  more  easily  excuse,    ^m^  'ns.Hxji^i^ 
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inclined  to  scepticism  in  pliilosopliy,  I  have  no  reason  to  impoM 
my  opinions  in  a  subject  which  is  above  it;  but  whatever  they 
are,  I  submit  them  with  all  reverence  to  my  mother  Church, 
accounting  them  no  further  mine,  than  as  they  are  authorized, 
or  at  least  uncondemned  by  her.  And,  indeed,  to  secure  myself 
on  this  side,  I  have  used  the  necessary  precaution  of  showing 
this  paper  before  it  was  published  to  a  judicious  and  learned 
friend,  a  man  in:lefatigably  zealous  in  the  service  of  the  Church 
and  State ;  and  whose  writings  have  highly  deserved  of  both. 
He  was  j  leased  to  approve  the  body  of  the  discourse,  and  I  hope 
he  is  more  my  friend  than  to  do  it  out  of  complaisance :  it  is 
true  he  had  too  good  a  taste  to  like  it  all ;  and,  amongst  some 
other  faults,  recommended  to  my  second  view,  what  I  have 
written  perhaps  too  boldly  on  St.  Athanasius,  which  he  advised 
me  wholly  to  omit.  I  am  sensible  enough  that  I  had  done  more 
prudently  to  have  followed  his  opinion :  but  then  I  could  not 
have  satisfied  myself  that  I  had  done  honestly  not  to  have 
written  what  was  my  own.  It  has  always  been  my  thought, 
that  heathens  who  never  did,  nor  without  miracle  could,  hear 
of  the  name  of  Christ,  were  yet  in  a  possibility  of  salvation. 
Neither  will  it  enter  easily  into  my  belief,  that  before  the  coming 
of  our  Saviour,  the  whole  world,  excepting  only  the  Jewish 
nation,  should  lie  under  the  inevitable  necessity  of  everlasting 
punishment,  for  want  of  that  revelation,  which  was  confined  to 
00  small  a  spot  of  ground  as  that  of  Palestine.  Among  the  sons 
of  Noah  we  read  of  one  only  who  was  accursed ;  and  if  a  bless- 
ing in  the  ripeness  of  time  was  reserved  for  Japheth  (of  whose 
progeny  we  are),  it  seems  unaccountable  to  me,  why  so  many 
generations  of  the  same  offspring,  as  preceded  our  Saviour 
in  the  flesh,  should  be  all  involved  in  one  common  condemna- 
tion, and  yet  that  their  posterity  should  be  entitled  to  the  hopes 
of  salvation :  as  if  a  bill  of  exclusion  had  pasised  only  on  the 
fathers,  which  debarred  not  the  sons  from  their  succession.  Or 
that  BO  many  ages  had  been  delivered  over  to  hell,  and  so  many 
reserved  for  heaven,  and  that  the  devil  had  the  first  choice,  and 
God  the  next.  Trtdy  I  am  apt  to  think,  that  the  revealed  reli 
gion  which  was  taught  by  Noah  to  all  his  sons,  might  continue 
for  some  ages  in  the  whole  posterity.  That  afterwards  it  was 
included  wholly  in  the  family  of  Shem  is  manifest;  but  when 
the  progenies  of  Cham  and  Japheth  swarmed  into  colonies,  and 
those  colonies  were  subdivided  into  many  others,  in  process  of 
time  their  descendants  lost  by  little  and  little  the  primitive 
and  purer  rites  of  divine  worship,  retaining  only  the  notion  of 
one  deity ;  to  which  succeeding  generations  added  others :  for 
men  took  their  degrees  in  those  ages  from  conquerors  to  gods. 
Revelation  being  thus  eclipsed  to  almost  all  mankind,  the  light 
of  nature  as  the  next  in  dignity  was  su))stituted ;  and  that  is 
it  which  St,  Paul  concludes  to  \>e  t\ie  TV][\ft  ol  >i)tek&  \kfi«^\x«GA^ 
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and  by  wliich  they  are  hereafter  to  be  judged.     If  my  supposi- 
tion be  true,  then  the  consequence  which  I  have  assumed  in  my 
poem  may  be  also  true ;  namely,  that  Deism,  or  the  principlei 
of  natural  worship,  are  only  the  fairt  remnants  or  dying  flames 
of  revealed  religion  in  the  posterity  of  Noah :   and  that  our 
modem  philosophers,  nay  and  some  of  our  philosophising  divines, 
have  too  much  exalted  the  faculties  of  our  souls,  when  they 
haye  maintained  that,  by  their  force,  mankind  has  been  able 
to  find  out  tiiat  there  is  one  supreme  agent  or  intellectual  being 
which  we  call  God :  that  praise  and  prayer  are  his  due  worship : 
and  the  rest  of  those  deducements,  which  I  am  confident  are  the 
remote  eflPects  of  revelation,  and  unattainable  by  our  discourse, 
I  mean  as  simply  considered,  and  without  the  benefit  of  divine 
iDmnination.     So  that  we  have  not  lifted  up  ourselves  to  God, 
by  the  weak  pinions  of  our  reason,  but  he  has  been  pleased  to 
descend  to  us;  and  what  Socrates  said  of  him,  what  l^lato  writ, 
and  the  rest  of  the  heathen  philosophers  of  several  nations,  is 
all  no  more  than  the  twilight  of  revelation,  after  the  sun  of  it 
was  set  in  the  race  of  Noah.     That  there  is  something  above 
us,  some  principle  of  motion,  our  reason  can  apprehend,  though 
it  cannot  discover  what  it  is  by  its  own  virtue.     Aud  indeed 
'tis  very  improbable,  that  we,  who  by  the   strength    of  our 
faculties  cannot  enter  into  the  knowledge  of  any  Being,  not  so 
nmch  as  of  our  own,  should  be  able  to  find  out,  by  them,  that 
supreme  nature,  whidi  we  cannot  otherwise  define   than  by 
saying  it  is  infinite;    as  if  infinite  were  definable,  or  infinity 
a  subject  for  our  narrow  understanding.     They  who  would 
prove  religion  by  reason,  do  but  weaken  the  cause  which  they 
endeavour  to  support;  it  is  to  take  away  the  pillars  from  our 
faith,  and  to  prop  it  only  with  a  twig ;  it  is  to  design  a  tower 
like  that  of  Babel,  which,  if  it  were  possible,  as  it  is  not,  to 
reach  heaven,  would  come  to  nothing  by  the  confusion  of  the 
workmen.  For  every  man  is  building  a  several  way ;  impotently 
conceited  of  his  own  model  and  his  own  materials :  reason  is 
always  striving,  and  always  at  a  loss ;  and  of  necessity  it  must 
so  come  to  pass,  while  it  is  exercised  about  that  which  is  not 
its  own  proper  object.     Let  us  be  content  at  last  to  know  God 
by  his  own  methods;  at  least,  so  much  of  him  as  he  is  pleased 
to  reveal  to  us  in  the  sacred  Scriptures :  to  apprehend  them  to 
be  the  word  of  God  is  all  our  reason  has  to  do ;  for  all  beyond 
it  is  the  work  of  faith,  which  is  the  seal  of  heaven  impressed 
upon  our  human  understanding. 

And  now  for  what  concerns  the  holy  bishop  Athanasius,  the 
preface  of  whose  creed  seems  inconsistent  with  my  opinion ; 
which  is,  that  heathens  may  possibly  be  saved :  in  the  first  place 
1  desire  it  may  be  considered  that  it  is  the  preface  only,  not  the 
creed  itself,  wMch,  till  I  am  better  informed,  ia  oi  loo  \ia.T^^^v 
gestion  for  my  charity.     'Tia  not  that  i  am  ig;iiOTaTi\i  \io^  xt^as^S 
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seyeral  texts  of  Scripture  seemingly  support  that  caube;  bql 
neither  am  I  ignorant  how  all  those  texts  may  receive  a  kinder 
and  more  mollified  interpretation.  Every  man  who  is  read  ill 
Church  history  knows  that  belief  was  drawn  up  after  a  long  coq> 
testation  with  Arius,  concerning  the  divinity  of  our  blessed 
Saviour,  and  his  being  one  substance  with  the  Father ;  and  thai 
thus  compiled  it  was  sent  abroad  among  the  Christian  Churohe% 
as  a  kind  of  test,  which  whosoever  took  was  looked  on  as  an 
orthodox  believer.  It  is  manifest  from  hence,  that  the  heath^i 
part  of  the  empire  was  not  concerned  in  it ;  for  its  business  waa 
not  to  distinguish  betwixt  Pagans  and  Christians,  but  betwixfc 
Heretics  and  true  Believers.  This,  well  considered,  takes  ofif  the 
heavy  weight  of  censure,  which  I  would  willingly  avoid,  from 
so  venerable  a  man ;  for  if  this  proposition,  "  whosoever  will  be 
saved,**  be  restrained  only  to  those  to  whom  it  was  intended, 
and  for  whom  it  was  composed,  I  mean  the  Christians ;  then  the 
anathema  reaches  not  the  Heathens,  who  had  never  heard  of 
Christ,  and  were  nothing  interested  in  that  dispute.  After  all 
I  am  far  from  blaming  even  that  prefatory  addition  to  the  creed, 
and  as  far  from  cavilling  at  the  continuation  of  it  in  the  liturgy 
of  the  Church,  where  on  the  days  appointed  it  is  publicly  read  : 
for  I  suppose  there  is  the  same  reason  for  it  now,  in  opposition 
to  the  Socinians,  as  there  was  then  against  the  Arians ;  the  one 
being  a  Heresy,  which  seems  to  have  been  refined  out  of  the 
other ;  and  with  how  much  plausibility  of  reason  it  combats  our 
religion,  with  so  much  more  caution  to  be  avoided :  and  therefore 
the  prudence  of  our  Church  is  to  be  commended,  which  has  inter- 
posed her  authority  for  the  recommendation  of  this  creed.  Yet 
to  such  as  are  grounded  in  the  true  belief,  those  explanatory 
creeds,  the  Nicene  and  this  of  Athanasius,  might  perhaps  be 
spared ;  for  what  is  supernatural,  will  always  be  a  mystery  in 
Apite  of  exposition,  and  for  my  own  part,  the  plain  Apostles^ 
creed  is  most  suitable  to  my  weak  understanding,  as  the  simplest 
diet  is  the  most  easy  of  digestion. 

I  have  dwelt  longer  on  this  subject  than  I  intended,  and  longer 
than  perhaps  I  ought ;  for  having  laid  down,  as  my  foundation, 
that  the  Scripture  is  a  rule ;  that  in  all  things  needful  to  salva- 
tion it  is  clear,  sufficient,  and  ordained  by  God  Almighty  for 
that  purpose,  I  have  left  myself  no  right  to  interpret  obscure 
places,  such  as  concern  the  possibility  of  eternal  happiness  to 
neathens  :  because  whatsoever  is  obscure  is  concluded  not  neces- 
sary to  be  known. 

But,  by  asserting  the  Scripture  to  be  the  canon  of  our  faith, 
I  have  unavoidably  created  to  myself  two  sorts  of  enemies  :  the 
Papists  indeed,  more  directly,  because  they  have  kept  the  Scrip- 
ture from  us  what  they  could ;  and  have  reserved  to  themselvefl 
a  right  of  interpreting  what  they  have  delivered  under  the  pre- 
teBce  of  infallibility :  and  the  "FanaAivcaiiioT^k  <^c>^«.Wni2^^  O^^^RWoei^ 
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f^Bj  have  assumed  what  amoiinU  to  an  infiillibility,  m  thr 
pRfate  spirit :  and  have  detorted  those  textfi  of  Scripture  whiph 
m  not  necessary  to  salvation,  to  the  damnable  uses  of  sedition, 
Morbance,  and  destruction  of  the  civil  government.  To  begin 
viUi  tiie  Papists,  and  to  speak  freely,  I  think  them  the  less 
dngerouSy  at  least  in  appearance,  to  our  present  state,  for  not 
only  ilie  penal  laws  are  in  force  against  them,  and  their  number 
ii  eontemptible ;  but  also  their  peerage  and  commons  are  ex- 
duded  from  parliament,  and  consequently  those  laws  in  no 
probability  of  being  repealed.  A  general  and  uninterrupted 
t^  of  their  Clergy,  ever  since  the  Reformation,  I  suppose  all 
notestants  believe ;  for  it  is  not  reasonable  to  think  but  that  so 
many  of  their  orders,  as  were  outed  from  their  fat  possessions, 
irodkl  endeavour  a  re-entrance  against  those  whom  they  account 
heretics.  As  for  the  late  design,  Mr.  Coleman's  letters,  for  aught 
I  know,  are  the  best  evidence ;  and  what  they  discover,  without 
wire-drawing  their  sense,  or  malicious  glosses,  all  men  of  reason 
eondude  credible.  If  there  be  anything  more  than  this  required 
of  me,  I  must  believe  it  as  well  as  I  am  able,  in  spite  of  the 
witnesses,  and  out  of  a  decent  conformity  to  the  votes  of  parlia- 
ment ;  for  I  suppose  the  fanatics  will  not  allow  the  private  spirit 
iA  this  case.  Here  the  infallibility  is  at  least  in  one  part  of  the 
government ;  and  our  understandings  as  well  as  our  wills  are 
represented.  But  to  return  to  Roman  Catholics,  how  can  we 
be  secure  from  the  practice  of  Jesuited  Papists  in  that  religion  f 
For  not  two  or  three  of  that  order,  as  some  of  them  would  im- 
pose upon  us,  but  almost  the  whole  body  of  them  are  of  opinion, 
that  their  infallible  master  has  a  right  over  kings,  not  only  in 
spirituals  but  temporals.  Not  to  name  Mariana,  Bellarmine, 
Emanuel  Sa,  Molina,  Santarel,  Simancha,  and  at  least  twenty 
others  of  foreign  countries ;  we  can  produce  of  our  own  nation, 
Campian,  and  Doleman  or  Parsons,  besides  many  are  named 
whom  I  have  not  read,  who  all  of  them  attest  this  doctrine,  that 
the  Pope  can  depose  and  give  away  the  right  of  any  sovereign 
prince,  si  vel  patUum  dtfexerit,  if  he  shall  never  so  little  warp  : 
but  if  he  once  comes  to  be  excommunicated,  then  the  bond  of 
obedience  is  taken  off  from  subjects ;  and  they  may  and  ought 
to  drive  him,  like  another  Nebuchadnezzar,  ex  hominum  Chriati- 
anorum  dominatUf  from  exercising  dominion  over  Christians  ;  and 
to  this  they  are  bound  by  virtue  of  divine  precept,  and  by  all 
the  ties  of  conscience  under  no  less  penalty  than  damnation. 
If  they  answer  me,  as  a  learned  priest  has  lately  written,  that 
this  doctrine  of  the  Jesuits  is  not  dejide;  and  that  consequently 
they  are  not  obliged  by  it,  they  must  pardon  me,  if  I  think  they 
have  said  nothing  to  the  purpose ;  for  it  is  a  maxim  in  their 
Church,  where  points  of  faith  are  not  decided,  and  that  doctors 
are  of  contrary  opiniona,  they  may  follow  which  parV,  t\ie^  ^\ftWi^\ 
but  more  safely  the  most  received  and  most  av\t\iOT\xev\.     ksA 
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their  champion  Bellarmine  has  told  the  world,  in  his  Apology, 
tha^  the  king  of  England  is  a  vassal  to  the  Pope,  ratione  directt 
dominii,  and  that  he  holds  in  villanage  of  his  Roman  landlord. 
Which  is  no  new  claim  put  in  for  England.  Our  chronicles  are 
his  authentic  witnesses,  that  king  John  was  deposed  by  the 
same  plea,  and  Philip  Augustus  admitted  tenant.  And  which 
makes  the  more  for  Bellarmine,  the  French  king  was  again 
ejected  when  our  king  submitted  to  the  Church,  and  the  crown 
.  received  under  the  sordid  condition  of  a  vassalage. 

It  is  not  sufficient  for  the  more  moderate  ard  well-meaning 
Papists,  of  which  I  doubt  not  there  are  many,  to  produce  the 
evidences  of  their  loyalty  to  the  late  king,  and  to  declare  theii' 
innocency  in  this  plot :  I  will  grant  their  behavioi^  in  the  first, 
to  have  been  as  loyal  and  as  brave  as  they  desire ;  and  will  be 
willing  to  hold  them  excused  as  to  the  second,  I  mean  when  ib 
comes  to  my  turn,  and  after  my  betters ;  for  it  is  a  madness  to 
be  sober  alone,  while  the  nation  continues  drunk :  but  that  saying 
of  their  father  Ores,  is  still  running  in  my  head,  that  they  may 
be  dispensed  with  in  their  obedience  to  an  heretic  prince,  while 
the  necessity  of  the  times  shall  oblige  them  to  it :  for  that,  as 
another  of  them  tells  us,  is  only  the  effect  of  Christian  prudence ; 
but  when  once  they  shall  get  power  to  shake  him  off,  an  heretic 
is  no  lawful  king,  and  consequently  to  rise  against  him  is  no 
rebellion.  I  should  be  glad,  therefore,  that  they  would  follow 
the  advice  which  was  charitably  given  them  by  a  revere4d  pre- 
late of  our  Church ;  namely,  that  they  would  join  in  a  public 
act  of  disowning  and  detesting  those  Jesuitic  principles ;  and 
subscribe  to  all  doctrines  which  deny  the  Pope's  authority  of 
deposing  kings,  and  releasing  subjects  from  their  oath  of  alle 
giance  :  to  which  I  should  think  they  might  easily  be  induced, 
if  ft  be  true  that  this  present  Pope  has  condemned  the  doctrine 
of  king-killing,  a  thesis  of  the  Jesuits,  amongst  others,  ex  cathedrd 
as  they  call  it,  or  in  open  consistory. 

Leaving  them  therefore  in  so  fair  a  way,  if  they  please  them- 
selves, of  satisfying  all  reasonable  men  of  their  sincerity  and 
good  meaning  to  the  government,  I  shall  make  bold  to  consider 
that  other  extreme  of  our  religion,  I  mean  the  Fanatics^  or 
Schismatics,  of  the  English  Church.  Since  the  Bible  has  been 
translated  into  our  tongue,  they  have  used  it  so,  as  if  their 
business  was  not  to  be  saved  but  to  be  damned  by  its  contents. 
If  we  consider  only  them,  better  had  it  been  for  the  English 
nation  that  it  had  still  remained  in  the  original  Greek  and 
Hebrew,  or  at  least  in  the  honest  Latin  of  St.  Jerome,  than  that 
several  texts  in  it  should  have  been  prevaricated  to  the  destruc- 
tion of  that  government  which  put  it  into  so  ungrateful  hands. 

How  many  heresies  the  first  translation  of  Tindal  produced 

XD  few  years,  let  my  lord  Herbert'a  history  of  Henry  the  Eighth 

inform  you;  insomuch,  that  tor  t\i©  gcoaa  erco^c«,\a.v\.,«sA,N}DLa 
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great  mischiefs  it  occasioned,  a  sentence  passed  on  the  first  edition 
of  the  Bible,  too  shameful  almost  to  be  repeated.  After  the  short 
nign  of  Edward  the  Sixth,  who  had  continued  to  carry  on  the 
Refonnation  on  other  prmciples  than  it  was  begun,  every  one 
kno^ra  that  not  only  the  chief  promoters  of  that  work,  but  many 
otherB,  whose  consciences  would  not  dispense  with  Popery,  were 
ktroodf  for  fear  of  persecution,  to  change  climates  :  from  whence 
Rtondng  at  the  beginning  of  queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  many  of 
them  who  had  been  in  France,  and  at  Geneva,  brought  back  the 
rigid  opinions  and  imperious  discipline  of  Calvin,  tc  graft  upon 
oar  Reformation.  Which,  though  they  cimningly  concealed  at 
first,  as  well  knowing  how  nauseously  that  drug  would  go  down 
in  a  lawful  Monarchy,  which  was  prescribed  for  a  rebellious 
Conmionwealth,  yet  they  always  kept  it  in  reserve ;  and  were 
never  wanting  to  themselves  either  in  court  or  parliament,  when 
either  they  had  any  prospect  of  a  numerous  party  of  fanatio 
members  of  the  one,  or  the  encouragement  of  any  favourite  in 
the  other,  whose  covetousness  was  gaping  at  the  patrimony  of 
the  Church.  They  who  will  consult  the  works  of  our  venerable 
Hooker,  or  the  accoimt  of  his  life,  or  more  particularly  the  letter 
written  to  him  on  this  subject,  by  George  Cranmer,  may  see  by 
what  gradations  they  proceeded ;  from  the  dislike  of  cap  and 
Borplice,  the  very  next  step  was  admonitions  to  the  parliament 
against  the  whole  government  ecclesiastical :  then  came  out 
volumes  in  English  and  Latin  in  defence  of  their  tenets :  and 
immediately  practices  were  set  on  foot  to  erect  their  discipline 
without  authority.  Those  not  succeeding,  satire  and  railing  was 
the  next :  and  Martin  Mar-prelate,  the  Marvel  of  those  times, 
was  the  first  presbyterian  scribbler,  who  sanctified  libels  and 
scurrility  to  the  use  of  the  good  old  cause.  Which  was  done, 
says  my  author,  upon  this  account ;  that  their  serious  treatises 
having  been  fully  answered  and  refuted,  they  might  compass  by 
ruling  what  they  had  lost  by  reasoning ;  and,  when  their  cause 
was  sunk  in  court  and  parliament,  they  might  at  least  hedge  in 
a  stake  amongst  the  rabble :  for  to  their  ignorance  all  things 
are  wit  which  are  abusive ;  but  if  Church  and  State  were  made 
ihe  theme,  then  the  doctoral  degree  of  wit  was  to  be  taken  at 
Billingsgate  :  even  the  most  saintlike  of  the  party,  though  they 
durst  not  excuse  this  contempt  and  vilifying  of  the  government, 
yet  were  pleased,  and  grinned  at  it  with  a  pious  smile ;  and 
called  it  a  judgment  of  God  against  the  hierarchy.  Thus  secta- 
ries, we  may  see,  were  bom  with  teeth,  foul-mouthed  and  scurri- 
lous from  their  infancy :  and  if  spiritual  pride,  venom,  violence, 
contempt  of  superiors,  and  slander,  had  been  the  marks  of 
orthodox  belief ;  the  presbytery  and  the  rest  of  our  schismatics, 
which  are  their  spawn,  were  always  the  most  visible  Church  in 
the  Christian  world. 

It  ia  true,  the  government  was  too  stronff  at  t\ia\.  \A\nft  iot  ^ 
14  ^ 


[^b4 
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rebellion ;  but  to  snow  what  proficiency  they  had  made  in  Cal- 
yin's  school,  even  then  their  mouths  watered  at  it :  for  two  oi 
their  gifted  brotherhood,  Hacket  and  Coppinger,  as  the  stoiy 
tells  us,  got  up  into  a  pease-car|;,  and  harangued  the  people,  to 
dispose  them  to  an  insurrection,  and  to  establish  their  discipline 
by  force  :  so  that  however  it  comes  about,  that  now  they  cele- 
brate queen  Elizabeth's  birth-night,  as  that  of  their  saint  and 
patroness;  yet  then  they  were  for  doing  the  work  of  the  Lord* 
by  arms  against  her ;  and  in  all  probability  they  wanted  but  a 
fanatic  lord  mayor  and  two  sheriffs  of  their  party,  to  have  com- 
passed it. 

Our  venerable  Hooker,  after  many  admonitions  which  Le  had 
given  them,  towards  the  end  of  his  preface,  breaks  out  into  this 
prophetic  speech :  "  There  is  in  every  one  of  these  considerations 
most  just  cause  to  fear,  lest  our  hastiness  to  embrace  a  thing  of 
so  perilous  consequence,*'  (meaning  the  presbyterian  discipline,) 
"  should  cause  posterity  to  feel  those  evils,  which  as  yet  are 
more  easy  for  us  to  prevent,  than  they  would  be  for  them  to 
remedy." 

How  fatally  this  Cassandra  has  foretold  we  know  too  well  by 
sad  experience :  the  seeds  were  sown  in  the  time  of  queen 
Elizabeth,  the  bloody  harvest  ripened  in  the  reign  of  king 
Charles  the  Martyr :  and  because  all  the  sheaves  could  not  be 
carried  off  without  shedding  some  of  the  loose  grains,  another 
crop  is  too  likely  to  follow ;  nay,  I  fear  it  is  unavoidable  if  the 
conventiclers  be  permitted  still  to  scatter. 

A  man  may  be  suffered  to  quote  an  adversary  to  our  religion, 
when  he  speaks  truth :  and  it  is  the  observation  of  Maimbourg, 
m  his  History  of  Calvinism,  that  wherever  that  discipline  was 
planted  and  embraced,  rebellion,  civil  war,  and  misery  attended 
it.  And  how  indeed  should  it  happen  otherwise  ?  Reformation 
of  Church  and  State  has  always  been  the  ground  of  our  divisions 
in  England.  While  we  were  Papists,  our  holy  father  rid  us,  by 
pretending  authority  out  of  the  Scriptures  to  depose  princes ; 
when  we  shook  off  his  authority,  the  sectaries  furnished  them- 
selves with  the  same  weapons ;  and  out  of  the  same  magazine, 
the  Bible  :  so  that  the  Scriptures,  which  are,  in  themselves  the 
greatest  «ecurity  of  governors,  as  commanding  express  obedience 
to  them,  are  now  turned  to  their  destruction ;  and  never  since 
the  Reformation  has  there  wanted  a  text  of  their  interpreting 
to  authorize  a  rebel.  And  it  is  to  be  noted  by  the  way,  that  the 
doctrines  of  king-killing  and  deposing,  which  have  been  taken 
up  only  by  the  worst,  party  of  the  Papists,  the  most  frontless 
flatterers  of  the  Pope's  authority,  have  been  espoused,  defended, 
and  are  still  maintained  by  the  whole  body  of  Nonconformists 
Bxid  republicans.     It  is  but  dubbing  themselves  the  people  of 

d,  which  it  is  the  interest  of  their  preachers  to  tell  them  they 
Aod  their  own  interest  to  "beWev©',  wi^  ai\.et  Wv^  \.\ift^ 
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cannot  dip  into  the  Bible,  but  one  text  or  other  will  tarn  up  for 
^eir  purpose :  if  they  are  under  persecution,  as  they  call  it,  then 
that  is  a  mark  of  their  election ;  if  they  flourish,  then  God 
woriks  miracles  for  their  deliverance,  and  the  saints  are  to 
possess  the  earth. 

They  may  think  themselves  to  be  too  roughly  handled  in  this 
paper;  but  I  who  know  best  how  far  I  could  have  gone  on  this 
■dbjed^  must  be  bold  to  tell  them  they  are  spared :  though  at 
tiie  same  time  I  am  not  ignorant  that  they  interpret  the  mild- 
ness of  a  writer  to  them,  as  they  do  the  mercy  of  the  govern- 
ment ;  in  the  one  they  think  it  fear,  and  conclude  it  weakness 
in  the  other.  The  best  way  for  them  to  confute  me  is,  as  I 
before  advised  the  Papists,  to  disclaim  their  principles  and 
renounce  their  practices.  We  shall  all  be  glad  to  thmk  them 
tme  Englishmen  when  they  obey  the  King,  and  true  Protestants 
when  they  conform  to  the  Church-disciplme. 

It  remains  that  I  acquaint  the  reader,  that  these  verses  were 
written  for  an  ingenious  young  gentlemen  my  friend,  upon  his 
translation  of  The  Critical  History  of  the  Old  Testament,  com- 
posed by  the  learned  father  Simon :  the  verses  therefore  are 
addressed  to  the  translator  of  that  work,  and  the  style  of  them 
is,  what  it  ought  to  be,  epistolary. 

If  any  one  be  so  lamentable  a  critic  as  to  require  the  smooth- 
ness, the  numbers,  and  the  turn  of  heroic  poetry  in  this  poem ; 
I  must  tell  him,  that  if  he  has  not  read  Horace,  I  have  studied 
him^  and  hope  the  style  of  his  epistles  is  not  ill  imitated  here. 
The  expressions  of  a  poem  designed  purely  for  instruction, 
ought  to  be  plain  and  natural,  and  yet  majestic ;  for  here  the 
poem  is  presumed  to  be  a  kind  of  lawgiver,  and  those  three 
qualities  which  I  have  named,  are  proper  to  the  legislative  style. 
The  florid,  elevated,  and  figurative  way  is  for  the  passions ;  for 
love  and  hatred,  fear  and  anger,  are  begotten  in  the  soul,  by 
showing  their  objects  out  of  their  true  proportion,  either  greater 
than  the  life  or  less  :  but  instruction  is  to  be  given  by  showing 
them  what  they  naturally  are.  A  man  is  to  be  cheated  into  pas- 
sion, but  to  be  reasoned  into  truth. 
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Dim  as  the  borrowed  beams  of  moon  and  stars 
To  lonely,  WBary,  wandering  travellers, 
Is  Beason  to  the  soul :  and  as  on  high, 
Those  rolling  fires  discover  but  the  sky, 
Not  light  ua  here  ;  ao  JKeason's  glimmering  raj 
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"Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doubtful  way, 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day. 
And  as  those  nightly  tapers  disappear, 
When  day's  bright  lord  ascends  our  hemisphere ; 
So  pale  grows  Reason  at  Religion's  sight ; 
So  dies,  and  so  dissolves  in  supematiu^  light. 
Some  few,  whose  lamp  shone  brighter,  have  been  led 
From  cause  to  cause,  to  nature's  secret  head  ; 
And  found  that  one  first  principle  must  be  • 
But  what,  or  who,  that  universal  He  ; 
Whether  some  soul  incompassing  this  ball, 
Unmade,  unmoved  ;  yet  making,  moving  all ; 
Or  various  atoms'  interfermg  dance 
Leap'd  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance ; 
Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity ; 
Not  even  the  Stagirite  himself  could  see  : 
And  Epicurus  guess'd  as  well  as  he. 
As  blindly  groped  they  for  a  future  state ; 
As  rashly  judged  of  providence  and  fate : 
But  least  of  aU  coula  their  endeavours  find 
What  most  concem'd  the  good  of  human  kind; 
For  happiness  was  never  to  be  found. 
But  vamsh'd  from  'em  like  enchanted  ground. 
One  thought  Content  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd ; 
This  every  httle  accident  destroyed : 
The  wiser  madmen  did  for  Virtue  toil, 
A  thorny  or  at  best  a  barren  soil: 
In  Pleasure  some  their  glutton  souls  would  steep. 
But  found  their  line  too  short,  the  weU  too  deep ; 
And  leaky  vessels  which  no  bliss  could  keep. 
Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endless  circles  roll, 
Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  soul ; 
In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end : 
How  can  the  less  the  greater  comprehend  ? 
Or  finite  reason  reach  Infinity  ? 
For  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He. 
The  Deist  thinks  he  stands  on  firmer  ground; 
Cries,  Eureka — ^the  mighty  secret 's  found : 
God  is  that  spring  of  good  ;  supreme,  and  best ; 
We,  made  to  serve,  and  in  that  service  blest : 
If  so,  some  rules  of  worship  must  be  given, 
Distributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven ; 
Else  God  were  partial,  and  to  some  denied 
The  means  his  justice  should  for  all  provide. 
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This  general  "worship  is  to  praise  and  pray: 
One  part  to  borrow  olessings,  one  to  pay: 
And  when  frail  nature  slides  into  ofifence, 
The  sacrifice  for  crimes  is  penitence. 
Yet  since  the  effects  of  providence,  we  find, 
Are  Tariously  dispensea  to  human  kind ; 
That  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  suffers  here, 
A  brand  that  sovereign  justice  cannot  bear ; 
Our  reason  prompts  us  to  a  ftiture  state  : 
The  last  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fate  : 
Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  declared 
The  bad  meet  pimishment,  the  good  reward. 

Thus  man  by  his  own  strength  to  heaven  would  soar : 
And  would  not  be  obliged  to  Bod  for  more. 
Vain,  wretched  creature,  how  art  thou  misled 
To  think  thy  wit  these  god-hke  notions  bred! 
These  truths  are  not  the  product  of  thy  mind. 
But  dropt  from  Heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
Revealed  Keligion  first  inform'd  thy  sight, 
And  Reason  saw  not,  till  Faith  sprung  the  light. 
Hence  all  thy  natural  worship  takes  the  source  ; 
'Tis  revelation  what  thou  thmk'st  discourse  : 
Else  how  com'st  thou  to  see  these  truths  so  clear, 
Which  so  obscure  to  Heathens  did  appear  ] 
Not  Plato  these,  nor  Aristotle  found : 
Nor  he  whose  wisdom  oracles  renown'd. 
Hast  thou  a  wit  so  deep,  or  so  sublime, 
Or  canst  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 
Canst  thou  by  reason  more  of  Godhead  know 
Than  Plutarch,  Seneca,  or  Cicero  ? 
Those  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  bom, 
(When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  and  Home  adorn,) 
Knew  no  such  system :  no  such  piles  could  raise 
Of  natural  worship,  built  on  prayer  and  praise 
To  one  sole  Gk>d. 

Nor  did  remorse  to  expiate  sin  prescribe  : 
But  slew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe  : 
The  guiltless  victim  groan'd  for  their  offence  ; 
And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence. 
If  sheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men,  • 
Ah !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  sin ; 
And  great  oppressors  might  Heaven's  wrath  beguile^ 
By  offering  his  own  creatures  for  a  spoil ! 
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Dar'st  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  must  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  thee  t 
Then  thou  art  Justice  in  the  last  appeal ; 
Thy  easy  God  instructs  thee  to  rebel : 
And,  like  a  king  remote,  and  weak,  must  take 
What  satisfaction  thou  art  pleased  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  power  too  just  and  strong 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpimish'd  wrong ; 
Look  himibly  upward,  see  Ym  will  disclose 
The  forfeit  first,  and  then  the  fine  impose : 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never  pay, 
Had  not  Eternal  Wisdom  foimd  the  way : 
And  with  celestial  wealth  supplied  thy  store ; 
His  justice  makes  the  fine,  his  mercy  quits  the  score. 
See  God  descending  in  thy  human  frame ; 
The  offended  suffering  in  the  offender's  name  ; 
All  thy  misdeeds  to  mm  imputed  see. 
And  all  his  righteousness  devolved  on  thee. 

For  granting  we  have  sinn'd,  and  that  the  offence 
Of  man  is  made  against  Omnipotence, 
Some  price  that  bears  proportion  must  be  paid, 
And  infinite  with  infimte  be  weigh'd. 
See  then  the  Deist  lost :  remorse  for  vice 
Not  paid,  or  paid,  inadequate  in  price : 
What  farther  means  can  Eeason  now  direct, 
Or  what  relief  from  human  wit  expect  ? 
That  shows  us  sick ;  and  sadly  are  we  sure 
Still  to  be  sick,  till  Heaven  reveal  the  cure : 
If  then  Heaven's  will  must  needs  be  understood, 

g^hich  must,  if  we  want  cure,  and  Heaven  be  good,) 
t  all  records  of  will  revealed  be  shown ; 
With  Scripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown, 
And  our  one  sacred  book  will  be  that  one. 

Proof  needs  not  here,  for  whether  we  compare 
That  impious,  idle,  superstitious  ware 
Of  rites,  lustrations,  offerings,  which  before. 
In  various  ages,  various  countries  bore, 
With  Christian  faith  and  virtues,  we  shall  find 
None  answering  the  great  ends  of  human  kind, 
But  this  one  nde  of  Ufe,  that  shows  us  best 
How  God  may  be  appeased,  and  mortab  blest. 
Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  draw, 
The  world  is  scarce  more  ancient  than  the  law :  . 
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Heaven's  early  care  prescribed  for  every  age, 

First,  in  the  &(Oul,  and  after  in  the  page. 

Or,  whether  more  abstractedly  we  look. 

Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book, 

Whenc5e,  but  from  Heaven,  could  men  unskilled  in  arts, 

In  several  ages  born,  in  several  parts. 

Weave  such  agreeing  truths  1  or  how,  or  why, 

Should  all  conspire  to  cheat  us  with  a  he  ? 

Unask'd  their  pains,  imgratefiil  their  advice, 

Starving  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itself  we  cast  our  view. 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  story  true : 
The  doctrine,  miracles ;  which  must  convince. 
For  Heaven  in  them  appeals  to  human  sense : 
And  though  they  prove  not,  they  confirm  the  cause, 
When  what  is  taught  agrees  with  nature's  laws. 

Then  for  the  style,  majestic  and  divine. 
It  speaks  no  less  than  God  in  every  line  : 
Commanding  words,  whose  force  is  still  the  same 
As  the  first  fiat  that  produced  our  frame. 
All  faiths  beside,  or  did  by  arms  ascend, 
Or  sense  indulged  has  made  mankind  their  friend : 
This  only  doctrine  does  our  lusts  oppose : 
Unfed  by  nature's  soil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
Cross  to  our  interests,  curbing  sense  and  sin ; 
Oppress'd  without,  and  undermined  within. 
It  thrives  through  paiA ;  its  own  tormentors  tires ; 
And  with  a  stubborn  patience  still  aspires. 
To  what  can  Beason  such  effects  assign 
Transcending  nature,  but  to  laws  divine  1 
Which  in  that  sacred  volume  are  contain'd ; 
Sufficient,  clear,  and  for  that  use  ordain'd. 

But  stay:  the- Deist  here  will  urge  anew. 
No  supernatural  worship  can  be  true : 
Because  a  general  law  is  that  alone 
Which  must  to  all,  and  every  where,  be  known : 
A  style  so  large  as  not  this  book  can  claim. 
Nor  aught  that  bears  revealed  religion's  name. 
'Tis  said  the  sound  of  a  Messiah's  birth 
Is  gone  through  all  the  habitable  earth : 
But  still  that  text  must  be  confined  alone 
To  what  was  then  inhabited  and  known : 
And  what  provision  could  from  thence  accrue 
To  Indian  souls,  and  worlds  discover'd  ne^  \ 
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In  other  parts  it  helps,  that,  ages  past, 
The  Scriptures  there  were  known,  and  were  embraced, 
Till  Sin  spread  once  again  the  shades  of  night : 
What's  that  to  these  who  never  saw  the  light  ? 

Of  all  objections  this  indeed  is  chie^ 
To  startle  reason,  stagger  jfrail  belief : 
We  grant,  'tis  true,  that  Heaven  from  human  sense 
Has  hid  the  secret  paths  of  Providence  : 
But  boundless  wisdom,  boimdless  mercy,  may 
Find  even  for  those  bewilder'd  souls  a  way : 
If  from  his  nature,  foes  may  pity  claim, 
Much  more  may  strangers  who  ne'er  heard  his  name : 
And  though  no  name  be  for  salvation  known, 
But  that  of  his  eternal  Son's  alone ; 
Who  knows  how  far  transcending  goodness  can 
Extend  the  merits  of  that  Son  to  man  ? 
Who  knows  what  reasons  may  his  mercy  lead ; 
Or  ignorance  invincible  may  plead  ? 
Not  only  charity  bids  hope  the  best. 
But  more  the  great  apostle  has  expreas'd : 
That  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  law  inspired, 
By  nature  did  what  was  by  law  required ; 
They,  who  the  written  rule  had  never  known, 
Were  to  themselves  both  rule  and  law  alone : 
To  nature's  plain  indictment  they  shall  plead ; 
And  by  their  conscience  be  condemn'd  or  freed. 
Most  righteous  doom !  because  a  rule  revealed 
Is  none  to  those  from  whom  it  was  concealed. 
Then  those  who  follow'd  Reason's  dictates  righf 
Lived  up,  and  hfted  high  their  natural  light ; 
With  Socrates  may  see  their  Maker's  face. 
While  thousand  rubric  martyrs  want  a  place. 

Nor  does  it  balk  my  charity,  to  find 
The  Egyptian  bishop  of  another  mind  : 
For  though  his  creed  eternal  truth  contains, 
'Tis  hard  for  man  to  doom  to  endless  pains 
All  who  beheved  not  all  his  zeal  required  ; 
Unless  he  first  could  prove  he  was  inspired. 
Then  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  say 
This  faith,  where  publish'd,  was  the  only  way ; 
Or  else  conclude,  that,  Arius  to  confute, 
The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispute. 
Flew  high  ;  and,  as  his  Christian  fury  rose, 
JMmn'd  all  for  heretics  who  dvirat  o^^os*^. 
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Thus  far  my  charity  this  path  has  tried  ; 
(A  much  unskilful,  but  well-meaning  guide :) 
Yet  what  they  are,  e'en  these  crude  thoughts  were  bred 
By  reading  that  which  better  thou  hast  read : 
liy  matchless  author's  work :  which  thou,  my  friend, 
"By  well  translating  better  dost  commend : 
Tiiose  youthful  hours,  which,  of  thy  equals  most 
In  toys  have  squander'd,  or  in  vice  have  lost, 
Those  hours  hast  thou  to  nobler  use  employ'd, 
And  the  severe  delights  of  truth  enjoy'A 
Witness  this  weighty  book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  toil  of  many  thoughtful  years. 
Spent  by  thy  author,  in  the  sifting  care 
(tf  Babbins'  old  sophisticated  ware 
From  gold  divine ;  which  he  who  well  can  sort 
May  afterwards  make  algebra  a  sport. 
A  treasure,  which  if  country  curates  buy, 
They  Junius  and  Tremellius  may  defy  : 
Save  pains  in  various  readings  a^d  ti^uslations, 
And  without  Hebrew  make  most  leam'd  quotations. 
A  work  so  fuU  with  various  learning  fraught, 
So  nicely  ponder'd,  yet  so  strongly  wrought, 
As  Nature's  height  and  Art's  last  hand  required ; 
As  much  as  man  could  compass,  uninspired  : 
Where  we  may  see  what  errors  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  copiers'  and  translators'  trade  : 
How  Jewish — -Popish — ^interests,  have  prevail'd, 
And  where  infaUibility  has'fail'd. 

For  some,  who  have  his  secret  meaning  guess'd. 
Have  found  our  author  not  too  much  a  priest : 
For  fashion-sake  he  seems  to  have  recourse 
To  Pope,  and  Councils,  and  Tradition's  force  : 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  subdue, 
Could  not  but  find  the  weakness  of  the  new. 
If  Scripture,  though  derived  from  heavenly  birth, 
Has  been  but  carelessly  preserved  on  earth ; 
If  God's  own  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promised  more, 
In  fuller  terms,  of  Heaven's  assisting  care. 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  study  spare 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  imperplex'd, 
Let  in  gross  errors  to  corrupt  the  text, 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroil'd  the  sense, 
Wjih  rain  traditions  atopp  'd  the  gaping  fenoft, 
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WMch  every  common  hand  pull'd  up  with  ease : 
What  safety  from  such  brushwood-helps  as  these  ? 
If  written  words  from  time  are  not  secured, 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  sounds  endured  ? 
Which  thus  transmitted,  if  one  mouth  has  &il'd, 
Immortal  lies  on  ages  are  entail'd : 
And  that  some  such  have  been,  is  proved  too  plain  ; 
If  we  consider  Interest,  Church,  and  Gain. 

Oh,  but,  says  one,  Tradition  set  aside, 
Where  can  we  hope  for  an  unerring  guide  ? 
For  since  the  original  Scripture  has  been  lost, 
All  copies  disagreeing,  maim*d  the  most. 
Or  Christian  faith  can  have  no  certain  ground. 
Or  truth  in  Church  Tradition  must  be  found. 

Such  an  omniscient  Church  we  wish  indeed ; 
'Twere  worth  both  Testaments ;  and  cast  in  the  Creed 
But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  so  sure. 
As  can  aU  doubts  resolve,  aU  truth  secure, 
Then  her  infeJlibihty,  as  well, 
Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  lame,  can  tell ; 
Hestore  lost  canon  with  as  Uttle  pains, 
As  truly  exphcate  what  still  remains : 
Which  yet  no  Council  dare  pretend  to  do. 
Unless  like  Esdras  they  could  write  it  new : 
Strange  confidence,  still  to  interpret  true. 
Yet  not  be  sm*e  that  all  they  have  explain'd, 
Is  in  the  blest  original  contain'd. 
More  safe,  and  much  more  modest  *tis,  to  say 
God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  way : 
And  that  the  Scriptures,  though  not  every  where 
Free  from  corruption,  or  entire,  or  clear. 
Are  uncorrupt,  sufficient,  clear,  entire. 
In  all  things  which  our  needfid  faith  require. 
If  others  in  the  same  glass  better  see, 
'Tis  for  themselves  they  look,  but  not  for  me : 
For  my  salvation  must  its  doom  receive. 
Not  from  what  others  but  what  /  believe. 

Must  all  tradition  then  be  set  aside  ? — 
.This  to  affirm  were  ignorance  or  pride. 

there  not  many  points,  some  needful,  sure, 

[  MTing  faith,  that  Scripture  leaves  obscure  ? 

'  Idi  every  sect  will  wrest  a  several  way, 
"WlMiit  one  sect  interprets,  aU  sects  may  : 

|r jbolc^  ADd  say  we  prove  from  ScTv^tvxce  "^Mi^, 
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Tliat  Cfhrist  is  Gk>D ;  the  bold  Socinian 
From  the  same  Scripture  urges  he's  but  wa/t. 
Kow  what  appeal  can  end  the  important  suit  ? 
Both  parts  talk  loudly,  but  the  nue  is  mute. 

^udl  I  speak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free 
Assume  an  hon^  layman's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  (according  to  my  Uttle  skill — 
To  my  own  mother-church  submittiug  still) 
That  many  have  been  saved,  and  many  may, 
Who  never  heard  this  question  brought  in  play 
The  unlettered  Christian,  who  believes  in  gross, 
Plods  on  to  heaven,  and  ne'er  is  at  a  loss : 
For  the  strait-gate  would  be  made  straiter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  there  but  men  of  wit. 
The  few  by  nature  form'd,  with  learning  fraught, 
Bom  to  instruct,  as  others  to  be  taught. 
Must  study  well  the  sacred  page :  and  see 
Which  doctrine,  this,  or  that,  aoes  best  agree 
With  the  whole  tenor  of  the  work  divine  ; 
And  plainliest  points  to  Heaven's  reveal'd  design ; 
Which  exposition  flows  from  genuine  sense  ; 
And  which  is  forced  by  wit  and  eloquence. 
Not  that  tradition's  parts  are  useless  here  : 
When  general,  old,  disinteressed,  clear : 
That  ancient  Fathers  thus  expoimd  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majesty  of  age : 
Confirms  its  force,  by  biding  every  test ; 
For  best  authority's  next  rules  are  best : 
And  still  the  nearer  to  the  spring  we  go. 
More  limpid,  more  imsoil'd,  the  waters  flow. 
Thus,  first  traditions  were  a  proof  alone  ; 
Could  we  be  certain  such  they  were,  so  known : 
But  since  some  flaws  in  long  descent  may  be, 
They  make  not  truth  but  probability. 
Even  Arius  and  Pelagius  durst  provoke 
To  what  the  centuries  preceding  spoke. 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oft-told  tale : 
But  truth  by  its  own  sinews  will  prevail. 
Tradition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  voice  descends : 
And  this,  as  perfect  as  its  kind  can  be, 
Bolls  down  to  us  the  sacred  history  : 
Which  from  the  Universal  CTiurch  received^ 
Ts  tried,  and  after,  for  itself  believed. 
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The  partial  Papists  would  infer  from  hence 
Their  Church,  in  last  resort,  should  judge  the  sense. 
But  first  they  would  assume,  with  wondrous  art, 
Themselves  to  be  the  whole,  who  are  but  part 
Of  that  vast  frame,  the  Church ;  yet  grant  they  were 
The  banders  down,  can  they  from  thence  infer 
A  right  to  interpret  ?  or  would  they  alone, 
Who  brought  the  present,  claim  it  for  their  own  ? 
The  Book's  a  common  largess  to  mankind ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  man  designed ; 
The  welcome  news  is  in  the  letter  found, 
The  carrier's  not  commission'd  to  expoimd. 
It  speaks  itself,  and  what  it  does  contain, 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known,  is  plain. 

In  times  o'ergrown  with  rust  and  ignorance, 
A  gainful  trade  their  clergy  did  advance ; 
When  want  of  learning  kept  the  laymen  low. 
And  none  but  priests  were  authorised  to  know : 
When  what  small  knowledge  was,  in  them  did  dwel]. 
And  he  a  god  who  could  but  read  or  spell :  . 
Then  mother  Church  did  mightily  prevail : 
She  parcell'd  out  the  Bible  by  retail : 
But  still  expounded  what  she  sold  or  gave. 
To  keep  it  in  her  power  to  damn  and  save. 
Scripture  was  scarce,  and  as  the  market  went, 
Poor  laymen  took  salvation  on  content. 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad ; 
God's  word  they  had  not,  but  the  priest's  they  had. 
Yet,  whate'er  false  conveyances  they  made, 
The  lawyer  still  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  those  dark  times  they  learn'd  their  knack  so  well. 
That  by  long  use  they  grew  infallible': 
At  last,  a  knowing  age  began  to  inquire 
If  they  the  Book,  or  that  did  them  inspire : 
And,  making  narrower  search,  they  found,  though  late, 
That  what  they  thought  the  priest's,  was  their  estate  ; 
Taught  by  the  wiU  produced,  (the  written  word,) 
How  long  they  had  oeen  cheated  on  record. 
Then,  every  man  who  saw  the  title  fair 
Claim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  share ; 
Consulted  soberly  his  private  good. 
And  saved  himself  as  cheap  as  e'er  he  could. 

Tis  true,  my  friend,  (and  far  be  flattery  hence,) 
Tbiagood  has  full  as  bad  a  conaec\vieYv(i^  . 
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The  Book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  hand, 

Which  eacli  presumed  he  best  could  understand. 

The  common  rule  was  made  the  common  prey; 

And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 

The  tender  page  with  homy  fists  was  gall'd ; 

And  he  was  gifted  most  that  loudest  bawl'd  : 

The  spirit  gave  the  doctoral  degree  : 

And  eveiy  member  of  a  company 

Was  of  his  trade,  and  of  the  bible,  free. 

Plain  truths  enough  for  needful  use  they  found ; 

But  men  would  stiU  be  itching  to  expound  : 

Each  was  ambitious  of  the  obscurest  place, 

No  measure  ta'en  from  knowledge,  aU  from  grace. 

Study  and  pains  were  now  no  more  their  care  ; 

Texts  were  explained  by  fasting  and  by  prayer : 

This  was  the  fruit  the  private  spirit  brought : 

Occasioned  by  great  zesd  and  Uttle  thought. 

While  crowds  unlearn'd,  with  rude  devotion  warm. 

About  the  sacred  viands  buzz  and  swarm, 

The  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood  ; 

And  turns  to  maggots  what  was  meant  for  food. 

A  thousand  daily  sects  rise  up  and  die  ; 

A  thousand  more  the  perish'd  race  supply: 

So  all  we  make  of  Heaven's  discover'd  will. 

Is,  not  to  have  it,  or  to  Use  it  ill. 

The  danger's  much  the  same  ;  on  several  shelves 

If  others  wreck  us,  or  we  wreck  ourselves. 

What  then  remains,  but,  waiving  each  extreme. 
The  tides  of  ignorance  and  pride  to  stem  1 
Neither  so  rich  a  treasure  to  forego. 
Nor  proudly  seek  beyond  our  power  to  know : 
Eaith  is  not  built  on  disquisitions  vain ; 
The  things  we  must  believe  are  few  and  plain : 
But  since  men  will  believe  more  than  they  need. 
And  every  man  will  make  himself  a  creed, 
In  doubtful  questions  'tis  the  safest  way 
To  learn  what  unsuspected  ancients  say : 
For  'tis  not  likely  we  should  higher  soar 
In  search  of  Heaven,  than  all  the  Church  before ; 
Nor  can  we  be  deceived,  unless  we  see 
The  Scripture  and  the  Fathers  disagree. 
If  after  sJl  they  stand  suspected  still, 
(For  no  man's  faith  depends  unon  his  will  '^ 
15 
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Tis  some  relief,  that  points  not  clearly  known. 
Without  much  hazard  may  be  let  alone : 
And  after  hearing  what  our  Church  can  say, 
If  still  our  reason  runs  another  way, 
That  private  reason  'tis  more  just  to  curb, 
Than  by  disputes  the  public  peace  disturb. 
For  points  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn : 
But  common  .quiet  is  mankind's  concern. 

Thus  have  i  made  my  own  opinions  clear ; 
Yet  neither  praise  expect  nor  censure  fear : 
And  this  unpolish'd,  rugged  verse  I  chose, 
As  fittest  for  discourse,  and  nearest  prose ; 
For  while  from  sacred  truth  I  do  not  swerve, 
Tom  Stemhold's,  or  Tom  Shadwell's  rhymes  will  seinre. 


MAC  FLECKNOE. 

[Richard  Flecknoe,  Esq.,  from  whom  this  poem  derives  it  name,  vrza  bm 
Irish  priest,  who  had,  according  to  his  own  declaration,  laid  aside  the 
mechanic  part  of  the  priesthood.  He  was  well  known  at  court ;  yet,  out 
of  four  plays  which  he  wrote,  could  get  only  one  of  them  acted,  and  that 
was  damned.  Mr.  Thomas  Shadwell  is  the  hero  of  the  piece,  and  intro- 
duced, as  if  pitched  upon,  by  Flecknoe,  to  succeed  him  m  the  throne  of 
dulness ;  for  Flecknoe  was  never  poet-laureat.] 

All  human  things  are  subject  to  decay. 
And  when  fate  summons,  monarchs  must  obey. 
This  Flecknoe  found,  who,  like  Augustus,  young 
"Was  call'd  to  empire,  and  had  govem'd  long ; 
In  prose  and  verse,  was  own'd,  without  dispute, 
Through  all  the  realms  of  Nonsense,  absolute. 
This  aged  prince,  now  flourishing  in  peace. 
And  bless'd  with  issue  of  a  large  increase  ; 
Worn  out  with  business,  did  at  length  debate 
To  settle  the  succession  of  the  state : 
And,  pondering,  which  of  all  his  sons  was  fit 
To  reign,  and  wage  immortal  war  with  wit. 
Cried,  "'Tis  resolved  ;  for  nature  pleads,  that  he 
Should  only  rule,  who  most  resembles  me. 
ShadweU  alone  my  perfect  image  bears. 
Mature  in  dulness  from  his  tender  years  : 
Shadwell  alone,  of  all  my  sons,  is  he, 
Who  stands  confirm'd  in  full  stupidity. 
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The  rest  to  some  faini  meaning  make  pretence, 

But  ShadweU  never  deviates  into  sense. 

Some  beams  of  wit  on  other  souls  may  fall, 

Strike  through,  and  make  a  lucid  interval ; 

But  ShadweU*s  genuine  night  admits  no  ray, 

His  rising  fogs  prevail  upon  the  day. 

Besides,  his  goodly  fabric  fills  the  eye. 

And  seems  designed  for  thoughtless  majestv : 

Thoughtless  as  monarch  oaks,  that  shade  the  plain. 

And,  spread  in  solenm  state,  supinely  reign. 

fleywood  and  Shirley  were  but  types  of  thee, 

Thou  last  great  prophet  of  tautology. 

Even  I,  a  dunce  of  more  renown  than  they. 

Was  sent  before  but  to  prepare  thy  way 

And,  coarsely  clad  in  Norwich  drugget,  came 

To  teach  the  nations  in  thy  greater  name. 

My  warbling  lute,  the  lute  I  whilom  strung, 

WTien  to  king  John  of  Portugal  I  sung, 

Was  but  the  prelude,  to  that  glorious  day, 
When  thou  on  silver  Thames  didst  cut  thy  way, 
With  well-timed  oars  before  the  royal  barge, 
Swell'd  with  the  pride  of  thy  celestial  charge ; 
And  big  with  hymn,  commander  of  an  host. 
The  like  was  ne'er  in  Epsom  blankets  toss'd. 
Methinks  I  see  the  new  Arion  sail, 
The  lute  still  trembling  imdemeath  thy  naiL 
At  thy  well-sharpen'd  thumb  from  shore  to  shore 
The  trebles  squeak  for  fear,  the  basses  roar : 
Echoes  from  Passing-Alley  Shadwell  call. 
And  Shadwell  they  resound  from  Aston-Hall. 
About  thy  boat  the  little  fishes  throng, 
As  at  the  morning  toast  that  floats  along. 
Sonaetimes,  as  prince  of  thy  harmonious  band, 
Thou  wield'st  thy  papers  in  thy  threshing  hand. 
St.  Andre's  feet  ne'er  kept  more  equal  time. 
Not  ev'n  the  feet  of  thy  own  Psyche's  rhyme : 
Though  they  in  number  as  in  sense  excel ; 
So  just,  so  Hke  tautology,  they  fell. 
That,  pale  with  envy,  Singleton  forswore 
The  lute  and  sword,  which  he  in  triumph  bore, 

And  vow'd  he  ne'er  would  act  Villerius  more." 
Here  stopp'd  the  good  old  sire,  and  wept  for  joy, 

In  silent  raptures  of  the  hopeful  boy. 
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All  argiimeats,  but  most  his  plays,  persuade, 
That  for  anointed  dulness  he  was  made. 

Close  to  the  walls  which  fair  Augusta  bind, 
(The  fair  Augusta  much  to  fears  inclined) 
An  ancient  fabric  raised  to  inform  the  sight^ 
There  stood  of  yore,  and  Barbican  it  hight : 
A  watch-tower  once ;  but  now,  so  fate  ordains, 
Of  all  the  pile  an  empty  name  remains : 
From  its  old  ruins  brothel-houses  rise, 
Scenes  of  lewd  loves,  and  of  polluted  joys, 
Where  their  vast  courts  the  mother-strumpets  keep^ 
And,  imdisturb*d  by  watch,  in  silence  sleep. 
Near  these  a  nursery  erects  its' head, 
Where  queens  are  form'd,  and  future  heroes  bred  ; 
Where  imfledged  actors  learn  to  laugh  and  cry, 
Where  infant  pimks  their  tender  voices  try, 
And  little  Maximins  the  gods  defy. 
Great  Fletcher  never  treads  in  buskins  here, 
Nor  greater  Jonson  dares  in  socks  appear ; 
But  gentle  Simkin  just  reception  finds 
Amidst  this  monument  of  vanish'd  minds : 
Pure  clinches  the  suburbian  muse  affords. 
And  Panton  waging  harmless  war  with  words. 
Here  Flecknoe,  as  a  place  to  fame  well  known, 
Ambitiously  design'd  his  Shadwell's  throne. 
For  ancient  Decker  prophesied  long  since. 
That  in  this  pile  should  reign  a  mighty  prince, 
Bom  for  a  scourge  of  wit,  and  flail  of  sense  : 
To  whom  true  dulness  should  some  Psyches  owe, 
But  worlds  of  Misers  from  his  pen  should 'flow  ; 
Humorists  and  Hypocrites  it  should  produce, 
Whole  Raymond  families,  and  tribes  of  Bruce. 

Now  empress  Fame  had  publish'd  the  renown 
Of  Shadwell's  coronation  through  the  town. 
Roused  by  report  of  fame,  the  nations  meet, 
il^'rom  near  Bunhill,  and  distant  Watling-street. 
No  Persian  carpets  spread  the  imperial  way. 
But  scatter'd  limbs  of  mangled  poets  lay ; 
From  dusty  shops  neglected  authors  come, 
Martyrs  of  pies,  and  reliques  of  the  bum. 
Much  Heywood,  Shirley,  Ogleby  there  lay. 
But  loads  of  Shadwell  almost  choked  the  way. 
Bilked  stationers  for  yeomen  stood  prepared, 
And  Herringman  was  captain  of  tKe  ^aid. 
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The  hoary  prince  in  majesty  appeared, 

High  on  a  throne  of  his  own  labours  rear'cL 

At  his  riglit  hand  our  young  Ascanius  sate, 

Home's  other  hope,  and  pillar  of  the  state. 

His  brows  thick  fogs,  instead  of  glories,  grace, 

And  lambent  dulness  played  aroimd  his  face. 

As  HMinibal  did  to  the  altars  come, 

Swore  by  his  sire,  a  mortal  foe  to  Kome ; 

So  Shadwell  swore,  nor  should  his  vow  be  vain, 

That  he  till  death  true  dulness  would  maintain  ; 

And,  in  his  father's  right,  and  realm's  defence, 

Ne'er  to  have  peace  with  wit,  nor  truce  with  sense. 

The  king  himself  the  sacred  unction  made. 

As  king  by  office,  and  as  priest  by  trade. 

In  his  sinister  hand,  instead  of  ball, 

He  placed  a  mighty  mug  of  potent  ale  ; 

Love's  kingdom  to  his  right  he  did  convey. 

At  once  his  sceptre,  and  his  rule  of  sway  ; 

Whose  righteous  lore  the  prince  had  practised  young; 

And  from  whose  loins  recorded  Psyche  sprung. 

His  temples,  last,  with  poppies  were  o'erspread. 

That  nodding  seem'd  to  consecrate  his  head. 

Just  at  the  point  of  time,  if  fame  not  lie, 

On  his  left  hand  twelve  reverend  owls  did  fly. 

So  Romulus,  'tis  sung,  by  Tyber's  brook. 

Presage  of  sway  from  twice  six  vultures  took. 

The  admiring  throng  loud  acclamations  make, 

And  omens  of  his  future  empire  take. 

The  sire  then  shook  the  honours  of  his  head, 

And  from  his  brows  damps  of  oblivion  shed 

FuU  on  the  fihal  dulness :  long  he  stood, 

Repelling  from  his  breast  the  raging  god ; 

At  length  burst  out  in  this  prophetic  mood : — 

"  Heavens  bless  my  son,  from  Ireland  let  him  reign 
To  far  Barbadoes  on  the  western  main ; 
Of,  his  dominion  may  no  end  be  known, 
And  greater  than  his  father's  be  his  throne  ; 
Beyond  Love's  kingdom  let  him  stretch  his  pen  !  *'*— 
He  paused,  and  aU  the  people  cried.  Amen. 
Then  thus  continued  he  :  "Mjr  son,  advance 
Still  in  new  impudence,  new  ignorance. 
Success  let  others  teach,  learn  thou  from  me 
Pangs  without  birth,  and  fruitless  industry. 
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Let  Virtuosos  in  five  years  be  writ ; 
Yet  not  one  thought  accuse  thy  toil  of  wit. 
Let  gentle  George  in  triumph  tread  the  stage, 
Make  Dorimant  betray,  fCnd  Loveit  rage ; 
Let  Cully,  Cockwood,  Fopling,  charm  the  pit,  . 
And  in  their  foUy  show  the  writer's  wit. 
Yet  stiU  thy  fools  shall  stand  in  thy  defence, 
And  justify  their  author's  want  of  sense. 
Let  them  be  all  by  thy  own  model  made 
Of  dulness,  and  desire  no  foreign  aid ; 
That  they  to  future  ages  may  be  known, 
Not  copies  drawn,  but  issue  of  thy  own. 
Nay,  let  thy  men  of  wit  too  be  the  same. 
All  full  of  thee,  and  differing  but  in  name. 
But  let  no  aUen  Sedley  interpose, 
To  lard  with  wit  thy  hungry  JSpsom  prose. 
And  when  false  flowers  of  rhetoric  thou  wouldst  cull, 
Trust  nature,  do  not  labour  to  be  dull ; 
But  write  thy  best,  and  top ;  and,  in  each  line. 
Sir  Formal's  oratory  will  be  thine  : 
Sir  Formal,  though  unsought,  attends  thy  quill, 
And  does  thy  northern  dedications  fill. 
Nor  let  false  friends  seduce  thy  mind  to  fame, 
By  arrogating  Jonson's  hostile  name. 
Let  Father  Flecknoe  fire  thy  mind  with  praise. 
And  imcle  Ogleby  thy  envy  raise. 
Thou  art  my  blood,  where  Jonson  has  no  part : 
What  share  have  we  in  nature,  or  in  art  ? 
Where  did  his  wit  on  learning  fix  a  bi'and, 
And  rail  at  arts  he  did  not  imderstand  1 
Where  made  he  love  in  prince  Nicander's  vein. 
Or  swept  the  dust  in  Psyche's  humble  strain  ? 
Where  sold  he  bargains,  "  whip-stitch,  kiss  my  arse,** 
Promised  a  play,  and  dwindled  to  a  farce  ? 
When  did  his  muse  from  Fletcher  scenes  purloin, 
As  thou  whole  Etherege  dost  transfuse  to  thine  ] 
But  so  transfused,  as  oil  and  waters  flow. 
His  always  floats  above,  thine  sinks  below. 
This  is  thy  province,  this  thy  wondrous  way, 
New  humours  to  invent  for  each  new  play : 
This  is  that  boasted  bias  of  thy  mind, 
By  which  one  way  to  dulness  'tis  inclined : 
Which  makes  thy  writings  lean  on  one  side  still, 
Aa4  in  all  changes,  that  way  \3Qixda  tV^  V\^ 
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Nor  let  thy  mountain-belly  make  pretence 

Of  likeness ;  thine  's  a  tympany  of  sense. 

A  ton  of  man  in  thy  large  bulk  is  writ, 

But  sure  thou'rt  but  a  kilderkin  of  wit. 

Like  mine,  thy  gentle  numbers  feebly  creep ; 

Thy  tragic  muse  gives  smiles,  thv  comic  sleep. 

With  whate'er  gaU  thou  sett'st  thyself  to  wntei, 

Thy  inoffensive  satires  never  bite. 

In  thy  felonious  art  though  venom  lies, 

It  does  but  touch  thy  Irish  pen,  and  dies. 

Thy  genius  calls  thee  not  to  purchase  £une 

In  keen  Iambics,  but  mild  Anagram. 

Leave  writing  plays,  and  choose  for  thy  command. 

Some  peaceful  province  in  Acrostic  land. 

There  thou  may'st  wings  display  and  altars  raise, 

And  torture  one  poor  word  ten  thousand  ways. 

Or,  if  thou  would'st  thy  different  talents  sui^ 

Set  thy  own  songs,  and  sing  them  to  thy  lute." 

He  said  ;  but  his  last  words  were  scarcely  heard : 
For  Bruce  and  Longvil  had  a  trap  prepared. 
And  down  they  sent  the  yet  declaiming  bartL 
Sinking  he  left  his  drugget  robe  behinc^ 
Borne  upwards  by  a  subterranean  wind. 
The  mantle  fell  to  the  young  prophet's  part, 
With  double  portion  of  his  father's  art. 
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A  FUNERAL  PINDARIC  POEM. 
SACRED  TO  THE  HEMORT  OF  KINO  CHARLES  IL 

Thus  long  my  grief  has  kept  me  dumb ; 

Sure  there  's  a  lethargy  in  mighty  woe. 

Tears  stand  congealed,  and  cannot  flow ; 
And  the  sad  soul  retires  into  her  inmost  room : 
Tears,  for  a  stroke  foreseen,  afford  reUef ; 

But,  unprovided  for  a  sudden  blow. 

Like  Niobe  we  marble  grow ; 
And  petrify  with  grief. 
Our  British  heaven  was  fdl  serene. 

No  threatening  cloud  was  nigh. 

Not  the  least  wrinkle  to  deform  the  sky; 

We  hved  as  uncoDcern'd  and  happily 
the  Sist  age  in  nature's  golden  scene  *, 
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Supine  amidst  our  flowing  store, 
"We  slept  securely,  and  we  dreamt  of  more : 
When  suddenly  the  thunder-clap  was  heard, 
It  took  us  imprepared  and  out  of  guard, 
Already  lost  Before  we  fear'd. 
The  amazing  news  of  Charles  at  once  were  spread, 
At  once  the  general  voice  declared, 
"  Our  gracious  prince  was  dead." 
No  sickness  known  before,  no  slow  disease. 
To  soften  grief  by  just  degrees : 
But  like  an  hurricane  on  Indian  seas. 
The  tempest  rose ; 
An  unexpected  burst  of  woes : 
With  scarce  a  breathing  space  betwixt. 
This  now  becalm'd,  and  perishing  the  next. 
As  if  great  Atlas  from  his  height 
Should  sink  beneath  his  heavenly  weight, 
And  with  a  mighty  flaw,  the  flaming  wall 

(As  once  it  shall,) 
Should  gape  immense,-  and  rushing  down,  o'erwhelm  thjji 

nether  ball ; 
So  swift  and  so  surprising  was  our  fear : 
Out  Atlas  fell  indeed ;  but  Hercules  was  near. 

His  pious  brother,  sure  the  best 

Who  ever  bore  that  name. 
Was  newly  risen  from  his  rest. 

And,  with  a  fervent  flame, 
His  usual  morning  vows  had  just  address'd 

For  his  dear  sovereign's  health ; 
And  hoped  to  have  them  heard. 
In  long  increase  of  years. 

In  honour,  fame,  and  wealth : 

Guiltless  of  greatness  thus  he  always  pray'd, 

Nor  knew  nor  wish'd  those  vows  he  made 

On  his  own  head  should  be  repaid. 
Soon  as  the  ill-omen'd  rumour  reached  his  ear, 

(111  news  is  wing'd  with  fate,  and  flies  apace,) 

Who  can  describe  the  amazement  of  his  face  ! 
Horror  in  all  his  pomp  was  there. 
Mute  and  magnificent  without  a  tear : 
And  then  the  hero  first  was  seen  to  fear, 
imarray'd  he  ran  to  his  relief, 
^7  and  so  artless  'was  "hia  ^\ei  *. 
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Approaching  greatness  met  him  with  her  charma 
Of  power  and  future  state  ; 
But  looked  so  ghastly  in  a  brother's  &t^ 
He  shook  her  from  his  arms. 
Arrived  within  the  mournful  room,  he  saw 

A  tf  ild  distraction,  void  of  awe, 
And  arbitrary  griej^  unboimded  by  a  law. 
God's  image,  Grod's  anointed,  lay 

Without  motion,  pulse,  or  breath, 
A  senseless  lump  of  sacred  clay. 
An  image,  now,  of  death. 
Amidst  his  sad  attendants'  groans  and  crieiu 
The  lines  of  that  adored  foigiving  £ace, 
Distorted  from  their  native  grace; 
An  iron  slumber  sat  on  his  majestic  eyes. 
The  pious  duke — ^Forbear,  audacious  muse, 
No  terms  thy  feeble  art  can  use 
Are  able  to  adorn  so  vast  a  woe : 
The  grief  of  all  the  rest  like  subject-grief  did  show. 
His  like  a  sovereign  did  transcend; 
No  wife,  no  brother,  such  a  grief  could  know, 
Nor  any  name,  but  friend. 

O  wondrous  changes  of  a  fiital  scene. 

Still  varying  to  the  last ! 

Heaven,  though  its  hard  decree  was  past^ 
Seem'd  pointing  to  a  gracious  turn  agpn : 

And  Death's  uplifted  arm  arrested  in  its  haste. 

Heaven  half  repented  of  the  doom, 
And  almost  grieved  it  had  foreseen. 

What  by  foresight  it  will'd  eternally  to  comeu 
Mercy  above  did  hourly  plead 

For  her  resemblance  here  below; 
And  mild  forgiveness  intercede 

To  stop  the  coming  blow. 
New  miracles  approach'd  the  ethereal  throne. 
Such  as  his  wonorous  life  had  often  lately  known, 
Ajid  nrged  that  still  they  might  be  shown. 

On  earth  his  pious  brother  prav'd  and  vow'd, 
Benouncing  greatness  at  so  dear  a  rate, 

Himself  defending  what  he  could. 

From  all  the  glories  of  his  future  fate. 

"With  him  the  innumerable  crowd 
Of  Armed  prayers 


158  THBENODIA  AUGUSTALIS. 

Knocked  at  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  knock'd  aloud ; 

The  first  well-meaning  rude  petitioners. 
All  for  his  life  assail.d  the  throne, 
AJl  would  have  bribed  the  skies  by  offering  up  their 

own. 
So  great  a  throng  not  heaven  itself  could  bar ; 
'Twas  almost  borne  by  force  as  in  the  giants*  war. 
The  prayers,  at  least,  for  his  reprieve  were  heard ; 
His  death,  like  Hezekiah's,  was  deferred : 

Against  the  sun  the  shadow  went ; 

Five  days,  those  five  degrees,  were  lent 

To  form  our  patience  and  prepare  the  event. 
The  second  causes  took  the  swift  command, 
The  medicinal  head,  tl;ie  ready  hand. 
All  eager  to  perform  their  part ; 
All  but  eternal  doom  was  conquered  by  their  art: 
Once  more  the  fleeting  soul  came  back 

To  inspire  the  mortal  frame ; 
And  in  the  body  took  a  doubtM  stand, 

Doubtful  and  hovering  like  expiring  flame. 
That  moimts  and  falls  by  turns,  and  trembles  o'er  tkc 
brand. 

The  joyful  short-lived  news  soon  spread  around, 
Took  the  same  train,  the  same  impetuous  bound : 
The  drooping  town  in  smiles  again  was  dress'd. 
Gladness  in  every  face  expressed, 
Their  eyes  before  their  tongues  confess'd. 
Men  met  each  other  with  erected  look. 
The  steps  were  higher  that  they  took ; 
Friends  to  congratulate  their  friends  made  haste, 
And  long  inveterate  foes  saluted  as  they  pass'd  : 
Above  the  rest  heroic  James  appeared 
Exalted  more  because  he  more  had  fear'd  : 
His  manly  heart,  whose  noble  pride 
Was  still  above 
Dissembled  hate  or  varnish'd  love, 
Its  more  than  common  transport  could  not  hide  j 
But  hke  an  eagre  rode  in  triumph  o'er  the  tide. 

Thus  in  alternate  course. 
The  tyrant  passions,  hope  and  fear. 
Did  in  extremes  appear. 

And  flash 'd  upon  the  soul  with  equal  force. 
Thus,  at  half  ebb,  .a  rolling  sea 


THBENODIA  AUOU8TALI8.  169 

Returns  and  wins  upon  the  shore ; 
The  watery  herd,  afirighted  at  the  roar. 
Best  on  their  fins  awhile,  and  stay, 
Then  backward  take  their  wondering  way : 
The  prophet  wonders  more  than  they, 
At  proaigies  but  rarely  seen  before, 
And  cries,  a  king  must  fall,  or  ^gdoms  change  their 
sway. 
Such  were  our  coimteMides  at  land,  and  so 
Presaging  of  the  fetal  blow, 
In  their  prodigious  ebb  and  flow. 
The  royal  soid,  that,  like  the  labouring  moon, 
By  chaxms  of  art  was  hurried  down, 
Forced  with  regi-et  to  leave  her  native  sphere, 
Came  but  awhile  on  liking  here  : 
Soon  weary  of  the  painful  strife, 
And  made  but  faint  essays  of  life : 
An  evening  light 
Soon  shut  in  night ; 
A  strong  distemper,  and  a  weak  relief, 
Sliort  intervals  of  joy,  and  long  returns  of  grief. 


The  sons  of  art  all  medicines  tried, 

And  every  noble  remedy  applied ; 
"With  emulation  each  essay'd 
TTi5=t  utmost  skill,  nay  more,  they  pray'd : 
Never  was  losing  game  with  better  conduct  play'd. 
I^eatli  never  won  a  stake  with  greater  toil, 
Kor  e'er  was  fete  so  near  a  foil : 
But  like  a  fortress  on  a  rock. 

The  impregnable  disease  their  vain  attempts  did  mock  ; 
They  mined  it  near,  they  batter'd  from  afar 
With  all  the  cannon  of  the  medicinal  war ; 
No  gentle  means  could  be  essayed, 
Twas  beyond  parley  when  the  siege  was  laid : 

The  extremest  ways  they  first  ordain. 

Prescribing  such  intolerable  pain, 

As  none  but  Caesar  could  sustain : 
Undaimted  Csesar  imderwent 
The  malice  of  their  art,  nor  bent 
Beneath  whate'er  their  pious  rigour  could  invent : 

In  five  such  days  he  sufier*d  more 

Than  anjr  suffered  in  hia  reign  before  ; 
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More,  infinitely  more,  than  he, 

Against  the  worst  of  rebels,  could  decree, 

A  traitor,  or  twice-pardon'd  enemy. 

Now  art  was  tired  without  success, 

No  racks  could  make  the  stubborn  malady  confess. 

The  vain  insurancers  of  Ufe, 
And  he  who  most  perform'd  and  promised  less, 

Even  Short  himself  forsook  the  unequal  strife. 
Death  and  despair  was  in  their  looks, 
No  longer  they  consult  their  memories  or  books ; 
Like  helpless  friends,  who  view  from  shore 
The  labouring  ship,  and  hear  the  tempest  roar ; 

So  stood  they  with  their  arms  across ; 
Not  to  assist,  but  to  deplore 

The  inevitable  loss. 

Death  was  denoimced ;  that  frightful  sound, 
Which  even  the  best  can  hardly  bear. 
He  took  the  summons  void  of  fear ; 
And,  unconcernedly,  cast  his  eyes  arqund ; 

As  if  to  find  and  dare  the  grisly  challenger. 
What  death  could  do  he  lately  tried. 
When  in  four  days  he  more  than  died. 
The  same  assurance  all  his  words  did  grace ; 
The  same  majestic  mildness  held  its  place : 
Nor  lost  the  monarch  in  his  dying  face. 
Intrepid,  pious,  merciful,  and  brave. 
He  look'd  as  when  he  conquered  and  forgave. 

As  if  some  angel  had  been  sent 
To  lengthen  out  his  government. 
And  to  foretel  as  many  years  again. 
As  he  had  numbered  in  his  happy  reign, 
So  cheerfully  he  took  the  doom 

Of  his  departing  breath  ; 

Nor  shrunk  nor  stept  aside  for  death ; 
But  with  unalter'd  pace  kept  on ; 
Providing  for  events  to  come. 
When  he  resign'd  the  throne.  - 

Still  he  maintain'd  his  kingly  state ; 

And  grew  familiar  with  his  fate. 
Kind,  good,  and  gracious,  to  the  last, 
On  all  he  loved  before  his  dying  beams  he  cast: 

Oh,  truly  good,  and  truly  great, 
For  glorious  as  he  rose,  "bemgnVy  so  \i^  »e^.V 
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All  that  on  earth  he  held  most  dear, 

He  recommended  to  his  care, 
To  whom  both  Heaven 
The  right  had  given, 

And  his  own  love  bequeath'd  supreme  command : 

He  took  and  press'd  that  ever-loyal  hand, 

Which  could  in  peace  secure  his  reign. 

Which  could  in  wars  his  power  maintain, 

That  hand  on  which  no  phghted  vows  were  ever  vaiii. 

Well  for  so  great  a  trust  he  chos6 
A  prince  who  never  disobey'd : 
Not  when  the  most  severe  conmiands  were  laid  ; 
Nor  want,  nor  exile  with  his  duty  weighed  : 
A  prince  on  whom,  if  Heaven  its  eyes  could  close, 
The  welfare  of  the  world  it  safely  might  repose. 

That  king  who*  lived  to  God's  own  heart, 
Yet  less  serenely  died  than  he  : 
Charles  left  behind  no  harsh  decree 
For  schoolmen  with  laborious  art 

To  salve  from  cruelty : 
Those,  for  whom  love  could  no  excuses  frame, 
He  graciously  forgot  to  name. 
Thus  far  my  muse,  though  rudely,  has  designed 
Some  faint  resemblance  of  his  godlike  mind : 
But  neither  pen  nor  pencil  can  express 
The  parting  brothers'  tenderness : 
Though  that 's  a  term  too  mean  and  low  ; 
The  blest  above  a  kinder  word  may  know  : 

But  what  they  did,  and  what  they  said. 
The  monarch  who  triumphant  went. 

The  militant  who  staid, 
Like  painters  when  their  height'ning  arts  are  spent 
1  cast  into  a  shade. 
That  all-forgiving  king, 
The  type  of  Him  above. 

That  inexhausted  spring 
Of  clemency  and  love  ; 
Himself  to  his  next  self  accused. 
And  ask'd  that  pardon  which  he  ne'er  refused : 
For  faults  not  his,  for  guil%  and  crimes 
Of  godless  men,  and  of  rebeUious  times : 
For  an  hard  exile,  kindly  meant, 

When  his  ungrateful  country  sent  ^ 

16  M 
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Their  beat  Camillus  into  banishment : 
And  forced  their  sovereign's  act,  they  could  not  his  couseDt 
Oh,  how  much  rather  had  that  injured  chief 
Kepeated  all  his  sufferings  past ! 
Than  hear  a  pardon  begg'd  at  last, 
Which  given  could  give  the  dying  no  relief : 
He  bent,  he  sunk  beneath  his  grief : 
His  dauntless  heart  would  fain  have  held 
From  weeping,  but  his  eyes  rebell'd. 
Perhaps  the  godlike  hero  in  his  breast 
Disdain'd,  or  was  ashamed,  to  show 
So  weak,  so  womanish  a  woe, 
Which   yet  the  brother  and  the  friend  so  Dlenteously 
confessed.  • 

Amidst  that  silent  shower,  the  royal  mind  ^ 

An  easy  passage  found. 
And  left  its  sacred  earth  behind : 

Nor  murmuring  groan  express'd,  nor  labouring  sound, 
Nor  any  least  tumultuous  breath  ; 
Calm  was  his  hfe,  and  quiet  was  his  death. 

Soft  as  those  gentle  whispers  were, 

In  which  the  Almighty  did  appear ; 

By  the  still  voice  the  prophet  knew  him  there. 
That  peace  which  made  thy  prosperous  reign  to  shine. 
That  peace  thou  leavest  to  thy  imperial  line, 
That  peace,  oh  happy  shade,  be  ever  thine ! 

For  aU  those  joys  thy  restoration  brought, 
Fpr  all  the  miracles  it  wrought. 

For  all  the  healing  balm  thy  mercy  pour'd 
Into  the  nation's  bleeding  woiind, 
And  care  that  after  kept  it  sound. 

For  numerous  blessings  yearly  shower'd, 
And  property  with  plenty  crown'd ; 
For  freedom,  still  maintain'd  alive, 
Freedom  !  which  in  no  other  land  will  thrive. 
Freedom  !  an  English  subject's  sole  prerogative, 

Without  whose  charms  even  peace  would  be 

But  a  dull  quiet  slavery  : 
For  these  and  more,  accept  our  pious  praise ; 

'Tis  all  the  subsidy 
The  present  age  can  raise, 
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The  rest  is  charged  on  late  posterity. 
Posterity  is  charged  the  more, 
Because  the  large  abounding  store 
To  them  and  to  their  heirs  is  still  entail'd  by  the«. 

Succession,  of  a  long  descent, 
Which  chastely  in  the  channels  ran, 
And  from  our  demi-gods  began, 
Equal  almost  to  time  in  its  extent ;     * 
Through  hazards  numberless  and  great. 
Thou  hast  derived  this  mighty  blessing  down. 
And  fix'd  the  fairest  gem  that  decks  the  imperial  crown. 
Not  faction,  when  it  shook  thy  regal  seat, 
Not  senates,  insolently  loud. 
Those  echoes  of  a  thoughtless  crowd, 
Not  foreign  or  domestic  treachery, 
Could  warp  thy  soul  to  their  imjust  decree. 
So  much  thy  foes  thy  manly  mind  mistook. 
Who  judged  it  by  the  mildness  of  thy  look : 
Like  a  well-temper'd  sword  it  bent  at  will ; 
But  kept  the  native  toughness  of  the  steel. 

Be  true,  0  Clio,  to  thy  hero's  name ! 

But  draw  him  strictly  so, 

That  all  who  view  the  piece  may  know ; 
He  needs  no  trappings  of  fictitious  fame : 
The  load 's  too  weighty :  thou  may'st  choose 
Some  parts  of  praise,  and  some  refuse  : 
Write,  that  his  annals  may  be  thought  more  lavish  thim 
the  muse. 

In  scanty  truth  thou  hast  confined 

The  virtues  of  a  royal  mind, 

Forgiving,  bounteous,  humble,  just,  and  kind : 
His  conversation,  wit,  and  parts, 
His  knowledge  in  the  noblest  useful  arts. 
Were  such,  dead  authors  could  not  give  ; 
But  habitudes  of  those  who  live  ; 
Who,  lighting  him,  did  greater  lights  receive ; 
He  drained  from  all,  and  all  they  knew  ; 
His  apprehension  quick,  his  judgment  true : 
That  the  most  leam'd,  with  shame,  confess 
His  knowledge  more,  his  reading  only  less. 

Amidst  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  his  reign, 

What  wonder  if  the  kindly  beams  he  shed 
"Revived  the  drooping  arts  again, 
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If  Science  raised  lier  head, 

And  soft  Humanity  that  from  rebeUion  fled : 
Our  isle,  indeed,  too  fruitful  was  before  ; 

But  all  uncultivated  lay 

Out  of  the  solar  walk  and  heaven's  high  way ; 
With  rank  Geneva  weeds  run  o'er, 
And  cockle,  at  the  best,  amidst  the  com  it  bore : 
The  royal  husbantlman  appeared, 

And  ploughed,  and  sow'd,  and  till'd ; 
The  thorns  he  rooted  out,  the  rubbish  clear'd. 

And  bless'd  the  obedient  field. 
When  straight  a  double  harvest  rose ; 
Such  as  the  swarthy  Indian  mows ; 
Or  happier  chmates  near  the  linfe, 
Or  paradise,  manured  and  drest  by  hands  divine. 

As  when  the  new-born  phccnix  takes  his  way, 

His  rich  paternal  regions  to  survey, 

Of  airy  choristers  a  numerous  tram 

Attend  his  wondrous  progress  o'er  the  plain ; 

So,  rising  from  his  father's  urn, 

So  glorious  did  our  Charles  return. 

The  officious  Muses  came  along, 

A  gay  harmonious  choir,  like  angels,  ever  young : 

The  Muse  that  mourns  him  now  his  happy  triumph  suug 

Even  they  could  thrive  in  his  auspicious  reign ; 

And  such  a  plenteous  crop  they  bore 
Of  purest  and  well-winnow'd  gram. 

As  Britain  never  knew  before. 
Though  Uttle  was  their  hire,  and  light  their  gain, 
Yet  somewhat  to  their  share  he  threw  ; 
Fed  from  his  hand  they  sung  and  flew. 
Like  birds  of  paradise  that  lived  on  mo:ning  dew. 
Oh,  never  let  their  lays  his  name  forget ! 
The  pension  of  a  prince's  praise  is  great. 
Live  then,  thou  great  encourager  oi  arts. 
Live  ever  in  our  thankful  hearts  ; 
Live  blest  above,  almost  invoked  below ; 
Live,  and  receive  this  pious  vow, 
Our  patron  once,  our  guardian  angel  now. 
Thou  Fabius  of  a  sinking  state, 
AVho  didst  by  wise  delays,  divert  our  fate, 
■  When  faction,  like  a  tempest  rose, 
In  death's  most  hideous  form, 


THSENODIA  AUGUSTALIB.  16d 

Then  art  to  rage  thou  didst  oppose, 
To  weather  out  the  storm  : 
Not  quitting  thy  supreme  command, 
Thou  held'st  the  rudder  with  a  steady  hand, 
Till  safely  on  the  shore  the  bark  did  land : 
The  bark  that  all  our  blessings  brought, 
Charged  with  thyself  and  James,  a  doubly  royaUfraught. 

Oh  frail  estate  of  human  things. 

And  slippery  hopes  below ! 

Now  to  our  cost  your  emptiuess  we  know ; 
For  'tis  a  lesson  dearly  bought. 
Assurance  here  is  never  to  be  sought. 
The  best,  and  best  beloved  of  kings, 
And  best  deserving  to  be  so, 
When  scarce  he  had  escaped  the  fatal  blow 

Of  faction  and  conspuracy. 
Death  did  his  promised  hopes  destroy  : 
He  toil'd,  he  gain'd,  but  lived  not  to  enjoy. 
What  mists  of  Providence  are  these 

Through  which  we  cannot  see  ! 

So  saiuts,  by  supernatural  power  set  free, 
Are  left  at  last  in  martyrdom  to  die ; 
Such  is  the  end  of  oft-repeated  miracles. 
Forgive  me,  Heaven,  that  impious  thought ; 
'Twas  grief  for  Charles,  to  madness  wrought, 

That  question'd  thy  supreme  decree  ! 
Thou  didst  his  gracious  reign  prolong, 
Even  in  thy  saints'  and  angels'  wrong, 

His  fellow-citizens  of  immortality : 
For  twelve  long  years  of  exile  borne. 
Twice  twelve  we  numbered  since  his  blest  return : 

So  strictly  wert  thou  just  to  pay. 

Even  to  the  driblet  of  a  day. 
Yet  still  we  murmur  and  complain 
The  quails  and  manna  should  no  longer  rain  : 
Those  miracles  'twas  needless  to  renew  ; 
The  chosen  flock  has  now  the  promised  land  in  -view. 

A  warlike  prince  ascends  the  regal  state, 

A  prince  long  exercised  by  fate  : 

Long  may  he  keep,  though  he  obtains  it  late. 

Heroes  in  Heaven's  peculiar  mould  are  cast. 

They  and  their  poets  are  not  form'd  in  haste  \ 

Mmd  waa  the  drat  in  God's  design,  and  man  >Naa  irvaAa'OciSiNsMaXK 
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False  heroes,  made  by  flattery  so, 
Heaven  can  strike  out,  like  sparkles,  at  a  blow ; 
But  ere  a  prince  is  to  perfection  brought, 
He  costs  Omnipotence  a  second  thought. 
With  toil  and  sweat. 

With  hardening  cold,  and  forming  heat. 

The  Cyclops  did  their  strokes  repeat. 
Before  the  impenetrable  shield  was  wrought. 
It  looks  as  if  the  Maker  would  not  own 

The  noble  work  for  his, 

Before  'twas  tried  and  found  a  masterpiece. 

View  then  a  monarch  ripen'd  for  a  throne. 

Alcides  thus  his  race  began, 

O'er  infancy  he  swiftly  ran ; 

The  future  god  at  first  was  more  than  man : 
Dangers  and  toils,  and  Juno's  hate. 
Even  o'er  his  cradle  lay  in  wait ; 
And  there  he  grappled  first  with  fate  : 
In  his  young  hands  the  hissing  snakes  he  prcss'd,    : 
So  early  was  the  deity  confess'd ; 

Thus  by  degrees  he  rose 
To  Jove's  imperial  seat ; 
Thus  difficulties  prove  a  soul  legitimately  great. 
Like  his,  our  hero's  infancy  was  tried : 
Betimes  the  furies  did  their  snakes  provide ; 

And  to  his  infant  arms  oppose 

His  father's  rebels,  and  his  brother's  foes ; 

The  more  opprest,  the  higher  still  he  rose ; 
Those  were  the  preludes  of  his  fate. 
That  form'd  his  manhood,  to  subdue 
The  hydra  of  a  many-headed  hissing  crew. 

As  after  Numa's  peaceful  reign 
The  martial  Ancus  did  the  sceptre  wield, 

Furbish'd  the  rusty  sword  again, 
Resumed  the  long-forgotten  shield. 
And  led  the  Latins  '.o  the  dusty  field ; 
So  James  the  drowsy  genius  wakes 

Of  Britain,  long  entranced  in  charms, 

Restive  and  slumbering  on  its  arms : 
'Tis  roused,  and  with  a  new-strung  nerve  the  spear  already 

shakes. 
No  neighing  of  the  warrior  steeds, 
No  rlrum,  or  louder  trumpet,  needs 
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To  inspire  the  coward,  warm  the  cold ; 

^is  voice,  his  sole  appearance,  makes  them  bold. 

Gaiil  and  Batavia  dread  the  impending  blow  ; 

Too  well  the  vigour  of  that  arm  they  know ; 

They  lick  the  dust,  and  crouch  beneath  their  fatal  foe. 

Ijong  may  they  fear  this  awfiil  prince, 

And  not  provoke  his  lingering  sword ; 
Peace  is  their  only  sure  defence, 
Tlieir  best  securitv  his  word. 

Tn  all  the  changes  of  his  doubtful  state. 

His  truth,  Uke  Heaven's,  was  kept  inviolate. 

!For  him  to  promise  is  to  make  it  fate. 

His  valour  can  triumph  o'er  land  and  main ; 

"Witli  broken  oaths  his  fame  he  will  not  stain ; 

With  conquest  basely  bought,  and  with  inglorious  gain. 

For  once,  0  Heaven,  imfold  thy  adamantine  book  ; 

And  let  his  wondering  senate  see. 

If  not  thy  firm  immutable  decree. 

At  least  the  second  page  of  strong  contingency ; 

Such  as  consists  with  wills  originally  free  : 

Let  them  with  glad  amazement  look 

On  what  their  happiness  may  be : 
Let  them  not  still  be  obstinately  blind, 
Still  to  divert  the  good  thou  hast  design'd. 

Or  with  malignant  penury, 
To  starve  the  royal  virtues  of  his  mind. 
Faith  is  a  Christian's  and  a  subject's  test ; 
Oh,  give  them  to  believe,  and  they  are  surely  blest. 
They  do ;  and  with  a  distant  view  I  see 
The  amended  vows  of  English  loyalty. 
Ajid  all  beyond  that  object,  there  appears 

The  long  retinue  of  a  prosperous  reign, 
A  series  of  successful  years, 

In  orderly  array,  a  martial,  manly  train. 
Behold  ev'n  the  remoter  shores, 

A  conquering  navy  proudly  spread ; 
The  British  cannon  formidably  roars ; 

While  starting  from  his  oozy  bed. 

The  asserted  Ocean  rears  his  reverend  head, 
To  view  and  recognize  his  ancient  lord  again ; 

And  with  a  willing  hand  restores 
The  &sces  of  the  main. 
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THE  HmD  AND  THE  PANTHER 

A   POEM.      IN  THREE  PARTS. 


PREFACE. 

The  nation  is  in  too  high  a  ferment  for  me  to  expect  either 
fair  war,  or  even  so  much  as  fair  quarter,  from  a  reader  of  the 
opposite  party.  All  men  are  engaged  either  on  this  side  or  that ; 
and  though  Conscience  is  the  common  Wordy  which  is  given  by 
both,  yet  if  a  writer  fall  among  enemies,  and  cannot  give  the 
marks  of  their  conscience,  he  is  knocked  down  before  the  reasons 
of  his  own  are  heard.  A  preface,  therefore,  which  is  but  a 
bespeaking  of  favour,  is  altogether  useless.  What  I  desire  the 
reader  should  know  concerning  me,  he  will  find  in  the  body  of 
the  poem,  if  he  have  but  the  patience  to  peruse  it.  Only  this 
advertisement  let  him  take  beforehand,  which  relates  to  the 
merits  of  the  cause.  No  general  characters  of  parties  (call  them 
either  Sects  or  Churches)  can  be  so  fully  and  exactly  drawn,  as 
to  comprehend  all  the  several  members  of  them ;  at  least  all  such 
as  are  received  under  that  denomination.  For  example :  there 
are  some  of  the  Church  by  law  established  who  envy  not  liberty 
of  conscience  to  Dissenters ;  as  being  well  satisfied  that,  accord- 
ing to  their  own  principles,  they  ought  not  to  persecute  them. 
Yet  these,  by  reason  of  their  fewness,  I  could  not  distinguish 
from  the  numbers  of  the  rest,  with  whom  they  are  embodied  in 
one  common  name.  On  the  other  side,  there  are  many  of  our 
Sects,  and  more  indeed  than  I  could  reasonably  have  hoped,  who 
have  withdrawn  themselves  from  the  communion  of  the  Panther, 
and  embraced  this  gracious  indulgence  of  his  Majesty  in  point  of 
toleration.  But  neither  to  the  one  nor  the  other  of  these  is  this 
satire  any  way  intended  :  it  is  aimed  only  at  the  refractory  and 
disobedient  on  either  side.  For  those  who  are  come  over  to  the 
royal  party  are  consequently  supposed  to  be  out  of  gun-shot. 
Our  physicians  have  observed,  that,  in  process  of  time,  some 
diseases  have  abated  of  their  virulence,  and  have  in  a  manner 
worn  out  their  malignity,  so  as  to  be  no  longer  mortal ;  and  why 
may  not  I  suppose  the  same  concerning  some  of  those  who  have 
formerly  been  enemies  to  Kingly  Government,  as  well  as  Catholic 
Religion?  I  hope  they  have  now  another  notion  of  both,  as 
having  found,  by  comfortable  experience,  that  the  doctrine  of 
persecution  is  far  from  being  an  article  of  our  faith. 

It  is  not  for  any  private  man  to  censure  the  proceedings  of  a 

foreign  prince  ;  but  without  suspicion  of  flattery,  I  may  praise 

our  own,  who  has  taken  contrary  measures,  and  those  more 

suitable  to  the  spirit  of  Christianity.     Some  of  the  Diasentors, 

in   their  addresses  to  his  "Maieaty,  "ViSiv©  ^\3l,  "  Thtxt  he  has 
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restored  God  to  his  empire  over  conscience.**  I  confess  I  dare 
not  stretdi  the  figure  to  so  great  a  boldness ;  but  I  may  safely 
say,  that  conscience  is  the  royalty  and  prerogative  of  every 
private  man.  He  is  absolute  in  his  own  breast,  and  accountable 
to  no  earthly  power  for  that  which  passes  only  betwixt  God  and 
him.  Those  who  are  driven  into  the  fold  are,  generally  speaking, 
rather  made  hypocrites  than  converts. 

This  indulgence  being  granted  to  all  the  sects,  it  ought  in 
reason  to  be  expected  that  they  should  both  receive  it,  and 
receive  it  thankfully.    For,  at  this  time  of  day,  to  refuse  the 
benefit,  and  adhere  to  those  whom  they  have  esteemed  their 
pereecutors,  what  is  it  else  but  publicly  to  own  that  they  suf- 
fered not  before  for  conscience  sake,  but  only  out  of  pride  and 
obstinacy,  to  separate  from  a  Church  for  those  impositions  which 
they  now  judge  may  be  lawfully  obeyed  ?    After  they  have  so 
long  contended  for  their  classical  ordination  (not  to  speak  of 
ritffl  and  ceremonies),  will  they  at  length  submit  to  an  episcopal? 
U  they  can  go  so  far,  out  of  complaisance  to  their  old  enemies, 
mediinks  a  little  reason  should  persuade  them  to  take  another 
^p,  and  see  whither  that  would  lead  them. 

Of  the  receiving  this  toleration  thankfully  I  shall  say  no  more, 
than  that  they  ought,  and  I  doubt  not,  they  will,  consider  from 
what  hands  they  received  it.  It  is  not  from  a  Cyrus,  a  heathen 
prince,  and  a  foreigner,  but  from  a  Christian  king,  their  native 
sovereigi^  who  expects  a  return  in  specie  from  them,  that  the 
kindness  which  he  has  graciously  shown  them  may  be  retaliated 
on  those  of  his  own  persuasion. 

As  for  the  poem  in  general,  I  will  only  thus  far  satisfy  the 
reader,  that  it  was  neither  imposed  on  me,  nor  so  much  as  the 
subject  given  me  by  any  man.  It  was  written  during  the  last 
winter,  and  the  beginning  of  this  spring,  though  with  long 
interruptions  of  ill-health  and  other  hindrances.  About  a 
fortnight  before  I  had  finished  it,  his  Majesty's  declaration  for 
liberty  of  conscience  came  abroad;  which,  if  I  had  so  soon 
expected,  I  might  have  spared  myself  the  labour  of  writing 
many  things  which  are  contained  in  the  third  part  of  it.  But  I 
was  always  in  some  hope,  that  the  Church  cf  England  might 
have  been  persuaded  to  have  taken  off  the  Penal  Laws  and  the 
Teat,  which  was  one  design  of  the  poem  when  I  proposed  to 
myself  the  writing  of  it. 

It  is  evident  that  some  part  of  it  was  only  occasional,  and  not 
first  intended :  I  mean  that  defence  of  myself,  to  which  every 
honest  man  is  bound,  when  he  is  injuriously  attacked  in  print ; 
and  I  refer  myself  to  the  judgment  of  those  who  have  read  the 
Answer  to  the  Defence  of  the  late  King's  papers  and  that  of  the 
Duchess  (in  which  last  I  was  concerned)  how  charitably  I  have 
been  represented  there.  I  am  now  informed  both  of  the  author 
and  Buperviaers  of  hia  pamphlet,  and  will  reply  ^\iftii  \  ^!^DL\xJ^w 
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he  can  affix>nt  me:  for  I  am  of  Socrates*  opinion,  tj: 
creatures  cannot.  In  the  mean  time  let  him  consider  wl 
he  deserved  not  a  more  severe  reprehension  than  I  gave 
formerly,  for  using  so  little  respect  to  the  memory  of 
whom  he  pretended  to  answer ;  and  at  his  leisure  look  oi 
some  original  treatise  of  Humility,  written  by  any  Protests 
English  (I  believe  I  may  say  in  any  other  tongue)  :  fo 
magnified  piece  of  Dimcomb  on  that  subject,  which  eithi 
must  mean  or  none,  and  with  which  another  of  his  fellow 
upbraided  me,  was  translated  from  thd  Spanish  of  Rodri^ 
though  with  the  omission  of  the  seventeenth,  the  twenty-fo 
the  twenty-fifth,  and  the  last  chapter,  which  will  be  four 
comparing  of  the  books. 

He  would  have  insinuated  to  the  world  that  her  late  Higl 
died  not  a  Roman  Catholic.  He  declares  himself  to  be 
satisfied  to  the  contrary,  in  which  he  has  given  up  the  C£ 
for  matter  of  fact  was  the  principal  debate  betwixt  us.  Ii 
mean  time,  he  would  dispute  the  motives  of  her  change ; 
preposterously,  let  all  men  judge,  when  he  seemed  to  den] 
subject  of  the  controversy,  the  change  itself.  And  becai 
would  not  take  up  this  ridiculous  challenge,  he  tells  the  y> 
I  cannot  argue  :  but  he  may  as  well  infer  that  a  Catholic  ca 
fast,  because  he  will  not  take  up  the  cudgels  against  Mrs.  Ja 
to  confute  the  Protestant  religion. 

I  have  but  one  word  more  to  say  concerning  the  poem  as  t 
and  abstracting  from  the  matters,  either  religious  or  civil,  "w 
are  handled  in  it.  The  first  part,  consisting  most  in  ge: 
characters  and  narration,  I  have  endeavoured  to  raise,  and 
it  the  majestic  turn  of  heroic  poesy.  The  second,  being  m 
of  dispute,  and  chiefly  concerning  Church  Authority,  I 
obliged  to  make  as  plain  and  perspicuous  as  possibly  I  cc 
yet  not  wholly  neglecting  the  numbers,  though  I  had 
frequent  occasions  for  the  magnificence  of  verse.  The  t 
which  has  more  of  the  nature  of  domestic  conversation, : 
ought  to  be,  more  free  and  familiar  than  the  two  former. 

There  are  in  it  two  Episodes,  or  Fables,  which  are  interw 
with  the  main  design ;  so  that  they  are  properly  parts  c 
though  they  are  also  distinct  stories  of  themselves.  In  bo 
these  I  have  made  use  of  the  common-places  of  Satire,  wh« 
true  or  false,  which  are  urged  by  the  members  of  the  one  Ch 
against  the  other :  at  which  I  hope  no  reader  of  either  partj 
be  scandalized,  because  they  are  not  of  my  invention,  but  an 
to  my  knowledge,  as  the  times  of  Boccace  and  Chaucer  oi 
one  side,  and  as  those  of  the  Reformation  on  the  other. 
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pieee  is  a  defence  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  hy  way  of  dialogue 
between  a  Hind,  who  represents  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  a  Panther,  who 
tBstains  the  character  of  the  Church  of  England.  These  two  beasts  very 
kamedly  debate  the  principal  points  controverted  between  the  two 
Chniches,  as  transubstantiation,  infallibility,  church-authority,  &c.] 

A  xiLK-WHTTE  Hind,  immortal  and  imchanged, 

Fed  on  the  lawns,  and  in  the  forest  ranged  ; 

Without  imspotted,  innocent  within. 

She  fear'd  no  danger,  for  she  know  no  sin. 

Tet  had  she  oft  been  chased  with  horns  and  hounds, 

And  Scythian  shafts  and  many  winged  wounds 

Aim'd  at  her  heart,  was  often  forced  to  fly, 

And  doom'd  to  death  though  fated  not  to  die. 
Not  so  her  young  ;  for  their  unequal  line 

Was  hero's  make,  half  human,  half  divine. 

Their  earthly  mould  obnoxious  was  to  fate, 

The  immortal  part  assumed  inmiortal  state. 

Of  these  a  slaughter'd  army  lay  in  blood, 

Extended  o'er  the  Caledonian  wood, 

Their  native  walk  ;  whose  vocal  blood  arose, 

And  cried  for  pardon  on  their  perjured  foes. 

Their  fate  was  fruitful,  and  the  sanguine  seed, 

Endued  with  souls,  increased  the  sacred  breed. 

So  captive  Israel  multiplied  in  chains, 

A  munerous  exile,  and  enjoy'd  her  pains. 

With  grief  and  gladness  mix'd,  the  mother  view'd 

Her  martyr'd  ofifepring,  and  their  race  renew'd ; 

Their  corpse  to  perish,  but  their  kind  to  last. 

So  much  the  deathless  plant  the  dying  fruit  surpasa'd. 
Panting  and  pensive  now  she  ranged  alone. 

And  wander'd  m  the  kingdoms,  once  her  own. 

The  common  hunt,  though  from  their  rage  restrain'd 

Bj  sovereign  power,  her  company  disdaiu'd  ; 

Grinn'd  as  they  pass'd,  and  with  a  glaring  eye 

Gave  gloomy  signs  of  secret  enmity. 

Tis  true  she  bounded  by,  and  tripp'd  so  light. 

They  had  not  time  to  take  a  steady  sight. 

For  truth  has  such  a  face  and  such  a  mien. 

As  to  be  loved  needs  only  to  be  seen. 

The  bloodv  Bear,  an  independent  beast, 
Unlick'd  to  form,  in  groans  her  hate  expreaa^d. 
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Among  the  timorous  kind  the  quaking  Hare 
Profess'd  neutrality,  but  would  not  swear. 
Next  her  the  buffoon  Ape,  as  atheists  use, 
Mimick'd  all  sects,  and  had  his  own  to  choose : 
Still  when  the  Lion  look'd,  his  knees  he  bent, 
And  paid  at  church  a  courtier's  compliment. 
The  bristled  Baptist  Boar,  impure  as  he, 
(But  whiten'd  with  the  foam  of  sanctity,) 
With  fat  pollutions  fill'd  the  sacred  place, 
And  mountains  levell'd  in  his  furious  race  ; 
So  first  rebellion  founded  was  in  grace. 
But  since  the  mighty  ravage,  which  he  made 
In  German  forests,  had  his  guilt  betray'd. 
With  broken  tusks,  and  with  a  borrowed  name, 
He  shunn'd  the  vengeance,  and  conceal'd  the  shame ; 
So  lurk'd  in  sects  imseen.    With  greater  guile 
False  Keynard  fed  on  consecrated  spoil : 
The  graceless  beast  by  Athanasius  first 
Was  chased  from  Nice ;  then,  by  Sooinus  nursed, 
His  impious  race  their  blasphemy  renew'd. 
And  nature's  King  through  nature's  optics  view'd. 
Reversed  they  view'd  him  lessen'd  to  their  eye, 
Nor  in  an  infant  could  a  God  descry  : 
New  swarming  sects  to  this  obliquely  tend, 
Hence  they  began,  and  here  they  all  will  end. 
What  weight  of  ancient  witness  can  prevail, 
If  private  reason  hold  the  public  scale  ? 
But,  gracious  God  !  how  well  dost  thou  provide 
For  erring  judgments  an  unerring  guide  ! 
Thy  throne  is  darkness  in  the  abyss  of  light, 
A  blaze  of  glory  that  forbids  the  sight. 
Oh,  teach  me  to  believe  thee  thus  concealed, 
And  search  no  fiu*ther  than  thyself  revealed  ; 
But  her  alone  for  my  director  take. 
Whom  thou  hast  promised  never  to  forsake  ! 
My  thoughtless  youth  was  wing'd  with  vain  desires  ; 
My  manhood,  long  misled  by  wandering  fires, 
FoUow'd    false    lights ;    and,   when    their   glimp&e    wj 

gone, 
My  pride  stinick  out  new  sparkles  of  her  own. 
Such  was  I,  such  by  nature  still  I  am  ; 
Be  thine  the  glory,  and  be  mine  the  shame. 
Good  life  bo  now  my  task  :  my  doubts  are  done : 
What  more  could  fright  my  i8A\.\i,  tYvaxi  tkree  in  one  ? 
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Can  I  believe  eternal  God  could  lie 

Disguised  in  mortal  mould  and  in&ncy  ? 

That  the  great  Maker  of  the  world  could  die  ? 

And  after  that,  trust  my  imperfect  sense, 

Which  calls  in  question  his  omnipotence  ? 

Can  I  my  reason  to  my  faith  compel  ? 

And  shall  my  sight,  and  touch,  and  taste,  rebel  f 

Superior  faculties  are  set  aside  ; 

Shall  their  subservient  oi^gans  be  my  guide  ? 

Then  let  the  moon  usurp  the  rule  of  day, 

And  winking  tapers  show  the  sun  his  way  ; 

For  what  my  senses  can  themselves  perceive, 

I  need  no  revelation  to  believe. 

Can  they  who  say  the  Host  should  be  descried 

By  sense,  define  a  body  glorified  ? 

Impassable,  and  penetrating  parts  ? 

Let  them  declare  by  what  mysterious  arts 

He  shot  that  body  through  the  opposing  might 

Of  bolts  and  bars  impervious  to  the  light, 

And  stood  before  his  train  confess'd  in  open  sight. 

For  since  thus  wondrously  he  pass'd,  'tis  plain 

One  single  place  two  bodies  did  contain. 

And  sure  the  same  Omnipotence  as  well 

Can  make  one  body  in  more  places  dwell. 

Let  reason  then  at  her  own  quarry  fly. 

But  how  can  finite  grasp  infinity  ? 

Tis  urged  again,  that  faith  did  first  commence 
By  miracles,  which  are  appeals  to  sense. 
And  thence  concluded,  that  our  sense  must  be 
The  motive  still  of  credibility. 
For  latter  ages  must  on  former  wait, 
And  what  began  belief,  must  propagate. 

But  winnow  well  this  thought,  and  you  shall  find 
Tis  light  as  chaff  that  flies  before  the  wind. 
Were  all  those  wonders  wrought  by  power  divine, 
As  means  or  ends  of  some  more  deep  desi^  t 
Most  sure  as  means,  whose  end  was  this  aJone, 
To  prove  the  Godhead  of  the  eternal  Son. 
God  thus  asserted,  man  is  to  believe 
Beyond  what  sense  and  reason  can  conceive, 
And  for  mysterious  things  of  faith  rely 
On  the  proponent,  Heaven's  authority. 
If  then  our  faith  we  for  our  guide  admit, 
Vain  is  the  farther  search  of  human  wit. 
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As  when  the  building  gains  a  surer  stay, 
We  take  the  unuseful  scaffolding  away. 
Reason  by  sense  no  more  can  understand  ; 
The  game  is  play'd  into  another  hand ; 
Why  choose  we  then,  like  bilanders,  to  creep 
Along  the  coast,  and  land  in  view  to  keep. 
When  safely  we  may  launch  into  the  deep  1 
In  the  same  vessel  which  our  Saviour  bore, 
Himself  the  pilot,  let  us  leave  the  shore, 
And  with  a  better  guide  a  better  world  explore. 
Could  he  his  Godhead  veil  with  flesh  and  blood, 
And  not  veil  these  again  to  be  our  food  ? 
His  grace  in  both  is  equal  in  extent ; 
The  first  affords  us  hfe,  the  second  nourishment. 
And  if  he  can,  why  aU  this  frantic  pain 
To  construe  what  his  clearest  words  contain. 
And  make  a  riddle  what  he  made  so  plain  ? 
To  take  up  half  on  trust,  and  half  to  try, 
Name  it  not  faith,  but  bungling  bigotry. 
Both  knave  and  fool  the  merchant  we  may  call, 
To  pay  great  sums,  and  to  compound  the  small : 
For  who  would  break  with  Heaven,  and  would  not  break 
5est  then,  my  soul,  from  endless  anguish  freed :      [for  all  ? 
Nor  sciences  thy  guide,  nor  sense  thy  creed. 
Faith  is  the  best  ensurer  of  thy  bliss  ; 
The  bank  above  must  fail  before  the  venture  miss. 
But  heaven  and  heaven-bom  faith  are  far  from  thee, 
Thou  first  apostate  to  divinity. 
Unkennell'd  range  in  thy  Polonian  plains  ; 
A  fiercer  foe  the  insatiate  Wolf  remains. 
Too  boastful  Britain,  please  thyself  no  more, 
That  beasts  of  prey  are  banish'd  from  thy  shore  : 
The  Bear,  the  Boar,  and  every  savage  name. 
Wild  in  effect,  though  in  appearance  tame, 
Lay  waste  thv  woods,  destroy  thy  blissful  bower. 
And,  muzzlea  though  they  seem,  the  mutes  devour. 
More  haughty  than  the  rest,  the  wolfish  i-ace 
Appear  with  belly  gaunt,  and  famish'd  face  ; 
Never  was  so  deform'd  a  beast  of  grace. 
His  ragged  tail  betwixt  his  legs  he  wears, 
Close  laid  for  shame  ;  but  his  rough  crest  he  rears, 
And  pricks  up  his  predestinating  ears. 
His  wild  disorder'd  walk,  his  haggard  eyes. 
Did  all  the  bestial  citizens  swTpi'Vae  \ 
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Though  fear'd  and  hated,  yet  he  ruled  awhile, 
As  captain  or  companion  of  the  spoil. 
Tull  many  a  year  his  hateful  head  had  been 
For  tribute  paid,  nor  since  in  Cambria  seen : 
The  last  of  il  the  litter  'scaped  by  chance, 

And  from  Geneva  first  infested  France. 

Some  authors  thus  his  pedigree  will  trace, 

But  others  write  him  of  an  upstart  race  ; 

Because  of  Wicldiff"s  brood  no  mark  he  brings, 

But  his  innate  antipathy  to  kings. 

These  last  deduce  him  from  the  Helvetian  kiud, 

"Who  near  the  Leman  lake  his  consort  hned : 

That  fiery  Zuinglius  first  the  aflection  bred, 

And  meagre  Calvin  bless'd  the  nuptial  bed. 

In  Israel  some  believe  him  whelp'd  long  since, 

When  the  proud  Sanhedrim  oppress'd  the  prince, 

Or,  since  he  will  be  Jew,  derive  him  higher, 

When  Corah  with  his  brethren  did  conspire 

From  Moses'  hand  the  sovereign  sway  to  wrest. 

And  Aaron  of  his  ephod  to  divest : 

Till  opening  earth  made  way  for  all  to  pass. 

And  could  not  bear  the  burden  of  a  class. 

The  Fox  and  he  came  shuffled  in  the  dark, 

If  ever  they  were  stow'd  in  Noah's  ark  : 

Perhaps  not  made  ;  for  all  their  barking  train 

The  Dog  (a  common  species)  will  contain. 

And  some  wild  curs,  who  from  their  masters  ran, 

Abhorring  the  supremacy  of  man. 

In  woods  and  caves  the  rebel-race  began. 

O  happy  pair,  how  well  have  you  increased ! 
What  ills  in  Church. and  State  have  you  redress'd !  , 
With  teeth  untried,  and  rudiments  of  claws. 
Your  first  essay  was  on  your  native  laws : 
Those  having  torn  with  ease,  and  trampled  down. 
Your  fangs  you  fasten'd  on  the  mitred  crown. 
And  fr-eed  from  God  and  monarchy  your  town. 
What  though  your  native  kennel  still  be  small. 
Bounded  betwixt  a  puddle  and  a  wall ; 
Yet  your  victorious  colonies  are  sent 
AVhere  the  north  ocean  girds  the  continent. 
Quicken'd  with  fire  below,  your  monsters  breed 
In  fenny  Holland,  and  in  fruitful  Tweed  : 
And,  like  the  first,  the  last  affects  to  be 
Dr&wn  to  the  dregs  of  a  democracy. 
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As,  where  in  fields  the  fairy  rounds  are  seen, 

A  rank  sour  herbage  rises  on  the  green  ; 

So,  springing  where  those  midnight  elves  advance, 

Rebellion  prints  the  footsteps  of  the  dance. 

Such  are  their  doctrines,  such  contempt  they  show 

To  Heaven  above,  and  to  their  prince  below. 

As  none  but  traitors  and  blasphemers  know. 

God,  like  the  tyrant  of  the  skies,  is  placed, 

And  kings,  like  slaves,  beneath  the  crowd  debased. 

So  fulsome  is  their  food,  that  flocks  refuse 

To  bite,  and  only  dogs  for  physic  use. 

As,  where  the  lightning  runs  along  the  gi'ound, 

No  husbandry  can  heal  the  blasting  wound, 

Nor  bladed  grass,  nor  bearded  corn  succeeds, 

But  scales  of  scurf  and  putrefaction  breeds  : 

Svich  wars,  such  waste,  such  fiery  tracts  of  dearth 

ITieir  zeal  has  left,  and  such  a  teemless  earth. 

But,  as  the  poisons  of  the  deadliest  kind 

Are  to  their  own  unhappy  coasts  confined  ; 

As  only  Indian  shades  of  sight  deprive, 

And  magic  plants  wiU  but  in  Colchos  thrive  ; 

So  Presbytery  and  pestilential  zeal 

Can  only  flourish  in  a  commonweal. 

From  Celtic  woods  is  chased  the  wolfish  crew ; 
But  ah  !  some  pity  e*en  to  brutes  is  due : 
Their  native  walks,  methinks,  they  might  enjoy, 
Curb'd  of  their  native  maUce  to  destroy. 
Of  all  the  tyrannies  on  human  kind. 
The  worst  is  that  which  persecutes  the  mind. 
Let  us  but  weigh  at  what  offence  we  strike  ; 
'Tis  but  because  we  cannot  think  alike. 
In  punishing  of  this,  we  overthrow 
The  laws  of  nations  and  of  nature  too. 
Beasts  are  the  subjects  of  tyrannic  sway. 
Where  still  the  stronger  on  the  weaker  prey, 
Man  only  of  a  softer  mould  is  made. 
Not  for  his  fellows'  ruin,  but  their  aid : 
Created  kind,  beneficent  and  free. 
The  noble  image  of  the  Deity. 

One  portion  of  informing  fire  was  given 
To  brutes,  the  inferior  family  of  Heaven : 
The  Smith  Divine,  as  with  a  careless  beat, 
Struck  out  the  mute  creation  at  a  heat : 
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But,  when  arrived  at  last  to  human  race, 
The  Godhead  took  a  deep  considering  space ; 
And,  to  distinguish  man  from  all  the  rest, 
TJnlock'd  the  sacred  treasures  of  his  breast ; 
And  mercy  mix'd  with  reason  did  impart, 

One  to  his  head,  the  other  to  his  heart : 

Keason  to  rule,  but  mercy  to  forgive : 

The  first  is  law,  the  last  prerogative. 

And  like  his  mind  his  outward  form  appeared, 

When,  issuing  naked,  to  the  wondering  nerd, 

He  charm'd  their  eyes ;  and,  for  they  loved,  they  fear'd : 

Not  arm'd  with  horns  of  arbitrary  might, 

Or  claws  to  seize  their  furry  spoils  in  fight. 

Or  with  increase  of  feet  to  overtake  them  in  their  flight : 

Of  easy  shape,  and  pliant  every  way ; 

Confessing  still  the  softness  of  his  clay. 

And  kind  as  kings  upon  their  coronation  day : 

With  open  hands,  and  with  extended  space 

Of  arms,  to  satisfy  a  large  embrace. 

Thus  kneaded  up  with  milk,  the  new-made  man 

His  kingdom  o'er  his  kindred  world  began : 

Till  knowledge  misappKed,  misunderstood, 
And  pride  of  empire  sour'd  his  balmy  blood." 
Then,  first  rebelling,  his  own  stamp  ne  coins ; 
The  murderer  Cain  was  latent  in  his  loins : 
And  blood  began  its  first  and  loudest  cry, 
For  differing  worship  of  the  Deity. 
Thus  persecution  rose,  and  farther  space 
Produced  the  mighty  hunter  of  his  race. 
Not  so  the  blessed  Pan  his  flock  increased, 
Content  to  fold  them  from  the  famish'd  beast : 
Mild  were  his  laws ;  the  Sheep  and  harmless  Hind 
Were  never  of  the  persecuting  kind. 
Such  pity  now  the  pious  pastor  shows, 
Such  mercy  from  the  British  Lion  flows, 
That  both  provide  protection  from  their  foes. 

Oh  happy  regions,  Italy  and  Spain, 
Which  never  did  those  monsters  entertain  ! 
The  Wolf,  the  Bear,  the  Boar^  can  there  advance 
No  native  claim  of  just  inheritance ; 
And  self-preserving  laws,  levere  in  show, 
May  guard  their  fences  from  the  invading  foe. 
Where  birth  has  placed  them,  let  them  safely  < 
The  common  hene&t  of  vital  air. 
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Themselves  unhannful,  let  them  live  miharm'd ; 

Their  jaws  disabled  and  their  claws  disarmed : 

Here,  only  in  noctmnal  howlings  bold, 

They  dare  not  seize  the  Hind,  nor  leap  the  fold. 

More  powerful,  and  as  vigilant  as  they, 

The  Lion  awfully  forbids  the  prey. 

Their  rage  repressed  though  pmch'd  with  famine  sore^ 

They  stand  aloof,  and  tremble  at  his  roar : 

Much  is  their  hunger,  but  their  fear  is  more. 

These  are  the  chief :  to  number  o'er  the  rest, 

And  stand,  like  Adam,  naming  every  beast^ 

Were  weary  work : — ^nor  will  the  Muse  describe 

A  slimy-bom  and  sun-begotten  tribe ; 

Who,  ar  from  steeples,  and  their  sacred  sound, 

In  fields  their  sullen  conventicles  found. 

These  gross,  half-animated  lumps  I  leave  ; 

Nor  can  I  think  what  thoughts  they  can  conceive : 

But  if  they  think  at  all,  'tis  sure  no  higher 

Than  matter,  put  in  motion,  may  aspire : 

Souls  that  can  scarce  ferment  their  mass  of  clay, 

So  drossy,  so  divisible  are  they, 

As  would  but  serve  pure  bodies  for  allay: 

Such  souls  as  shards  produce,  such  beetle  things 

As  only  buzz  to  heaven  with  evening  wings ; 

Strike  in  the  dark,  offending  but  by  chance, 

Such  are  the  blindfold  blows  of  ignorance. 

They  know  not  beings,  and  but  hate  a  name ; 

To  them  the  Hind  and  Panther  are  the  same. 

The  Panther,  sure  the  noblest,  next  the  Hind, 
And  feirest  creature  of  the  spotted  kind  ; 
Oh,  could  her  in-born  stains  be  wash'd  away. 
She  were  too  good  to  be  a  beast  of  prey  ! 
How  can  I  praise,  or  blame,  and  not  offend. 
Or  how  divide  the  frailty  from  the  friend  ? 
Her  faults  and  virtues  lie  so  mix'd,  that  she 
Nor  wholly  stands  condemned,  nor  wholly  fi-ee. 
Then,  like  her  injured  Lion,  let  me  speak ; 
He  cannot  beijd  her,  and  he  would  not  break. 
Unkind  already,  and  estranged  in  part. 
The  Wolf  begins  to  share  her  wandering  heart : 
Though  unpolluted  yet  with  actual  ill. 
She  half  commits,  who  sins  but  in  her  wilL 
If,  as  our  dreaming  Platonists  report. 
There  could  be  spirits  of  a  middle  aox^ 
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Too  black  for  heaven,  and  yet  too  white  for  hell, 

Who  just  dropp'd  half-way  down,  nor  lower  fell ; 

So  poised,  so  gently  she  descends  from  high. 

It  seems  a  soft  dismission  from  the  sky. 

Her  house  not  ancient,  whatsoe'er  pretence 

Her  clergy  heralds  make  in  her  defence ; 

A  secona  century  not  half-way  run, 

Since  the  new  honours  of  her  blood  begim. 

A  Lion,  old,  obscene,  and  furious  made 

By  lust,  compress'd  her  mother  in  a  shade  ; 

Then,  by  a  left-hand  marriage,  weds  the  dame, 

Covering  adultery  with  a  specious  name  : 

So  Schism  begot ;  and  Sacnlege  and  she, 

A  well-match'd  pair,  got  graceless  Heresy. 

God's  and  kings'  rebels  have  the  same  good  causey 

To  trample  down  divine  and  human  laws : 

Both  would  be  call'd  Veformers,  and  their  hate 

Alike  destructive  both  to  Church  and  State : 

The  fruit  proclaims  the  plant ;  a  lawless  prince 

By  luxury  reform'd  incontinence ; 

By  ruins,  charity ;  by  riots,  abstinence. 

Confessions,  fasts,  and  penance  set  aside  ; 

Oh.  with  what  ease  we  follow  such  a  guide, 

Where  souls  are  starved,  and  senses  gratified ! 

Where  marriage-pleasures  midnight  prayer  supply. 

And  matin  bells  (a  melancholy  cry)  . 

Are  tuned  to  merrier  notes,  increase  and  multiply. 

Religion  shows  a  rosy-colour'd  face  ; 

Not  hatter'd  out  witn  drudging  works  of  grace : 

A  down-hill  reformation  rofls  apace. 

What  flesh  and  blood  would  crowd  the  narrow 'gate, 

Or,  till  they  waste  their  pamper'd  paunches,  wait  ? 

All  would  be  happy  at  the  cheapest  rate. 

Though  our  lean  feith  these  rigid  laws  has  given. 
The  fuli-fed  Mussulman  goes  fat  to  heaven ; 
For  his  Arabian  prophet  with  delights 
Of  sense  allured  his  eastern  proselytes. 
The  jolly  Luther,  reading  him,  began 
To  interpret  Scriptures  by  his  Al-coran ; 
To  grub  the  thorns  beneath  our  tender  feet, 
And  make  the  paths  of  Paradise  more  sweet: 
Bethought  him  of  a  wife  ere  half-way  gone, 
(For  'twas  uneasy  travelling  alone,) 
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And,  in  this  masquerade  of  mirth  and  love, 
Mistook  the  bhss  of  heaven  for  Bacchanals  above. 
Sure  he  presumed  of  praise,  who  came  to  stock 
The  ethereal  pastures  with  so  fair  a  flock, 
Bumish'd,  and  battening  on  their  food,  to  show 
Their  diligence  of  careful  herds  below. 

Our  Panther,  though  like  these  she  changed  her  h< 
Yet,  as  the  mistress  of  a  monarch's  bed, 
Her  front  erect  with  majesty  she  bore. 
The  crosier  wielded,  and  the  mitre  wore. 
Her  upper  part  of  decent  discipline 
Show'd  affectation  of  an  ancient  line  ; 
And  Fathers,  Councils,  Church,  and  Church's  head, 
Were  on  her  reverend  phylacteries  read. 
But  what  disgraced  and  disavowed  the  rest. 
Was  Calvin's  brand,  that  stigmatised  the  beast. 
Thus,  like  a  creature  of  a  double  kind. 
In  her  own  labyrinth  she  hves  confined. 
To  foreign  lands  no  sound  of  her  is  come, 
Humbly  content  to  be  despised  at  home. 
Such  is  her  faith,  where  good  cannot  be  had, 
At  least  she  leaves  the  refuse  of  the  bad : 
Nice  in  her  choice  of  ill,  though  not  of  best. 
And  least  deform'd,  because  reform'd  the  least. 
In  doubtful  points  betwixt  her  differing  friends, 
WTiere  one  for  substance,  one  for  sign  contends, 
Their  contradicting  terms  she  strives  to  join ; 
Sign  shall  be  substance,  substance  shall  be  sign. 
A  real  presence  all  her  sons  allow. 
And  yet  'tis  flat  idolatry  to  bow, 
Because  the  Godhead's  there  they  know  not  how. 
Her  novices  are  taught  that  bread  and  wine 
Are  but  the  visible  and  outward  sign, 
Received  by  those  who  in  communion  join. 
But  the  inward  grace,  or  the  thing  signified. 
His  blood  and  body,  who  to  save  us  died ; 
The  faithful  this  thing  signified  receive  ; 
What  is 't  those  faithful  then  partake  or  leave  1 
For  what  is  signified  and  imderstood, 
Is,  by  her  own  confession,  flesh  and  blood. 
Then,  by  the  same  acknowledgment,  we  know 
They  take  the  sign,  and  take  the  substance  too. 
The  literal  sense  is  hard  to  flesh  and  blood. 
But  Donaense  never  can  bs  \mderstood. 
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^e^  wild  belief  on  every  wave  is  toss'd  ; 
But  sure  no  church  can  better  morals  boast : 
True  to  her  king  her  principles  are  found  ; 
Oh,  that  her  pracjtice  were  but  half  so  sound ! 
Stead&st  in  various  turns  of  state  she  stood, 

And  seal'd  her  vow*d  afifection  with  her  blood  : 

Nor  will  I  meanly  tax  her  constancy, 

That  interest  or  obUgement  made  the  tie, 

Bound  to  the  fate  of  murder'd  monarchy. 

Before  the  sounding  axe  so  falls  the  vine, 

Whose  tender  branches  round  the  poplar  twine ; 

She  chose  her  ruin,  and  resigned  her  life. 

In  death  undaunted  as  an  Indian  wife. 

A  rare  example  !  but  some  souls  we  see 

Grow  hard,  and  stiffen  with  adversity. 

Yet  these  by  fortune's  favours  are  undone  ; 

Resolved,  into  a  baser  form  they  run. 

And  bore  the  wind,  but  cannot  bear  the  sim. 

Let  this  be  Nature's  frailty,  or  her  fate. 

Or  the  Wolf's  counsel,  her  new-chosen  mate  ; 

Still  she's  the  feirest  of  the  fallen  crew. 

No  mother  more  indulgent,  but  the  true. 
Fierce  to  her  foes,  yet  fears  her  force  to  try, 

Because  she  wants  innate  authority ; 

For  how  can  she  constrain  them  to  obey. 

Who  has  herself  cast  off  the  lawful  sway  ? 

Rebelhon  equals  all,  and  those,  who  toil 

In  common  theft,  wiU  share  the  common  spoiL 

Let  her  produce  the  title  and  the  right 

Against  ner  old  superiors  first  to  fight ; 

If  she  reform  my  text,  e'en  that's  as  plain 

For  her  own  rebels  to  reform  again. 

As  long  as  words  a  different  sense  will  bear. 

And  each  may  be  his  own  interpreter, 

Our  airy  faith  will  no  foundation  find : 

The  word 's  a  weathercock  for  every  wind : 

The  Bear,  the  Fox,  the  Wolf,  by  turns  prevail ; 

The  most  in  power  suppUes  the  present  gale. 

The  wretched  Panther  cries  aloud  for  aid 

To  Church  and  Councils,  whom  she  first  betray'd ; 

No  help  from  Fathers  or  Tradition's  train : 

Those  ancient  guides  she  taught  us  to  disdain, 

And  by  that  Scripture,  which  she  once  abused 

To  reformation,  stands  herself  accused. 
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What  bills  for  breach  of  laws  can  she  prefer, 
Expounding  which  she  owns  herself  may  err  f 
And,  after  all  her  winding  ways  are  tried, 
If  doubts  arise,  she  slips  herself  aside. 
And  leaves  the  private  conscience  for  the  guide. 
If  then  that  conscience  set  the  offender  free. 
It  bars  her  claim  to  Church  authority. 
How  can  she  censure,  or  what  crime  pretend. 
But  Scripture  may  be  construed  to  defend  ? 
E'en  those,  whom  for  rebellion  she  transmits 
To  civil  power,  her  doctrine  first  acquits ; 
Because  no  disobedience  can  ensue. 
Where  no  submission  to  a  iudere  is  due  ; 
Each  judging  for  himself,  by  htr  consent, 
Whom  thus  absolved  she  sends  to  punishment. 
Suppose  the  magistrate  revenge  her  cause, 
'Tis  only  for  transgressing  human  laws. 
How  answering  to  its  end  a  Church  is  made. 
Whose  power  is  but  to  counsel  and  persuade  ? 
Oh  soHd  rock,  on  which  secure  she  stands ! 
Eternal  house,  not  built  with  mortal  hands ! 
Oh  sure  defence  against  the  infernal  gate, 
A  patent  during  pleasure  of  the  state ! 

Thus  is  the  Panther  neither  loved  nor  fear*d, 
A  paeer  mock  queen  of  a  divided  herd ; 
Whom  soon  by  lawful  power  she  might  control. 
Herself  a  part  submitted  to  the  whole. 
Then,  as  the  moon  who  first  receives  the  Hght 
By  which  she  makes  our  nether  regions  bright, 
So  might  she  shine,  reflecting  from  afar 
The  rays  she  borrow'd  from  a  better  star ; 
Big  with  the  beams,  which  from  her  mother  flow, 
And  reigning  o'er  the  rising  tides  below : 
Now,  mixing  with  a  savage  crowd,  she  goes. 
And  meanly  flatters  her  inveterate  foes, 
Ruled  while  she  rules,  and  losing  every  hour 
Her  wretched  remnants  of  precarious  power. 

One  evening,  while  the  cooler  shade  she  sought, 
Revolving  many  a  melancholy  thought, 
Alone  she  walk'd,  and  look'd  around  in  vain. 
With  rueful  visage,  for  her  vanish'd  train  : 
None  of  her  sylvaa  subjects  made  their  court ; 
Levees  and  couchees  pass'd  without  resort. 
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So  hardly  can  usurpers  manage  well 

Those  wnom  they  first  instructed  to  rebel. 

More  liberty  begets  desire  for  more  ; 

The  hunger  still  increases  with  the  store. 

Without  respect  they  brush'd  along  the  wood. 

Each  in  his  clan,  and,  fill'd  with  loathsome  food, 

Ask'd  no  permission  to  the  neighbouring  flood. 

The  Panther,  full  of  inward  discontent, 

Since  they  would  go,  before  them  wisely  went ; 

Supplying  want  of  power  by  drinking  first ; 

As  if  she  gave  them  leave  to  quench  their  thii-st. 

Among  the  rest,  the  Hind,  with  fearful  face, 

Beheld  from  far  the  common  watering-place, 

Nor  durst  approach  ;  till  with  an  awful  roar 

The  sovereign  Lion  bade  her  fear  no  more. 

Encouraged  thus,  she  brought  her  younglings  nigh, 

"Watching  the  motions  of  her  patron's  eye. 

And  drank  a  sober  draught ;  the  rest,  amazed, 

Stood  mutely  still,  and  on  the  stranger  gazed  j 

Survey'd  her  part  by  part,  and  sougnt  to  find 

The  ten-horn^  monster  in  the  harmless  Hind, 

Such  as  the  Wolf  and  Panther  had  designed. 

They  thought  at  first  they  dream'd ;  for  'twas  ofience 

With  them  to  question  certitude  of  sense, 

rheir  guide  in  mith :  but  nearer  when  they  drew, 

And  had  the  faultless  object  full  in  view. 

Lord,  how  they  aU  admired  her  heavenly  hue  ! 

Some,  who  before  her  fellowship  disdain'd. 

Scarce,  and  but  scarce,  from  in-born  rage  restrain'd, 

Now  frisk'd  about  her,  and  old  kindred  feign'd. 

Whether  for  love  or  interest,  every  sect 

Of  all  the  savage  nation  show'd  respect. 

The  viceroy  Panther  could  not  awe  the  herd  ; 

The  more  the  company,  the  less  they  fear'd. 

The  surly  Wolf  with  secret  envy  burst. 

Yet  could  not  howl ;  the  Hind  had  seen  him  first : 

But  what  he  durst  not  speak,  the  Panther  durst. 

For  when  the  herd,  sufficed,  did  late  repair 
To  ferny  heaths,  and  to  their  forest  lair. 
She  made  a  mannerly  excuse  to  stay, 
Proffering  the  Hind  to  wait  her  half  the  way : 
That,  since  the  sky  was  clear,  an  hour  of  talk 
Might  help  her  to  beguile  the  tedious  walk. 
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With  much  good- will  the  motion  was  embraced, 

To  chat  a  while  on  their  adventures  past : 

Nor  had  the  grateful  Hind  so  soon  forgot 

Her  friend  and  fellow-sufferer  in  the  plot. 

Yet  wondering  how  of  late  she  grew  estranged,. 

Her  forehead  cloudy,  and  her  countenance  changed, 

She  thought  this  hour  the  occasion  would  present 

To  learn  her  secret  cause  of  discontent, 

AVhich  well  she  hoped  might  be  with  ease  redress'd. 

Considering  her  a  well-bred  civil  beast, 

And  more  a  gentlewoman  than  the  rest. 

After  some  common  talk  what  rumours  ran. 

The  lady  of  the  spotted  muff  began. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 

*  Dame,  (said  the  Panther,)  times  are  mended  well. 

Since  late  among  the  Philistines  you  fell 

The  toils  were  pitch'd,  a  spacious  tract  of  ground 

With  expert  huntsmen  was  encompassed  round  ; 

The  inclosure  narrow'd,  the  sagacious  power 

Of  hoimds  and  death  drew  nearer  every  hour : 

'Tis  true,  the  younger  Lion  'scaped  the  snare, 

But  all  your  priestly  calves  lay  struggling  thcrL', 

As  sacrifices  on  their  altars  laid. 

While  you,  their  careful  mother,  wisely  fled. 

Not  trusting  destiny  to  save  your  head. 

For,  whate'er  promises  you  have  applied 

To  your  unfailing  Church,  the  surer  side 

Is  four  fair  legs  in  danger  to  provide. 

And  whate'er  tales  of  Peter's  chair  you  tell. 

Yet,  saving  reverence  of  the  miracle. 

The  better  luck  was  yours  to  'scape  so  well.' 

*  As  I  remember,  (said  the  sober  Hind,) 
These  toils  were  for  your  own  dear  self  design'd. 
As  well  as  me  ;  and  with  the  self-same  throw. 
To  catch  the  quarry  and  the  vermin  too. 
(Forgive  the  slanderous  tongues  that  call'd  you  so.) 
Howe'er  you  take  it  now,  the  common  cry 
Then  ran  you  down  for  your  rank  loyalty. 
Besides,  in  Popery  they  thought  you  nursed, 
(As  evil  tongues  will  ever  speak  the  worst,) 
Because  some  forms,  and  ceremonies  some 
Fbu  kept,  and  stood  in  the  main  c\\\es.Uow  dvimb. 
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Dumb  you  were  bom  indeed  ;  but  thinking  long, 

The  Test,  it  seems,  at  last  has  loosed  your  tongue. 

And  to  explain  what  your  forefathers  meant, 

By  real  presence  in  the  sacrament, 

Mt&r  long  fencing  push'd  against  a  wall, 

Your  salvo  comes,  that  he 's  not  there  at  all : 

There  changed  your  faith,  and  what  may  change  may 

falL 
Who  can  believe  what  varies  every  day, 
Nor  ever  was,  nor  will  be  at  a  stay  1 ' 

*  Tortures  may  force  the  tongue  untruths  to  tell, 
And  I  ne'er  own  'd  myself  infallible, 

(Replied  the  Panther :)  grant  such  presence  were, 

1  et  in  your  sense  I  never  own'd  it  there. 

A  real  virtue  we  by  faith  receive. 

And  that  we  in  the  sacrament  believe.' 

'Then,  (said  the  Hind,)  as  you  the  matter  state, 

Not  only  Jesuits  can  equivocate  ; 

For  real,  as  you  now  the  word  expound. 

From  soUd  substance  dwindles  to  a  sound. 

Methinks  an  -^op's  fable  you  tepeat ; 

Yon  knov  who  took  the  shadow  for  the  meat : 

Your  Church's  substance  thus  you  change  at  will, 
And  yet  retain  your  former  figure  still. 
f  freely  grant  you  spoke  to  save  your  life  ; 
For  then  you  lay  beneath  the  butcher's  knife. 
Long  time  you  fought,  redoubled  battery  bore, 
But,  after  all,  against  yourself  you  swore  ; 
Your  former  self :  for  every  hour  your  form 
Is  chopp'd  and  changed,  hke  winds  before  a  storm. 
Thus  fear  and  interest  will  prevail  with  some, 
For  all  have  not  the  gift  of  martyrdom.' 

The  Panther  grinn'd  at  this,  and  thus  rephed : 

That  men  may  err  was  never  yet  denied. 
But,  if  that  common  principle  be  true, 
The  canon,  dame,  is  levell'd  full  at  you. 
But,  shunning  long  disputes,  I  fain  would  see 
That  wondrous  wight  infallibility. 
Is  he  from  heaven,  this  mighty  champion,  come  ? 
Or  lodged  below  in  subterranean  Rome  ? 
First,  seat  him  somewhere,  and  derive  his  race. 
Or  else  conclude  that  nothing  has  no  place.' 

*  Suppose,  though  I  disown  it,  (said  the  Hind,) 

The  certain  mansion  were  not  vet  assign' d ; 
18  .  o       , 
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The  doubtful  residence  no  proof  can  bring 

Against  the  plain  existence  of  the  thing. 

Because  philosophera  may  disagree, 

If  sight  by  emission  or  reception  be, 

Shall  it  be  thence  inferred  I  do  not  see  1 

But  you  require  an  answer  positive. 

Which  yet,  when  I  demand,  you  dare  not  give ; 

For  fallacies  in  imiversals  Uve. 

I  then  affirm  that  this  unfailing  guide 

In  Pope  and  General  Councils  must  reside ; 

Both  lawful,  both  combined :  what  one  decrees 

By  numerous  votes,  the  other  ratifies : 

On  this  undoubted  sense  the  Church  relies. 

'Tis  true,  some  doctors  in  a  scantier  space, 

I  mean,  in  each  apart,  contract  the  place. 

Some  who,  to  greater  length,  extend  the  line. 

The  Church's  after-acceptation  join. 

This  last  circumference  appears  too  wide  ; 

The  Church  diffused  is  by  the  Council  tied ; 

As  members  by  their  representatives 

Obliged  to  laws,  which  Prince  and  Senate  gives. 

Thus  some  contract,  and  some  enlarge  the  space  : 

In  Pope  and  Council,  who  denies  the  place, 

Assisted  from  above  with  God's  unfaihng  grace  1 

Those  canons  all  the  needful  points  contain ; 

Their  sense  so  obvious,  and  their  words  so  plain. 

That  no  disputes  about  the  doubtful  text 

Have  hitherto  the  labouring  world  perplex'd. 

If  any  should  in  after-times  appear, 

New  Councils  must  be  call'd,  to  make  the  meaning  cleai 

Because  in  them  the  power  supreme  resides  ; 

And  all  the  promises  are  to  the  guides. 

This  may  be  taught  with  sound  and  safe  defence : 

But  mark  how  sandy  is  your  own  pretence, 

Who,  setting  Councils,  Pope  and  Church  aside, 

Are  every  man  his  own  presuming  guide. 

The  sacred  books,  you  say,  are  fuU  and  plain, 

And  every  needful  point  of  truth  contain  : 

All,  wha  can  read,  interpreters  may  be : 

rhus,  though  your  several  Churches  disagree, 

^et  every  saint  has  to  himself  alone 

rhe  secret  of  this  philosophic  stone. 

rhese  principles  your  jarring  sects  unite, 
iVhen  diSeriDg  doctors  and  diacipVea  ^^\it. 
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Thougli  Luther,  Zuinglius,  Calvin,  holy  chiefs, 
Have  made  a  battle-royal  of  beliefs  ; 
Or,  like  wild  horses,  several  ways  have  whirl'd 
The  tortured  text  about  the  Christian  world ; 
Each  Jehu  lashing  on  with  furious  force, 
Tnat  Turk  or  Jew  could  not  have  used  it  worse ; 
No  matter  what  dissension  leaders  make, 
^Vhere  every  private  man  may  save  a  stake . 
JRuled  by  the  Scripture  and  his  own  advice. 
Each  has  a  blind  bye-path  to  Paradise  ; 
Where,  driving  in  a  circle,  slow  or  fast, 
Opoosing  sects  are  sure  to  meet  at  last. 
A  wondrous  charity  you  have  in  store 
For  all  reform'd  to  pass  the  narrow  door  : 
So  much,  that  Mahomet  had  scarcely  more. 
For  he,  kind  prophet,  was  for  dammng  none ; 
Bui  Christ  and  Moses  were  to  save  their  own : 
Himself  was  to  secure  his  chosen  race. 
Though  reason  good  for  Turks  to  take  the  place, 
And  he  allow'd  to  be  the  better  man, 
In  virtue  of  his  holier  Al-coran.' 

*  True,  (said  the  Panther,)  I  shall  ne'er  deny, 
My  brethren  may  be  saved  as  well  as  I : 
Though  Huguenots  contemn  our  ordination, 
Succession,  ministerial  vocation ; 

And  Luther,  more  mistaking  what  he  read, 
Msjoins  the  sacred  body  with  the  bread : 
Yet,  lady,  still  remember  I  maintain, 
The  word  in  needful  points  is  only  plain.* 

*  Needless,  or  needftil,  I  not  now  contend, 
For  stiU.you  have  a  loop-hole  for  a  friend, 
(Rejoin'd  the  matron)  :  but  the  rule  you  lay 
Has  led  whole  flocks,  and  leads  them  stiU  astray, 
In  weighty  points,  and  fuU  damnation's  way. 
For  did  not  Arius  first,  Socinus  now, 

The  Son's  eternal  Godhead  disavow  ? 

And  did  not  these  by  gospel  texts  alone 

Condemn  our  doctrine,  and  maintain  their  own  1 

Have  not  all  heretics  the  same  pretence 

To  plead  the  Scriptures  in  their  own  defence  1 

How  did  the  Nicene  Council  then  decide 

That  strong  debate  ?  was  it  by  Scripture  tried  ? 

No,  sure  ;  to  that  the  rebel  would  not  yield  ; 

Squadrons  of  texts  he  marshall'd  in  the  ^e\i*. 
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That  was  but  civil  war,  an  equal  set, 
Where  piles  with  piles,  and  eagles  eagles  met. 
With  texts  point-blank  and  plain  he  faced  the  foe, 
And  did  not  Satan  tempt  our  Saviour  so  ? 
The  good  old  bishops  took  a  simpler  way ; 
Each  ask'd  but  what  he  heard  his  father  say. 
Or  how  he  was  instructed  in  his  youth, 
And  by  tradition's  force  upheld  the  truth.' 

The  Panther  smiled  at  this  ;  *  And  when,  (said  she,) 
Were  those  first  Councils  disallow'd  by  me 't 
Or  where  did  I  at  sure  tradition  strike. 
Provided  still  it  were  apostoUc '? ' 

*  Friend,  (said  the  Hind,)  you  quit  your  former  ground, 
Whete  all  your  faith  you  did  on  Scripture  found : 

Now  'tis  tradition  join'd  with  holy  writ ; 
But  thus  your  memory  betrays  your  wit.' 

*  No,  (said  the  Panther,)  for  in  that  I  view. 
When  your  tradition's  forged,  and  when  'tis  true. 
I  set  them  by  the  rule,  and,  as  they  square, 

Or  deviate  from  undoubted  doctrine  there. 
This  oral  fiction,  that  old  faith  declare.' 

Hind.  *  The  Council  steer'd,  it  seems,  a  difierent  course : 
They  tried  the  Scripture  by  tradition's  force : 
But  you  tradition  by  the  Scripture  try; 
Pursued  by  sects,  from  this  to  that  you  fly, 
Nor  dare  on  one  foundation  to  rely. 
The  word  is  then  deposed,  and  in  this  view. 
You  rule  the  Scripture,  not  the  Scripture  you.' 
*  Thus  (said  the  dame,  and,  smihng,  thus  pursued) 
I  see,  tradition  then  is  disallow'd. 
When  not  evinced  by  Scripture  to  be  true. 
And  Scripture,  as  interpreted  by  you. 
But  here  you  tread  upon  unfaithfiil  ground ; 
Unless  you  could  infallibly  expound : 
Which  you  reject  as  odious  Popery, 
And  throw  that  doctrine  back  with  scorn  on  me. 
Suppose  we  on  things  traditive  divide, 
And  both  appeal  to  Scripture  to  decide  ; 
By  various  texts  we  both  uphold  our  claim, 
Nay,  often,  ground  our  titles  on  the  same : 
After  long  labour  lost,  and  time's  expense. 
Both  grant  the  words,  and  quarrel  for  the  sense. 
Thus  all  disputes  for  ever  must  depend  ; 
For  no  dumb  rule  can  contro\exa\eia  ^ni 
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Thus,  when  you  said,  Tradition  must  be  tried 
By  sacred  writ,  whose  sense  yourselves  decide, 
You  said  no  more,  but  that  yourselves  must  be  % 
The  judges  of  the  Scripture  sense,  not  we. 
Against  our  Church-tradition  you  declare, 
And  yet  your  clerks  would  sit  in  Moses*  chair : 
At  least  'tis  proved  against  your  argument. 
The  rule  is  fiir  from  plain,  where  all  dissent.* 

*  If  not  by  Scriptures,  how  can  we  be  sure, 
(Replied  the  Panther,)  what  tradition  *s  pure  ? 
For  you  may  palm  upon  us  new  for  old : 

AH,  as  they  say,  that  g:htters,  is  not  gold.' 

*  How  but  by  following  her,  (rephed  the  dame,) 
To  whom  derived  from  sire  to  son  they  came  ; 
^Yhere  every  age  does  on  another  move. 

And  trusts  no  farther  than  the  next  above  ; 
Where  all  the  rounds  like  Jacob's  ladder  rise, 
rhe  lowest  hid  in  earth,  the  topmost  in  the  skies.' 

Sternly  the  savage  did  her  answer  mark. 
Her  glowing  eyeballs  gUttering  in  the  dark. 
And  said  but  this :  *  Since  lucre  was  your  trade, 
Succeeding  times  such  dreadful  gaps  have  made, 
'Tis  dangerous  climbing :  to  your  sons  and  you 
I  leave  the  ladder,  and  its  omen  too.' 

Hind.  *  The  Panther's  breath  was  ever  famed  for  sweet ; 
But  from  the  Wolf  such  wishes  oft  I  meet : 
You  leam'd  this  language  from  the  blatant  beast. 
Or  rather  did  not  speak,  but  were  possess'd. 
As  for  your  answer,  'tis  but  barely  urged : 
You  must  evince  tradition  to  be  forged ; 
Produce  plain  proofs,  unblemish'd  authors  use. 
As  ancient  as  those  ages  they  accuse ; 
'Till  when,  'tis  not  sufficient  to  defame ; 
An  old  possession  stands  till  elder  quits  the  claim. 
Then  for  our  interest,  which  is  named  alone 
To  load  with  envy,  we  retort  your  own. 
For  when  traditions  in  your  faces  fly. 
Resolving  not  to  yield,  you  must  decry. 
As,  when  the  cause  goes  hard,  the  guilty  man 
Excepts,  and  thins  ms  jury  all  he  can  ; 
So,  when  you  stand  of  other  aid  bereft, 
You  to  the  Twelve  Apostles  would  be  left. 
Your  friend  the  Wolf  did  with  more  craft  provide  .  ;j 

To  set  those  toys,  traditions,  quite  aside  *, 
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And  Fathers  too,  unless  whfen,  reason  spent, 
He  cites  them  but  sometimes  for  ornament. 
But,  madam  Panther,  you,  though  more  sincere. 
Are  not  so  wise  as  your  adulterer : 
The  private  spirit  is  a  better  bUnd, 
Than  all  the  dodging  tricks  your  authors  find. 
For  they,  who  left  the  Scripture  to  the  crowd, 
Each  for  his  own  pecuUar  judge  allow'd ; 
^The  way  to  please  them  was  to  make  them  proud. 
Thus,  with  full  sails,  they  ran  upon  the  shelf ; 
"Who  could  suspect  a  cozenage  from  himself  ? 
On  his  own  reason  safer  *tis  to  stand. 
Than  be  deceived  and  damn'd  at  second  hand. 
But  you,  who  Fathers  and  traditions  take, 
And  garble  some,  and  some  you  quite  forsake, 
Pretending  Church-authority  to  fix, 
And  yet  some  grains  of  private  spirit  mix. 
Are,  like  a  mule,  made  up  of  differing  seed. 
And  that 's  the  reason  why  you  never  breed ; 
At  least  not  propagate  your  kind  abroad. 
For  home-dissenters  are  by  statutes  awed. 
And  yet  they  gi'ow  upon  you  every  day, 
While  you,  to  speak  the  best,  are  at  a  stay,  • 
For  sects,  that  are  extremes,  abhor  a  middle  way. 
Like  tricks  of  state,  to  stop  a  raging  flood. 
Or  mollify  a  mad-brain'd  senate's  mood : 
Of  all  expedients  never  one  was  good. 
Well  may  they  argue,  (nor  can  you  deny) 
If  we  must  fix  on  Church-authority, 
BjBst  on  the  best,  the  fountain,  not  the  flood ; 
That  must  be  better  still,  if  this  be  good. 
Shall  she  command,  who  has  herself  rebell'd  1 
Is  Antichrist  by  Antichrist  expell'd  ? 
Did  we  a  lawful  tyranny  displace, 
To  set  aloft  a  bastard  of  the  race  ? 
vVTiy  all  these  wars  to  win  the  Book,  if  we 
Must  not  interpret  for  ourselves,  but  she  ? 
Either  be  wholly  slaves,  or  wholly  free. 
For  purging  fires  traditions  must  not  fight ; 
But  they  must  prove  episcopacy's  right. 
Thus  those  led  horses  are  from  service  freed ; 
You  never  mount  them  but  in  time  of  need. 
Like  mercenaries,  hired  for  home  defence, 
Tbay  will  not  serve  against  tiieix  nafeft  ^xmca* 
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Against  domestic  foes  of  hierarchy 
These  are  drawn  foi-th,  to  make  fanatics  fly ; 
But,  when  they  see  their  countrymen  at  hand, 
Marching  against  them  under  Church-command, 
Straight  they  forsake  their  colours,  and  disband. 

Thus  she,  nor  could  the  Panther  well  enlarge 
With  weak  defence  against  so  strong  a  charge  ; 
But  said  :  *  For  what  did  Christ  his  word  provide.. 
If  stiU  his  Church  must  want  a  living  guide  ? 
And  if  all  saving  doctrines  are  not  there, 
Or  sacred  penmen  could  not  make  them  clear. 
From  after-ages  we  should  hope  in  vain 
For  truths  which  men  inspired  could  not  explain.' 
*  Before  the  word  was  written,' (said  the  Hind,) 
Our  Saviour  preach'd  his  faith  to  human  kind : 
From  his  apostles  the  first  age  received 
Eternal  truth,  and  what  they  taught  believed. 
Thus  by  tradition  faith  was  planted  first ; 
Succeeding  flocks  succeeding  pastors  nursed. 
This  was  the  way  our  wise  Redeemer  chose, 
(Who  sure  could  all  things  for  the  best  dispose) 
To  fence  his  fold  from  their  encroaching  foes. 

He  could  have  writ  himself,  but  well  foresaw 

The  event  would  be  Hke  that  of  Moses'  law  ; 

Some  difference  would  arise,  some  doubts  remain. 

Like  those  which  yet  the  jarring  Jews  maintain. 

No  written  laws  can  bo  so  plain,  so  pure. 

But  wit  may  gloss,  ^d  malice  may  obscure  ; 

Not  those  indited  by  his  first  command, 

A  prophet  graved  the  text,  an  angel  held  his  hand. 

Thvis  faith  was  ere  the  written  word  appear'd. 

And  men  beheved,  not  what  they  read,  but  heard. 

But  since  the  apostles  could  not  be  confined 

To  these,  or  those,  but  severally  design'd 

Their  large  commission  round  the  world  to  blow, 

To  spread  their  faith,  they  spread  their  labours  too. 

Yet  still  their  absent  flock  their  pains  did  share  ; 

They  hearken'd  still,  for  love  produces  care. 

And,  as  mistakes  arose,  or  discords  fell. 

Or  bold  seducers  taught  them  to  rebel, 

As  charity  grew  cold,  or  faction  hot. 

Or  loAg  neglect  their  lessons  had  forgot. 

For  all  their  wants  they  wisely  did  provide, 

And  preaching  by  epistles  was  supplied ; 
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So  great  physicians  ca?inot  all  attend, 

But  some  they  visit,  and  to  some  they  send. 

Yet  all  those  letters  were  not  writ  to  all ; 

Nor  first  intended  but  occasional, 

Their  absent  sermons  ;  nor  if  they  contain 

All  needful  doctrines,  are  those  doctrines  plain. 

Clearness  by  frequent  preaching  must  be  wrought ; 

They  writ  but  seldom,  but  they  daily  taught. 

And  what  one  saint  has  said  of  holy  Paul, 

"  He  darkly  writ,"  is  true  applied  to  all. 

For  this  obscurity  could  Heaven  provide 

More  prudently  than  by  a  Uving  guide, 

As  doubts  arose,  the  difference  to  decide  ? 

A  guide  was  therefore  needful,  therefore  made , 

And,  if  appointed,  sure  to  be  obey'd. 

Thus,  with  due  reverence  to  the  apostles'  writ, 

By  which  my  sons  are  taught,  to  which  submit ; 

I  think,  those  truths,  their  sacred  works  contain, 

The  Church  alone  can  certainly  explain  ; 

That  following  ages,  leaning  on  the  past. 

May  rest  upon  the  primitive  at  last. 

Nor  would  I  thence  the  word  no  rule  infer. 

But  none  without  the  Church-interpreter. 

Because,  as  I  have  urged  before,  'tis  mute. 

And  is  itself  the  subject  of  dispute. 

But  what  the  apostles  their  successors  taught. 

They  to  the  next,  from  them  to  us  is  brought. 

The  undoubted  sense  which  is  in  Scripture  sought. 

From  hence  the  Church  is  arm'd,  when  errors  rise, 

To  stop  their  entrance,  and  prevent  surprise  ; 

And,  safe  entrench'd  within,  her  foes  without  detiea. 

By  these  all  festering  sores  her  coimcils  heal, 

Which  time  or  has  disclosed,  or  shall  reveal ; 

For  discord  cannot  end  without  a  last  appeal. 

Nor  can  a  coimcil  national  decide. 

But  with  subordination  to  her  guide : 

(I  wish  the  cause  were  on  that  issue  tried.) 

Much  less  the  Scripture  ;  for  suppose  debate 

Betwixt  pretenders  to  a  fair  estate, 

Bequeath'd  by  some  legator's  last  intent ; 

(Such  is  our  dying  Saviour's  testament :) 

The  will  is  proved,  is  open'd,  and  is  read  ; 

The  doubtful  heirs  their  differing  titles  plead: 
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All  voucli  the  words  their  interest  to  maintaiu, 
Aud  each  pretends  by  those  his  cause  is  plain. 
Shall  then  the  Testament  award  the  right  ? 
No,  that 's  the  Hungary  for  which  they  fight ; 
The  field  of  battle,  subject  of  debate  ; 
The  thing  contended  for,  the  fair  estate. 
The  sense  is  intricate,  *tis  only  clear 
What  vowels  and  what  consonants  are  there. 
Therefore  *tis  plain,  its  meaning  must  be  tried 
Before  some  judge  appointed  to  decide.' 

*  Suppose,  (the  fair  apostate  said,)  I  grant, 
The  feathful  flock  some  Uving  guide  should  want, 
Your  arguments  an  endless  chace  pursue  : 
Produce  this  vaunted  leader  to  our  view. 
This  mighty  Moses  of  the  chosen  crew.' 

The  dame,  who  saw  her  fainting  foe  retired. 
With  force  renew'd,  to  victory  aspired ; 
And,  looking  upward  to  her  kindred  sky. 
As  once  our  Saviour  own'd  his  Deity, 
Pronounced  his  words — ^^  She  whom  ye  seek  am  L** 
Nor  less  amazed  this  voice  the  Panther  heard, 
Than  were  those  Jews  to  hear  a  God  declared. 
Then  thus  the  matron  modestly  renew'd : 
'  Let  all  your  prophets  and  their  sects  be  view'd, 
And  see  to  which  of  them  yourselves  thuik  fit 
The  conduct  of  your  conscience  to  submit : 
Each  proselyte  .would  vote  his  doctor  best. 
With  absolute  exclusion  to  the  rest : 
Thus  would  your  Polish  diet  disagree,  , 

And  end,  as  it  began,  in  anarchy  : 
Yourself  the  fairest  for  election  stand, 
Because  you  seem  crown-general  of  the  land  : 
But  soon  against  your  superstitious  lawn 
Some  Presbyterian  sabre  would  be  drawn  : 
Jn  your  establish'd  laws  of  sovereignty 
The  rest  some  fundamental  flaw  would  see,. 
And  call  rebellion  gospel-hberty. 
To  Church-decrees  your  articles  require 
Submission  moUified,  if  not  entire. 
Homage  denied,  to  censures  you  proceed : 
But  when  Curtana  will  not  do  the  deed. 
You  lay  that  pointless  clergy- weapon  by. 
And  to  the  laws,  your  sword  of  justice,  fly. 
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Now  this  your  sects  the  more  unkmdly  take, 
(Those  prying  varlets  hit  the  blots  you  make) 
Because  some  ancient  friends  of  yours  declare, 
Your  only  rule  of  faith  the  Scriptures  are, 
Interpreted  by  men  of  judgment  sound, 
Which  every  sect  will  for  themselves  expound  ; 
Nor  think  less  reverence  to  their  doctors  due 
For  sound  interpretation,  than  to  you. 
If  then,  by  able  heads,  are  imderstood 
Your  brother  prophets,  who  reformed  abroad  ; 
Those  able  heads  expound  a  wiser  way, 
That  their  own  ^eep  their  shepherd  should  obey. 
But  if  you  mean  yourselves  are  only  sound, 
That  doctrine  turns  the  Reformation  round, 
And  all  the  rest  are  false  reformers  found ; 
Because  in  sundry  points  you  stand  alone, 
Not  in  communion  join'd  with  any  one  ; 
And  therefore  must  be  all  the  Church,  or  none. 
Then,  *till  you  have  agreed  whose  judge  is  best. 
Against  this  forced  submission  they  protest : 
While  soimd  and  sound  a  different  sense  explains, 
Both  play  at  hardhead  till  they  break  their  brains ; 
And  from  their  chairs  each  other's  force  defy, 
While  unregarded  thunders  vainly  fly. 
I  pass  the  rest,  because  your  Church  alone 
Of  all  usurpers  best  could  fill  the  throne. 
But  neither  you,  nor  any  sect  beside. 
For  this  high  office  can  be  quahfied, 
•  With  necessary  gifts  required  in  such  a  guide. 
For  that,  which  must  direct  the  whole,  must  be 
Bound  in  one  bond  of  faith  and  unity : 
But  all  your  several  Churches  disagree. 
The  consubstantiating  Church  and  priest 
Refuse  communion  to  the  Calvinist : 
The  French  reformed,  from  preaching  you  restrain, 
Because  you  judge  their  ordination  vain  ; 
And  so  they  judge  of  yours,  but  donors  must  ordain. 
In  short,  in  doctrine,  or  in  disciphne, 
Not  one  reform'd  can  with  another  join  : 
But  all  from  each,  as  from  damnation,  fly ; 
No  union  they  pretend,  but  in  Non-Popery. 
Nor,  should  their  members  in  a  synod  meet. 
Could  any  Church  presume  to  mount  the  seat, 
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Above  the  rest,  their  discords  to  decide  ; 

None  would  obey,  but  each  would  be  the  guide : 

And,  face  to  face,  dissensions  would  increase ; 

For  only  distance  now  preserves  the  peace. 

All  in  their  turns  accusers,  and  accused. 

Babel  was  never  half  so  much  confused : 

What  one  can  plead,  the  rest  can  plead  as  well ; 

For  amongst  equals  lies  no  last  appeal, 

And  aU  confess  themselves  are  fallible. 

Now  since  you  grant  some  necessary  guide, 

All  who  can  err  are  justly  laid  aside  : 

Because  a  trust  so  sacred  to  confer 

Shows  want  of  such  a  sure  interpreter  ; 

And  how  can  he  be  needful  who  can  err  1 

Then,  granting  that  unerring  guide  we  want, 

That  such  there  is  you  stand  obliged  to  grant : 

Our  Saviour  else  were  wanting  to  supply 

Our  needs,  and  obviate  that  necessity. 

It  then  remains,  that  Church  can  only  be 

rhe  guide,  which  owns  unfaihng  certainty  ; 

Dr  else  you  shp  your  hold,  and  change  your  side, 

Relapsing  from  a  necessary  guide. 

But  this  annexed  condition  of  the  crown. 

Immunity  from  errors,  you  disown  ; 

Here  then  you  shrink,  and  lay  your  weak  pretences 

down. 
For  petty  royalties  you  raise  debate ; 
But  this  unfailing  universal  state 

You  shun  ;  nor  dare  succeed  to  such  a  glorioua  weight ; 
And  for  that  cause  those  promises  detest, 
With  which  our  Saviour  did  his  Church  invest ; 
But  strive  to  evade,  and  fear  to  find  them  true, 
As  conscious  they  were  never  meant  to  you  : 
All  which  the  Mother-Church  asserts  her  own, 
And  with  unrivall'd  claim  ascends  the  throne. 
So  when  of  old  the  Almighty  Father  sate 
In  council,  to  redeem  our  ruin'd  state, 
Milhons  of  millions,  at  a  distance  round. 
Silent,  the  sacred  consistory  crown'd, 
To  hear  what  mercy,  mix'd  with  justice,  could  proi^f/und 
All  prompt,  with  eager  pity,  to  fulfil 
The  full  extent  of  their  Creator's  will. 
But  when  the  stem  conditions  were  declared, 
A  moumftal  whisper  through  the  hos^.  ^Sis\ift^x^ 
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And  the  whole  hierarchy,  with  heads  hung  down, 

Submissively  declined  the  ponderous  profter'd  crown* ' 

Then,  not  till  then,  the  iSternal  Son  from  high 

Rose  in  the  strength  of  all  the  Deity ; 

Stood  forth  to  accept  the  terms,  and  imderwent 

A  weight  which  all  the  frame  of  heaven  had  bent, 

Nor  he  himself  could  bear,  but  as  Omnipotent. 

Nbw,  to  remove  the  least  remaining  doubt, 

That  e'en  the  blear-eyed  sects  may  find  her  out, 

Behold  what  heavenly  rays  adorn  her  brows, 

What  from  his  wardrobe  her  beloved  allows 

To  deck  the  wedding-day  of  his  unspotted  spouse. 

Behold  what  marks  of  ma;^esty  she  brings  ; 

Richer  than  ancient  heirs  of  eastern  kings  : 

Her  right  hand  holds  the  sceptre  and  the  keys, 

To  show  whom  she  commands,  and  who  obeys : 

With  these  to  bind,  or  set  the  sinner  free. 

With  that  to  assert  spiritual  royalty. 

One  in  herself,  not  rent  by  schism,  but  sound. 
Entire,  one  solid  shining  diamond  ; 
Not  sparkles  shattered  into  sects  like  you  : 
One  is  the  Church,  and  must  be  to  be  true : 
One  central  prindple  of  imity. 
As  undivided,  so  from  errors  free, 
As  one  in  faith,  so  one  in  sanctity. 
Thus  she,  and  none  but  she,  the  insulting  rage 
Of  heretics  opposed  from  age  to  age : 
Still  when  the  giant-brood  invades  her  throne, 
She  stoops  from  heaven,  and  meets  them  half-way  dov.Ti, 
And  with  paternal  thunder  vindicates  her  crown. 
But  like  Egyptian  sorcerers  you  stand, 
And  vainly  hffc  aloft  your  magic  wand. 
To  sweep  away  the  swarms  of  vermin  from  the  land  : 
You  could,  like  them,  with  like  infernal  force. 
Produce  the  plague,  but  not  arrest  the  course. 
But  when  the  boils  and  blotches,  with  disgrace 
And  public  scandal,  sat  upon  the  face, 
Themselves  attack'd,  the  Magi  strove  no  more. 
They  saw  God's  finger,  and  their  fate  deplore ; 
Themselves  they  could  not  cure  of  the  dishonest  sora 
Thus  one,  thus  pure,  behold  her  largely  spread, 
Like  the  fair  ocean  from  her  mother-bed  ; 
From  east  to  west  triumphantly  she  rides, 
AM  shores  are  water'd  by  \ier  wea\W\y  \,\^<&%. 
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Tie  Gospel-sound,  diffused  from  pole  to  pole, 
Where  winds  can  cany,  and  where  waves  can  roll,    • 
The  self-same  doctrine  of  the  sacred  page 
Convey'd  to  every  clime,  in  every  age. 

Here  let  my  sortow  give  my  satire  place, 
To  raise  new  blushes  on  my  [British  race ; 
Our  sailing  ships  like  common  sewers  we  use, 
And  through  our  distant  colonies  diffuse 
The  draught  of  dungeons,  and  the  stench  of  stewa. 
J^om,  when  their  home-bred  honesty  is  lost, 
We  disembogue  on  some  far  Indian  coast : 
Thieves,  panders,  paillards,  sins  of  every  sort. 
Those  are  the  manufactui'es  we  export ; 
And  these  the  missioners  our  zeal  nas  made : 
For,  with  my  country's  pardon  be  it  said, 
Religion  is  the  least  of  tdl  our  trade. 

Yet  some  improve  their  traffic  more  than  we ; 
For  they  on  gain — their  only  god,  rely. 
And  set  a  put)Uc  price  on  piety. 
Industrious  of  the  needle  and  the  chart, 
Ihey  run  full  sail  to  their  Japonian  mart ; 
Prevention  fear,  and,  prodigal  of  fame, 
Sell  all  of  Christian  to  the  very  name ; 
Nor  leave  enough  of  that  to  hide  their  naked  shame. 

Tlius,  of  three  marks,  which  in  the  Creed  we  view, 
Not  one  of  all  can  be  applied  to  you : 
Much  less  the  fourth  ;  in  vain,  alas  !  you  seek 
The  ambitious  title  of  Apostolic : 
God-like  descent !  *tis  weU  your  blood  can  be 
Proved  noble  in  the  third  or  fourth  degree : 
For  all  of  ancient  that  you  had  before, 
(I  mean  what  is  not  borrow'd  from  our  store) 
^as  error  fulminated  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Old  heresies  condemn'd  in  ages  past, 
%.  care  and  time  recovered  from  the  blast. 

Tis  said  with  ease,  but  never  can  be  proved, 

•^e  Church  her  old  foundations  has  removed, 

^d  built  new  doctrines  on  unstable  sands : 

Jttdge  that,  ye  winds  and  rains  :  you  proved  her,  yet  sho 

stands. 

Those  ancient  dpctrines  charged  on  her  for  new, 

^ow  when,  and  how,  and  from  what  hands  they  grew, 

^e  claim  no  power,  when  heresies  grow  boVd, 

%com  new  faith,  but  atiJl  declare  tlie  old, 
19 
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How  else  could  that  obscene  disease  be  purged. 
When  controverted  texts  are  vainly  urged  1 
To  prove  tradition  new,  there 's  somewnat  more 
Required,  than  saying,  'Twas  not  used  before 
Those  monumental  arms  are  never  stirr'd, 
Till  schism  or  heresy  call  down  Goliah*s  sword. 

Thus,  what  you  call  corruptions,  are,  in  truth. 
The  first  plantations  of  the  Gospel's  youth ; 
Old  standard  faith :  but  cast  your  eyes  again, 
And  view  those  errors  which  new  sects  maintain. 
Or  which  of  old  disturbed  the  Church's  peaceful  reign  j 
And  we  can  point  each  period  of  the  time. 
When  they  began,  and  who  be^ot  the  crime ; 
Can  calculate  how  long  the  echpse  endured. 
Who  interposed,  what  digits  were  obscured  : 
Of  all  which  are  already  pass'd  away, 
We  know  the  rise,  the  progress,  and  decay. 

Despair  at  our  foundations  then  to  strie, 
Till  you  can  prove  your  faith  apostolic  *, 
A  limpid  stream  drawn  from  the  native  source ; 
Succession  lawful  in  a  lineal  course. 
Prove  any  Church,  opposed  to  this  our  head, 
So  one,  so  pure,  so  unconfinedly  spread, 
Under  one  chief  of  the  spiritual  state, 
The  members  all  combined,  and  all  subordinate : 
Show  such  a  seamless  coat,  from  schism  so  free, 
In  no  communion  join'd  with  heresy. 
If  such  a  one  you  find,  let  truth  prevail : 
Till  when  your  weights  will  in  the  balance  fail : 
A  Church  imprinciplcd  kicks  up  the  scale. 

But  if  you  cannot  think  (nor  sure  you  can 
Suppose  m  God  what  were  unjust  in  man) 
That  He,  the  foimtain  of  eternal  grace. 
Should  suffer  falsehood,  for  so  long  a  space, 
To  banish  truth,  and  to  usurp  her  place : 
That  seven  successive  ages  should  be  lost. 
And  preach  damnation  at  their  proper  cost ; 
That  all  your  erring  ancestors  should  die, 
Drown'd  in  the  abvss  of  deep  idolatry : 
If  piety  forbid  sucn  thoughts  to  rise. 
Awake,  and  open  your  unwilling  eyes : 
God  hath  left  nothing  for  each  age  undone, 
From  this  to  that  wherein  he  sent  his  Son  : 
Then  think  but  well  of  him,  and  laa.\^  ^qmy  work  is  done 
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See  how  his  Church,  adom'd  with  every  grace, 

With  open  arms,  a  kind  forgiving  fece, 

Stands  read^  to  prevent  her  long-lost  son's  embrace. 

Not  more  did  Joseph  o'er  his  brethren  weep, 

Nor  less  himself  could  from  discovery  keep, 

When  in  the  crowd  of  suppliants  thejr  were  seen, 

And  in  their  crew  his  best- loved  Benjamin. 

That  pious  Joseph  in  the  Church  behold. 

To  feed  your  famine,  and  refuse  your  gold ; 

The  Joseph  you  exiled,  the  Joseph  whom  you  sold.' 

Thus,  while  with  heavenly  charity  she  spoke, 
A.  streaming  blaze  the  silent  shadows  broke, 
Shot  from  the  skies  a  cheerful  azure  light ; 
The  birds  obscene  to  forest  wing'd  their  flight, 
And  gaping  graves  received  the  wand'ring  guilty  spright 

Such  were  the  pleasing  triumphs  of  the  sky. 
For  James's  late  nocturnal  victory ; 
The  pledge  of  his  almighty  Patron's  love. 
The  fireworks  which  his  angels  made  above. 
I  saw  myself  the  lambent  easv  light 
Gild  the  brown  horror,  and  dispel  the  night : 
The  messenger  with  speed  the  tidings  bore  ; 
News  which  three  labouring  nations  did  restore ; 
But  Heaven's  own  Nuncius  was  arrived  before. 

By  this,  the  Hind  had  reach'd  her  lonely  cell. 
And  vapom's  rose,  and  dews  imwholesome  fell. 
When  sne,  by  frequent  observation  wise. 
As  one  who  long  on  heaven  had  fix'd  her  eyes, 
Discem'd  a  change  of  weather  in  the  skies. 
The  western  borders  vere  with  crimson  spread, 
The  moon  descending  look'd  aU  flaming  red ; 
She  thought  good  maimers  bound  her  to  invite 
The  stranger  dame  to  be  her  guest  that  night. 
'  Tis  true,  coarse  diet,  and  a  short  repast, 
(She  said,)  were  weak  inducements  to  the  taste 
Of  one  so  nicely  bred,  and  so  imused  to  fast : 
But  what  plain  fare  her  cottage  could  afford, 
A  hearty  welcome  at  a  homely  board. 
Was  freely  hers ;  and,  to  supply  the  rest, 
An  honest  meaning,  and  an  open  breast : 
Last,  with  c^jntent  of  mind,  the  poor  man's  wealth, 
A  grace-cup  to  their  common  patron's  health. 
This  she  desired  her  to  accept,  and  stay, 
For  fear  she  might  be  wilder'd  in  her  'woy, 
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Because  she  wanted  an  unerring  guide, 
And  then  the  dew-drops  on  her  silken  hide 
Her  tender  constitution  did  declare, 
Too  lady-like  a  long  fatigue  to  bear, 
And  rough  inclemencies  of  raw  nocturnal  air. 
But  most  she  fear'd  that,  travelling  so  late, 
Some  evil-minded  beasts  might  lie  in  wait. 
And  without  witness  wreak  their  hidden  hate.' 

The  Panther,  though  she  lent  a  listening  ear, 
Had  more  of  lion  in  her  than  to  fear : 
Yet  wisely  weighing,  since  she  had  to  deal 
With  many  foes,  their  numbers  might  prevail, 
Eetum'd  her  all  the  thanks  she  could  afford ; 
And  took  her  friendly  hostess  at  her  word : 
Whio,  entering  first  her  lowly  roof,  a  shed 
With  hoary  moss,  and  winding  ivy  spread. 
Honest  enough  to  hide  an  humble  hermit's  head ; 
Thus  graciously  bespoke  her  welcome  guest : 
*  So  might  these  walls,  with  your  fair  presence  blest» 
Become  your  dwelling-place  of  everlasting  rest ; 
Not  for  a  night,  or  quick  revolving  year. 
Welcome  an  owner,  not  a  sojourner. 
This  peaceful  seat  my  poverty  secures  ; 
War  seldom  enters  but  where  wealth  allures : 
Nor  yet  despise  it ;  for  this  poor  abode 
Has  oft  received,  and  yet  receives  a  God  ; 
A  God,  victorious  of  the  Stygian  race, 
Here  laid  his  sacred  limbs,  and  sanctified  the  place. 
This  mean  retreat  did  mighty  Pan  contain ; 
Be  emulous  of  him,  and  pomp  disdain, 
And  dare  not  to  debase  your  soul  to  gain.' 

The  silent  stranger  stood  amazed  to  see 
Contempt  of  wealth,  and  wilful  poverty ; 
And,  though  ill  habits  are  not  soon  controll'd, 
Awhile  suspended  her  desire  of  gold  ; 
But  civilly  drew  in  her  sharpen'd  paws, 
Not  violating  hospitable  laws, 
And  pacified  her  tail,  and  lick'd  her  frothy  jaws. 

The  Hind  did  first  her  country  cates  provide ; 
Hien  couch'd  herself  securely  by  her  side. 
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THE  THIKD  PART. 

Much  malice,  mingled  with  a  little  wit, 

Perhaps,  may  censure  this  mysterious  writ : 

Because  the  muse  has  peopled  CaJedon 

With  Panthers,  Bears,  and  Wolves,  and  beasts  unknown, 

As  if  we  were  not  stock'd  with  monsters  of  our  own. 

Let  -^op  answer,  who  has  set  to  view 

Such  kinds  as  Greece  and  Phrygia  never  knew ; 

And  mother  Hubbard,  in  her  homely  dress. 

Has  sharply  blamed  a  British  Lioness ; 

That  queen,  whose  feast  the  factious  rabble  keep. 

Exposed  obscenely  naked  and  asleep. 

Led  by  those  great  examples,  may  not  I 

The  wanted  organs  of  their  words  supply  ? 

If  men  transact  like  brutes,  'tis  equal  then 

For  brutes  to  claim  the  privilege  of  men. 

Others  our  Hind  of  folly  will  indict, 
To  entertain  a  dangerous  guest  by  night. 
Let  those  remember,  that  she  cannot  die 
Till  rolling  time  is  lost  in  round  eternity ; 
Nor  need  she  fear  the  Panther,  though  untamed, 
Because  the  Lion's  peace  was  now  proclaim'd : 
The  wary  savage  would  not  give  offence, 
To  forfeit  the  protection  of  her  Prince ; 
But  watch'd  the  time  her  vengeance  to  complete, 
When  all  her  furry  sons  in  frequent  senate  met ; 
Meanwhile,  she  quench'd  her  fury  at  the  flood, 
And  with  a  lenten  sallad  cool'd  her  blood. 
Their  commons,  though  but  coarse,  were  nothing-scant, 
Nor  did  their  minds  an  equal  banquet  want. 

For  now  the  Hind,  whose  noble  nature  strove 
To  express  her  plain  simpHcity  of  love. 
Did  aU  the  honours  of  her  house  so  well, 
No  sharp  debates  disturb'd  the  friendly  meal. 
She  tum'd  the  talk,  avoiding  that  extreme. 
To  common  dangers  past,  a  sadly-pleasing  theme ; 
Rememb'ring  every  storm  which  toss'd  the  state, 
Wlien  both  were  objects  of  the  public  hate, 
And  dropp'd  a  tear  betwixt  for  her  own  children's  fete. 

Nor  fail'd  she  then  a  full  review  to  make 
Of  what  the  Panther  suffered  for  her  sake  : 
Her  lost  esteem,  her  truth,  her  loyal  care, 
9«r  feith  unshaken  to  an  exiled  neir, 
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Her  strength  to  endure,  her  courage  to  defy ; 

Her  choice  of  honourable  infamy. 

On  these,  prolixly  thankful,  she  enlarged ; 

Then  with  acknowledgment  herself  she  charged'; 

For  friendship,  of  itself  an  holy  tie. 

Is  made  more  sacred  by  adversity. 

Now  should  they  part,  malicious  tongues  would  say. 

They  met  like  chance  companions  on  the  way, 

Whom  mutual  fear  of  robbers  had  possessed ; 

While  danger  lasted,  kindness  was  profess'd : 

But  that  once  o'er,  the  short-Uved  union  ends  : 

The  road  divides,  and  there  divide  the  friends. 

The  Panther  nodded  when  her  speech  was  done, 
And  thank'd  her  coldly  in  a  hollow  tone  : 
But  said  her  gratitude  had  gone  too  far 
For  common  offices  of  Christian  care. 
If  to  the  lawful  heir  she  had  been  true, 
She  paid  but  Csesar  what  was  Csesar's  due. 
« I  might,  (she  added,)  with  like  praise  describe 
Your  suflfering  sons,  and  so  return  your  bribe  : 
But  incense  from  my  hands  is  pooriy  prized ; 
For  gifts  are  scorn'd  where  givers  are  despised. 
I  served  a  turn,  and  then  was  cast  away ; 
You,  like  the  gaudy  fly,  your  wings  display, 
And  sip  the  sweets,  and  bask  in  your  great  patron's  day.' 

This  heard,  the  matron  was  not  slow  to  fiind 
What  sort  of  malady  had  seized  her  mind : 
Disdain,  with  gnawing  Envy,  foil  Despite, 
And  canker'd  Malice  stood  in  open  sight : 
Ambition,  Interest,  Pride  without  control, 
And  Jealousy,  the  jaundice  of  the  soul ; 
Kevenge,  the  bloody  minister  of  ill, 
With  all  the  lean  tormentei-s  of  the  will. 
'Twas  easy  now  to  guess  from  whence  arose 
Her  new-made  union  with  her  ancient  foes. 
Her  forced  civilities,  her  faint  embrace, 
Affected  kindness  with  an  alter'd  face : 
Yet  durst  she  not  too  deeply  probe  the  wound, 
As  hoping  still  the  nobler  parts  were  sound  : 
But  strove  with  anodynes  to  assuage  the  smart, 
And  mildly  thus  her  medicme  did  impart. 

*  Complaints  of  lovers  help  to  ease  their  pain ; 
It  shows  a  rest  of  kindness  to  complain ; 
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A  friendship  loth  to  quit  its  former  hold  ; 

And  conscious  merit  may  be  justly  bold : 

But  much  more  just  jrour  jealousy  would  show, 

If  other's  good  were  injury  to  you  : 

Witness,  ye  heavens,  how  I  rejoice  to  see 

Rewardea  worth  and  rising  loyalty. 

Your  warrior  offspring  that  upheld  the  crown, 

The  scarlet  honour  of  your  peaceful  gown, 

Are  the  most  pleasing  objects  I  can  find, 

Charms  to  my  sight,  and  cordials  to  my  mind : 

When  virtue  spooms  before  a  prosperous  gale. 

My  heaving  wishes  help  to  fill  the  sail ; 

And  if  my  prayers  for  aU  the  brave  were  heard, 

Caesar  should  still  have  such,  and  such  should  still  re- 
ward 
The  labour'd  earth  your  pains  have  sow'd  and  till'd ; 

Tis  just  you  reap  the  product  of  the  field : 

Tout's  be  the  harvest,  tis  the  beggar's  gain 

To  glean  the  fallings  of  the  loaded  wain. 

Such  scatter'd  ears  as  are  not  worth  your  care. 

Your  charity,  for  alms,  may  safely  spare. 

For  alms  are  but  the  vehicles  of  prayer. 

My  daily  bread  is  literally  implored ; 

I  nave  no  bams  nor  granaries  to  hoard. 

If  Caesar  to  his  own  his  hand  extends, 

Say,  which  of  yours  his  charity  offends : 

You  know  he  largely  gives  to  more  than  are  his  fiienda 

Are  you  defrauded,  when  he  feeds  the  poor? 

Our  mite  decreases  nothing  of  your  store. 

I  am  but  few,  and  by  your  fare  you  see 

My  crying  sins  are  not  of  luxury. 

Some  juster  motive  sure  your  mind  withdraws. 

And  makes  you  break  our  Mendship's  holy  laws ; 

For  barefaced  envy  is  too  base  a  cause. 

Show  more  occasion  for  your  discontent ; 
Your  love,  the  Wolf,  would  help  you  to  invent : 
Some  German  quarrel,  or,  as  times  go  now. 
Some  French,  where  force  is  uppermost,  will  do. 
When  at  the  fountain's  head,  as  merit  ought 
To  claim  the  place,  you  take  a  swilling  draught. 
How  easy  'tis  an  envious  eye  to  throw. 
And  tax  the  sheep  for  troubling  streams  below ; 
Or  call  her  (when  no  farther  cause  you  find) 
An  enemy  profess'd  of  all  your  kind. 
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But  then,  perhaps,  the  wicked  world  would  think, 
The  Wolf  design'd  to  eat  as  well  as  drink.' 

This  last  allusion  gaU'd  the  Panther  more, 
Because  indeed  it  rubb'd  upon  the  sore. 
Yet  seem*d  she  not  to  winch,  though  shrewdly  pain'd  • 
But  thus  her  passive  character  maintained. 

*  I  never  grudged,  whate'er  my  foes  report, 
Your  flaunting  fortune  in  the  Lion's  court. 
You  have  your  day,  or  you  are  much  belied. 
But  I  am  always  on  the  suffering  si^e : 
You. know  my  doctrine,  and  I  need  not  say 
I  will  not,  but  I  cannot  disobey. 
On  this  firm  principle  I  ever  stood ; 
He  of  my  sons  who  fails  to  make  it  good. 
By  one  rebelhous  -act  renounces  too  my  blood.' 

'  Ah,  (said  the  Hind,)  how  many  sons  have  you 
Who  call  you  Mother,  whom  you  never  knew ! 
But  most  of  them  who  that  relation  plead. 
Are  such  ungracious  youths  as  wish  you  dead. 
They  gape  at  rich  revenues  which  you  hold, 
And  &in  would  nibble  at  your  grandame  Gold ; 
Inquire  into  your  years,  and  laugh  to  find 
Your  crazy  temper  shows  you  much  declined. 
Were  you  not  dun  and  doted,  you  might  see 
A  pacK  of  cheats  that  claim  a  pedigree, 
No  more  of  kin  to  you,  than  you  to  me. 
Do  you  not  know,  that,  for  a  Httle  coin. 
Heralds  can  foist  a  name  into  the  line  1 
They  ask  you  blessing  but  for  what  you  have, 
But  once  possessed  of  what  with  care  you  save, 
The  wanton  boys  would  dance  upon  your  grave. 

Your  sons  of  latitude,  that  court  your  grace, 
Though  most  resembling  you  in  form  and  face, 
Are  far  the  worst  of  our  pretended  race. 
And,  but  I  blush  your  honesty  to  blot. 
Pray  God  you  prove  them  lawfully  begot : 
For  in  some  Popish  hbels  I  have  read, 
The  Wolf  has  been  too  busy  in  your  bed ; 
At  least  their  hinder  parts,  the  belly-piece. 
The  paunch,  and  all  that  Scorpio  claims,  are  his. 
Their  mahce,  too,  a  sore  suspicion  brings  ; 
For  though  they  dare  not  bark,  they  snarl  at  kings  :   * 
Nor  blame  them  for  intruding  in  your  line ; 
Fat  biaboprics  are  stiU  of  nga\.  OiiVm'B, 
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Think  you  your  new  French  proselytes  are  come 
To  stsurve  abroad,  because  they  starved  at  home  ? 
rour  benefices  twinkled  from  afar ; 
Th^  found  the  new  Messiah  by  the  star : 
Hiose  Swiss  will  fight  on  any  side  for  pay, 
And  'tis  the  living  that  conforms,  not  they. 
Mark  with  what  management  their  tribes  divide, 
Some  stick  to  you^  and  some  to  t'other  side, 
That  many  churches  may  for  many  mouths  provide. 
More  vacant  pulpits  would  more  converts  make  ; 
All  would  have  latitude  enough  to  take  : 
The  rest  unbeneficed  your  sects  maintain ; 
For  ordinations  without  cures  are  vain, 
♦And  chamber  practice  is  a  silent  gain. 
Your  sons  of  breadth  at  home  are  much  like  these  ; 
Their  soft  and  yielding  metals  run  with  ease  : 
They  melt>  and  take  the  figure  of  the  mould  ; 
But  harden  and  preserve  it  best  in  gold.' 

'Your  Delphic  sword,  (the  Panther  then  replied,) 
Is  double-edged,  and  cuts  on  either  side. 
Some  sons  of  mine,  who  bear  upon  their  shield 
Three  steeples  argent  in  a  sable  field, 
Have  sharply  taxxi  your  converts,  who,  unfed, 
Have  follow'd  you  for  miracles  of  bread ; 
Such  who  themselves  of  no  reUgion  are. 
Allured  with  gain,  for  any  will  declare. 
Bare  lies  with  bold  assertions  they  can  face ; 
But  dint  of  argument  is  out  of  place. 
Hie  grim  logician  puts  them  in  a  fright ; 
Tis  easier  far  to  flourish  than  to  fight, 
rhus  our  eighth  Henry's  marriage  they  defame ; 
rhey  say  the  schism  of  beds  began  the  game, 
divorcing  from  the  Church,  to  wed  the  dame  : 
rhough  largely  proved,  and  by  himself  profess'd, 
?liat  conscience,  conscience  would  not  let  him  rest ; 
mean,  not  till  possess'd  of  her  he  loved, 
Lnd  old,  uncharming  Katherine  was  removed, 
^or  sundry  years  before  he  did  complain. 
Old  told  his  ghostly  confessor  his  pain, 
^ith  tho  same  impudence,  without  a  ground, 
hey  say,  that  look  the  Keformation  round. 
To  Treatise  of  Humility  is  found  : 
•ufc  if  none  were,  the  gospel  does  not  want ; 
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Our  Saviour  preacli'd  it,  and  I  hope  you  grants 
The  Sermon  on  the  Mount  was  Protestant.' 

*  No  doubt,  (replied  the  Hind,)  aa  sure  as  all 
The  writings  of  asdnt  Peter  and  Saint  Paul : 
On  that  decision  let  it  stand  or  felL 
Now,  for  my  converts,  who,  you  say,  imfed. 
Have  foUow'd  me  for  miracles  of  bread ; 
Jude  not  by  hearsay,  but  observe  at  least. 
If  since  their  change  their  loaves  have  been  increased. 
The  Lion  buyb  no  converts  ;  if  he  did, 
Beasts  would  be  sold  as  fast  as  he  could  bid. 
Tax  those  of  interest  who  conform  for  gain, 
Or  stay  the  market  of  another  reign : 
Your  broad-way  sons  would  never  be  too  nice 
To  close  with  Calvin,  if  he  paid  their  price ; 
But,  raised  three  steeples  higher,  would  change  th 

note, 
And  quit  the  cassock  for  the  canting-coat. 
Now,  if  you  damn  this  censure,  as  too  bold, 
Judgo  hj  yourselves,  and  think  not  others  sold. 
Meantime,  my  sons  accused,  by  feme's  report, 
Pay  small  attendance  at  the  Lion's  court. 
Nor  rise  with  early  crowds,  nor  flatter  late ; 
(For  silently  they  beg,  who  daily  wait.) 
Preferment  is  bestow'd,  that  comes  imsought ; 
Attendance  is  a  bribe,  and  then  'tis  bought. 
How  they  should  speed,  their  fortune  is  untried  ; 
For  not  to  ask,  is  not  to  be  denied. 
For  what  they  have,  their  God  and  King  they  bless, 
And  hope  they  should  not  murmur,  had  they  less : 
But,  if  reduced  subsistence  to  implore, 
In  common  prudence  they  would  pass  your  door. 
Unpitied  Hudibras,  your  champion  friend, 
Has  shown  how  far  your  charities  extend. 
This  lasting  verse  shall  on  his  tomb  be  read, 
"  He  shamed  you  hving,  and  upbraids  you  dead." 
With  odious  atheist  names  you  load  your  foes ; 
Your  liberal  Clergy  why  did  I  expose  ? 
It  never  fails  in  charities  like  those. 
In  climes  where  true  Eeligion  is  profess'd, 
That  imputation  were  no  laughing  jest ; 
But  Imprifnatur,  with  a  chaplain's  name, 
Is  here  sufficient  Ucence  to  defemo. 
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What  wonder  is't  that  black  detraction  thrives  7 
The  homicide.of  names  is  less  than  lives ; 
And  yet  the  perjured  murderer  survives.' 
This  said,  ^e  paused  a  little,  and  suppressed 

The  boiling  indignation  of  her  breast. 

She  knew  the  virtue  of  her  blade,  nor  would 

Pollute  her  satire  with  ignoble  blood : 

Her  panting  foe  she  saw  before  her  eye, 

And  back  she  drew  the  shining  weapon  dry. 

So  when  the  generous  Lion  has  in  sight 

His  equal  match,  he  rouses  for  the  fight ; 

Bat  wnen  his  fojB  lies  prostrate  on  the  plain, 

He  sheathes  his  paws,  uncurls  his  angry  mane, 

And,  pleased  with  bloodless  honours  of  the  day. 

Walks  over  and  disdains  the  inglorious  prey. 

So  James,  if  great  with  less  wo  may  compare, 

Arrests  his  rolling  thunder-bolts  in  air ; 

And  grants  ungrateful  friends  a  lengthened  space. 

To  nnplore  the  remnants  of  long-suffering  grace. 
This  breathing-time  the  matron  took ;  and  then 

Hesumed  the  thread  of  her  discourse  again. 
*  Be  vengeance  wholly  left  to  powers  divine. 

And  let  Heaven  judge  betwiit  your  sons  and  mine  : 

If  joys  hereafter  must  be  purchased  here 

With  loss  of  all  that  mortals  hold  so  dear. 

Then  welcome  infamy  and  public  shame. 

And,  last,  a  long  farewell  to  worldly  fame. 

Tis  said  with  ease,  but,  oh,  how  hardly  tried 

By  haughty  souls  to  human  honour  tied ! 

Oh,  sharp  convulsive  pangs  of  agonizing  pride  ! 

Down  then,  thou  rebel,  never  more  to  rise, 

And  what  thou  didst,  and  dost,  so  dearly  prize. 

That  fame,  that  darling  fame,  make  that  thy  sacrifice. 

Tis  nothing  thou  hast  given  ;  then  add  thy  teai's 

For  a  long  race  of  unrepenting  years : 

Tis  nothmg  yet,  yet  all  thou  hast  to  give ; 

Then  add  those  may-be  years  thou  hast  to  live : 

Yet  nothing  still ;  then  poor  and  naked  come, 

Thy  fiither  will  receive  his  unthrift  home, 

And  thy  bless'd  Saviour's  blooci  discharge  the  mighty  sum. 
Thus  (she  pursued)  I  discipline  a  son, 

Whose  Tincheck'd  fuiy  to  revenge  would  run ; 

He  champs  the  bit,  impatient  of  his  loss, 

And  Btarta  aside,  and  nounders  at  the  croaa. 
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Instmct  him  better,  gradoiis  God,  to  know, 

As  thine  is  vengeance,  so  forgiyeness  too : 

That,  suffering  from  ill  tongues,  he  bears  no  more 

Than  what  his  Sovereign  b^urs,  and  what  his  Saviour  bi 

It  now  remains  for  you  to  sdiool  jrour  child. 
And  ask  why  Grod's  anointed  he  reviled ; 
A  King  and  Princess  dead !  did  Shimei  worse  ? 
The  curser's  punishment  should  fright  the  curse : 
Your  son  was  wam'd,  and  wisely  gave  it  o'er. 
But  he,  who  counselled  him,  has  paid  the  score : 
The  heavy  malice  could  no  higher  tend. 
But  woe  to  him  on  whom  the  weights  iescend. 
So  to  permitted  His  the  demon  flies ; 
His  rage  is  aim'd  at  Him  who  rules  the  skies  : 
Constrained  to  quit  his  cause,  no  succour  found, 
The  foe  discharges  every  tire  around, 
In  clouds  of  smoke  abandoning  the  fight ; 
But  his  own  thundering  peals  proclaim  his  flight. 

In  Henry's  change  his  charge  as  ill  succeeds  ; 
To  that  long  story  httle  answer  needs : 
Confront  but  Henry's  words  with  Henry's  deeds. 
Were  space  allow' d,  with  ease  it  might  be  proved. 
What  springs  his  blessed  reformation  moved. 
The  dire  effects  appear'd  in  open  sight. 
Which  from  the  cause  he  calls  a  distant  flight, 
And  yet  no  larger  leap  than  from  the  sim  to  light. 

Now  last  your  sons  a  double  psean  soimd, 
A  Treatise  of  Humility  is  found. 
'Tis  found,  but  better  it  had  ne'er  been  sought. 
Than  thus  in  Protestant  procession  brought. 
The  filmed  original  through  Spain  is  known, 
Rodriguez'  work,  my  celebrated  son. 
Which  yours,  by  ill-translating,  made  his  own  ; 
Conceal'd  its  author,  and  usurp'd  the  name. 
The  basest  and  ignoblest  theft  of  fame. 
My  altars  kindled  first  that  living  coal ; 
Restore,  or  practise  better  what  you  stole : 
That  virtue  could  this  hiunble  verse  inspire, 
'Tis  all  the  restitution  I  require.' 

Glad  was  the  Panther  that  the  charge  was  dosed. 
And  none  of  all  her  faVrite  sons  exposed. 
For  laws  of  arms  permit  each  injured  man 
To  make  himself  a  saver  where  he  can. 
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Perhaps  the  plundered  merchant  cannot  tell 
The  names  of  pirates  in  whose  hands  he  fell ; 
But  at  the  den  of  thieves  he  justly  flies, 
And  every  Algerine  is  lawful  prize. 
No  private  person  in  the  foe's  estate 
Can  plead  exemption  from  the  pubUc  fate. 
Yet  Christian  laws  allow  not  such  redress ; 
Then  let  the  greater  supersede  the  less. 
But  let  the  abettors  of  the  Panther's  crime 
Learn  to  make  fairer  wars  another  time. 
Some  characters  may  sure  be  found  to  write 
Among  her  sons  ;  for  'tis  no  common  sight, 
A  spotted  dam,  and  all  her  offspring  white. 

The  savage,  though  she  saw  her  plea  controll'd^ 
Yet  would  not  wholly  seem  to  quit  her  hold. 
But  offer'd  fairly  to  compound  the  strife, 
And  judge  conversion  by  the  comfort's  hfe. 
*'Tis  true,  (she  said,)  I  think  it  somewhat  strange^ 
So  few  should  follow  profitable  change : 
For  present  joys  are  more  to  flesh  and  blood, 
Than  a  dull  prospect  of  a  distant  good. 
Twas  well  alluded  by  a  son  of  mine, 
(I  hope,  to  quote  him,  is  not  to  purloin) 
Two  magnets,  heaven  and  earth,  allure  to  bliss ; 
The  larger  loadstone  that,  the  nearer  this : 
The  w^ik  attraction  of  the  greater  fails  ; 
We  nod  a  while,  but  neighbourhood  prevails : 
But  when  the  greater  proves  the  nearev  too, 
I  wonder  more  your  converts  come  so  slow. 
Methinks  in  those  who  firm  with  me  remain. 
It  shows  a  nobler  principle  than  gain.' 

*  Your  inference  would  be  strong  (the  Hind  replied) 
If  yours  were  in  effect  the  suffering  side ; 
Your  clergy  sons  their  own  in  peace  possess, 
Kor  are  their  prospects  in  reversion  less. 
My  proselytes  are  struck  with  awful  dread ; 
Your  bloody  comet-laws  hang  blazing  o'er  their  head : 
The  respite  they  enjoy  but  only  lent. 
The  best  they  h^ve  to  hope,  protracted  punishment. 
Be  judge  yourself,  if  interest  may  prevail, 
Which  motives,  yours  or  mine,  will  turn  the  scale. 
While  pride  and  pomp  allure,  and  plentftoiw  ^ase, 
That  is,  tin  man's  predominant  passions  ceaa^ 
Admire  no  longer  &t  my  slow  increase. 
20 
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By  education  most  have  been  misled ; 
So  tliey  believe,  because  they  so  were  bred. 
The  priest  continues  what  the  nurse  began, 
And  thus  the  child  imposes  on  the  man. 
The  rest  I  named  before,  nor  need  repeat : 
But  interest  is  the  most  prevaiUng  cheat, 
The  sly  seducer  both  of  age  and  youth ; 
They  study  that,  and  think  they  study  truth. 
When  interest  fortifies  an  argument. 
Weak  reason  serves  to  gain  the  will's  assent ; 
For  souls,  already  warjrd,  receive  an  easy  bent. 
Add  long  prescription  of  establish'd  laws. 
And  pique  of  honour  to  maintain  a  cause, 
And  shame  of  change,  and  fear  of  future  ill, 
And  zeal,  the  blind  conductor  of  the  will ; 
And,  chief,  among  the  still-mistaking  crowd. 
The  fame  of  teachers  obstnate  and  proud. 
And,  more  than  all,  the  private  judge  allow'd ; 
Disdain  of  Fathers,  whicn  the  dance  began ; 
And  last,  uncertain  whose  the  narrower  span. 
The  clown  unread,  and  half-read  gentleman.' 

To  this  the  Panther,  with  a  scornful  smile : 
*  Yet  still  you  travel  with  unwearied  toil. 
And  range  around  the  realm  without  control. 
Among  my  sons  for  proselytes  to  prowl, 
And  here  and  there  you  snap  some  silly  soul. 
You  hinted  fears  of  mture  change  in  state  ; 
Pray  Heaven  you  did  not  prophesy  your  fate. 
Perhaps,  you  think  your  time  of  triumph  near, 
But  may  mistake  the  season  of  the  year  ; 
The  Swallow's  fortune  gives  you  cause  to. fear.' 

*  For  charity,  (repHed  the  matron,)  tell 
What  sad  mischance  those  pretty  birds  befel.' 

*  Nay,  no  mischance,  (the  savage  dame  replied,) 
But  want  of  wit  in  their  unerring  guide. 

And  eager  haste,  and  gaudy  hopes,  and  giddy  pride. 
Yet,  wishing  timely  warning  may  prevail. 
Make  you  the  moral,  and  I'U  tell  the  tale. 
The  Swallow,  privileged  above  the  rest. 
Of  all  the  birds,  as  man's  familiar  guest, 
Pursues  the  sun  in  summer,  brisk  and  bold,        ' 
But  wisely  shuns  the  persecuting  cold : 
Is  well  to  chancels  and  to  chimneys  known. 
Though  'tis  not  thougVit  sYve  ^v.eciis*  oxi  ^TcvciYa  \iltfsw^ 
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Prom  hence  she  has  been  held  of  heavenly  line, 

Endued  with  particles  of  soul  divine. 

This  merry  chorister  had  long  possessed 

Her  summer  seat,  and  feathered  well  her  nest : 

Till  frowmng  skies  began  to  change  their  cheer, 

And  Time  tum'd  up  the  wrong  side  of  the  year; 

The  shedding  trees  began  the  ground  to  strow 

With  yellow  leaves,  and  bitter  blasts  to  blow. 

&d  auguries  of  winter  thence  she  drew. 

Which,  by  instinct,  or  prophecy,  she  knew ; 

When  prudence  wam'd  her  to  remove  betimes. 

And  seek  a  better  heaven,  and  warmer  cUmes. 

Her  sons  were  summoned  on  a  steeple's  height, 

And,  call'd  in  common-council,  vote  a  flight ; 

The  day  was  named,  the  next  that  should  be  fair ; 

All  to 'the  general  rendezvous  repair. 

They  try  their  fluttering  wings,  and  trust  themselves  in  air 

But  whether  upward  to  the  moon  they  go, 

Or  dream  the  winter  out  in  caves  below. 

Or  hawk  at  flies  elsewhere,  concerns  us  not  to  know. 

Southwards,  you  may  be  sure,  they  bent  their  flight, 

And  harbour'd  in  a  hollow  rock  at  night ; 

Next  mom  they  rose,  and  set  up  every  sail ; 

The  wind  was  fair,  but  blew  a  mackerel  gale ; 

The  sickly  young  sat  shivering  on  the  shore, 

Abhorr'd  salt  water,  never  seen  before. 

And  pray*d  their  tender  mothers  to  delay 

The  passage,  and  expect  a  fairer  day. 

With  these  the  Martin  readily  concurred, 

A  church-begot,  and  church-beUeving  bird ; 

Of  Httle  body,  but  of  loftjr  mind. 

Round-bellied,  for  a  digmty  designed. 

And  much  a  dunce,  as  Martins  are  by  kind : 

Yet  often  quoted  Canon-laws,  and  Code, 

And  Fathers  which  he  never  understood ; 

But  httle  learning  needs  in  noble  blood : 

For,  sooth  to  say,  the  Swallow  brought  him  in, 

Her  household-chaplain,  and  her  next  of  kin : 

In  superstition  silly  to  excess, 

And  casting  schemes  by  planetary  guess  ; 

In  fine,  short-wing'd,  unfit  himself  to  fly. 

His  fear  foretold  foul  weather  in  the  sky. 

Besides,  a  Kaven  from  a  wither'd  oak, 

Left  of  their  lodging,  was  observed  to  croak. 
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That  omen  liked  him  not ;  so  his  advice 

Was  present  safety,  bought  at  any  price ; 

(A.  seeming  pious  care,  that  cover*a  cowardice.) 

To  strengthen  this,  he  told  a  boding  dream, 

Of  rising  waters,  and  a  troubled  stream, 

Sure  signs  of  anguish,  dangers,  and  distress, 

With  something  more,  not  lawful  to  express ; 

By  which  he  slily  seem'd  to  intimate 

Some  secret  revelation  of  their  fete. 

For  he  concluded,  once  upon  a  time. 

He  foimd  a  leaf  inscribed  with  sacred  rhyme, 

Whose  antique  characters  did  well  denote 

The  Sibyl's  hand  of  the  Gumaean  grot : 

The  mad  divineress  had  plainly  writ, 

A  time  should  come  (but  many  ages  yet) 

In  which,  sinister  destinies  ordain, 

A  dame  should  drown  with  all  her  feather'd  train, 

And  seas  from  thence  be  call'd  the  CheUdonian  main. 

At  this,  some  shook  for  fear,  the  more  devout 

Arose,  and  bless'd  themselves  from  head  to  foot. 

'Tis  true,  some  stagers  of  the  wiser  sort 
Made  all  these  idla  wonderments  their  sport : 
They  said,  their  only  danger  was  delay, 
And  he,  who  heard  what  every  fool  could  say, 
Would  never  fix  his  thought,  but  trim  his  time  away. 
The  passage  yet  was  good ;  the  wind,  'tis  true, 
Was  somewtiat  high,  but  that  was  nothing  new. 
No  more  than  usual  equinoxes  blew. 
The  sun  (already  from  the  Scales  declined) 
Gave  little  hopes  of  better  days  behind. 
But  change  from  bad  to  worse  of  weather  and  of  wind 
Nor  need  they  fear  the  dampness  of  the  sky 
Should  flag  their  wings,  and  hinder  them  to  fly, 
'Twas  only  water  thrown  on  sails  too  dry. 
But,  least  of  all,  philosophy  presumes 
Of  truth  in  dreams,  from  melancholy  fumes : 
Perhaps  the  Martin,  housed  in  holy  ground, 
Might  think  of  ghosts  that  walk  their  midnight  roimd, 
'Till  grosser  atoms,  tumbling  in  the  stream 
Of  fancy,  madly  met,  and  clubb'd  into  a  dream  : 
As  httle  weight  his  vain,  presages  bear, 
Of  ill  effect  to  such  alone  who.  fear ; 
Most  prophecies  are  of  a'  piece  With  these, 
Each  iVostradamus  can  foretel  with  ease : 
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Not  naming  persons,  and  confounding  times, 

One  casual  truth  supports  a  thousand  l^ins  rhymes. 

The  advice  was  true  ;  but  fear  had  seized  the  most, 
And  all  good  counsel  is  on  cowards  lost. 
The  question  crudely  put  to  shun  delay, 
Twas  carried  by  the  major  part  to  stay. 

His  point  thus  gain'd,  Sir  Martin  dated  thence 
His  power,  and  from  a  priest  became  a  prince. 
He  order'd  all  things  with  a  busy  care, 
And  cells  and  refectories  did  prepare. 
And  large  provisions  laid  of  winter  fare : 
But  now  and  then  let  fall  a  word  or  two 
Of  hope,  that  Heaven  some  miracle  might  show, 
And  for  their  sakes  the  sun  should  backward  go ; 
Against  the  laws  of  nature  upward  climb. 
And,  mounted  on  the  Eam,  renew  the  prime : 
For  which  two  proofs  in  sacred  story  lay, 
"»f  Ahaz*  dial,  and  of  Joshua's  day. 
In  expectation  of  such  times  as  these, 
A  chapel  housed  them,  truly  called  of  Ease  : 
For  Martin  much  devotion  did  not  ask ; 
They  pray'd  sometimes,  and  that  was  all  their  task. 

It  happened  (as  beyond  the  reach  of  wit 
Blind  prophecies  may  have  a  lucky  hit) 
That  this  accomphsh'd,  or  at  least  in  part. 
Gave  great  repute  to  their  new  Merlin's  art. 
Some  Swifts,  the  giants  of  the  Swallow  kind, 
Large-limb'c^  stout-hearted,  but  of  stupid  mind, 
(For  Swisses  or  for  Gibeonites  design'd) 
These  lubbers,  peeping  through  a  broken  pane. 
To  suck  fresh  air,  survey'd  the  neighbouring  plain ; 
And  saw  (but  scarcely  could  beUeve  their  eyes) 
New  blossoms  flourish,  and  new  flowers  arise  ; 
As  God  had  been  abroad,  and,  walking  there, 
Had  left  his  footsteps,  and  reform'd  the  year : 
The  sunny  hills  from  far  were  seen  to  glow 
With  glittering  beams,  and  in  the  meads  below 
The  bumish'd  brooks  appeared  with  liquid  gold  to  flow. 
At  last  .they  heard  the  foolish  Cuckoo  sing. 
Whose  note  proclaimed  the  holiday  of  spring. 

No  longer  doubting,  all  prepare  to  fly, 
And  repossess  their  patrimonial  sky. 
The  pnest  before  them  did  his  wings  display ; 
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And  that  good  omens  might  attend  their  way, 
As  luck  would  have  it,  'twas  St.  Martin's  day. 

Who  but  the  Swallow  now  triumphs  alone  ? 
The  canopy  of  heaven  is  all  her  own : 
Her  youtnful  o£&pring  to  their  haunts  repair, 
And  gUde  along  in  glades,  and  skim  in  air, 
And  dip  for  insects  in  the  purling  springs, 
And  stoop  on  rivers  to  refresh  their  win^ 
Their  mothers  think  a  Mr  provision  made. 
That  every  son  can  live  upon  his  trade : 
And,  now  the  careful  charge  is  off  their  hands, 
Look  out  for  husbands,  and  new  nuptial  bands: 
The  youthful  widow  longs  to  be  supplied ; 
But  first  the  lover  is  by  lawyers  tied 
To  settle  jointure-chimneys  on  the  bride. 
So  thick  they  couple,  in  so  short  a  space. 
That  Martin's  marriage-offerings  rise  apace. 
Their  ancient  houses,  running  to  decay, 
Are  fiirbish'd  up,  and  cemented  with  clay ; 
They  teem  already ;  stores  of  eggs  are  laid. 
And  brooding  mothers  call  Lucina's  aid. 
Fame  spreads  the  news,  and  foreign  fowls  appear 
In  flocks  to  greet  the  new  returning  year. 
To  bless  the  founder,  and  partake  tne  cheer. 

And  now  'twas  time  (so  fast  their  numbers  rise) 
To  plant  abroad,  and  people  colonies. 
The  youth  drawn  forth,  as  Martin  had  desired, 
(For  so  their  cruel  destiny  required) ' 
Were  sent  fer  off  on  an  ill-fated  day ; 
The  rest  would  needs  conduct  them  on  their  way. 
And  Martin  went,  because  he  fear'd  alone  to  stay. 
So  long  thev  flew  with  inconsiderate  haste. 
That  now  their  afternoon  began  to  waste ; 
And,  what  was  ominous,  that  very  mom 
The  sun  was  enter'd  into  Capricorn ; 
Which,  by  their  bad  astronomer's  account, 
TTiat  weeK  the  Vir^  balance  should  remount. 
An  infant  moon  edlpsed  him  in  his  way. 
And  hid  the  small  remainders  of  his  day. 
The  crowd,  amazed,  pursued  no  certain  mark  ; 
But  birds  met  birds,  and  justled  in  the  dark : 
Few  mind  the  pubhc  in  a  pauic  fright ; 
And  fear  increased  the  horror  of  the  night. 
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Ifight  came,  but  unattended  with  repose  ; 

Alone  she  came,  no  sleep  their  eyes  to  close  : 

Alone,  and  black*she  came ;  no  friendly  stars  arose. 

What  should  they  do,  beset  with  dangers  round. 

No  neighbouring  dorp,  no  lodging  to  be  found. 

But  bleaky  plains,  and  bare  unhospitable  ground. 

The  latter  brood,  who  just  besan  to  fly, 

Sick-feather'd,  and  unpractised  in  the  sky. 

For  succour  to  their  helpless  mother  call ; 

She  spread  her  wings ;  some  few  beneath  them  crawl ; 

She  spread  them  wider  yet,  but  could  not  cover  all 

To  augment  their  woes,  the  winds  began  to  move 

Debate  in  air,  for  empty  fields  above, 

'Till  Boreas  got  the  skies,  and  pour'd  amain 

His  rattling  hailstones  mix'd  with  snow  and  rain. 

The  joyless  morning  late  arose,  and  found 

A  dreadful  desolation  reign  around, 

Some  buried  in  the  snow,  some  frozen  to  the  ground. 

The  rest  were  struggling  still  with  death,  and  lay 

The  Crows'  and  Ravens*  rights,  an  undefended  prey  • 

Excepting  Martin's  race,  for  they  and  ho 

Had  gain'd  the  shelter  of  a  hollow  tree  ; 

But  soon  discover'd  by  a  sturdy  clown. 

He  headed  all  the  rabble  of  a  town. 

And  finish'd  them  with  bats,  or  poll'd  them  down. 

Martin  himself  was  caught  alive,  and  tried 

For  treasonous  crimes,  because  the  laws  provide 

No  Martin  there  in.  winter  shall  abide. 

High  on  an  oak,  which  never  leaf  shall  bear. 

He  breathed  his  last,  exposed  to  open  air ; 

And  there  his  corpse,  unbless'd,  is  hanging  still, 

To  show  the  change  of  winds  with  his  prophetic  bilL' 

The  patience  of  the  Hind  did  almost  fail ; 
For  well  she  mark'd  the  mahce  of  the  tale : 
Which  ribald  art  their  Church  to  Luther  owes ; 
In  malice  it  began,  by  malice  grows ; 
He  sow'd  the  serpent's  teeth,  an  iron-harvest  rose. 
But  most  in  Martin's  character  and  fate. 
She  saw  her  slander'd  sons,  the  Panthei^s  hate, 
The  people's  rage,  the  persecuting  state : 
Then  said, — ^  I  take  the  advice  in  friendly  part ; 
You  dear  your  conscience,  or  at  least  VQur  heart : 
Perhaps  you  i^il'd  in  your  foreseeing  skill, 
For  Swallows  are  unlucky  birds  to  kill : 
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As  for  my  sons,  the  family  is  bless'd, 

Whose  every  child  is  equal  to  the  rest :    , 

No  Chm*ch  rcform'd  can  boast  a  blameless  line  i 

Such  Martins  build  in  yours,  and  more  than  mine : 

Or  else  an  old  fanatic  author  Hes, 

"Who  s\mim'd  theii*  scandals  up  by  centuries. 

But  through  your  pai-able  I  plainly  see 

The  bloody  laws,  the  crowd's  barbarity ; 

The  sunshine  that  offends  the  purblind  sight : 

Had  some  their  wishes,  it  would  soon  be  night. 

Mistake  me  not,  the  charge  concerns  not  you ; 

Your  sons  are  malecontents,  but  yet  are  true, 

As  fax  as  non-resistance  makes  them  so ; 

But  that 's  a  word  of  neutral  sense,  you  know, 

A  passive  term,  which  no  relief  will  bring. 

But  trims  betwixt  a  rebel  and  a  king.* 

*  Rest  wcU  assured,  (the  Pai'delis  rephed,) 
My  sons  would  all  support  the  regal  side, 
Though  Heaven  forbid  the  cause  by  battle  shoul 
..tried.' 

The  matron  auswer'd  with  a  loud  Amen, 
And  thus  pursued  her  argument  again. 
*  If,  as  you  say,  and  as  I  hope  no  less, 
Your  sons  will  practise  what  yourselves  profess, 
What  angry  power  prevents  our  present  peace  ? 
The  Lion,  studious  of  our  common  good. 
Desires  (and  Kings'  desires  are  ill  withstood) 
To  join  our  nations  in  a  lasting  love ; 
The  bars  betwixt  are  easy  to  remove ; 
For  sanguinary  laws  were  never  made  above. 
Ifyou  condemn  that  prince  of  tyitinny. 
Whose  mandate  forced  your  Gallic  friends  to  fly. 
Make  not  a  worse  example  of  your  own ; 
Or  cease  to  rail  .at  causeless  rigour  shown. 
And  let  the  guiltless  person  throw  the  stone. 
His  blunted  sword  your  suffering  brotherhood 
fiave  seldom  felt ;  he  stops  it  short  of  blood : 
But  you  have  ground  the  persecuting  knife. 
And  set  it  to  a  razor-edge  on  hfe. 
Cm'sed  be  the  wit,  which  cruelty  refines, 
Or  to  his  father's  rod  the  scorpion  joins ; 
Your  finger  is  more  gross  than  the  great  monarch's  '. 
But  you,  perhaps,  remove  that  bloody  note. 
And  stick  it  on  the  first  "Reiormeta^  co«.\.. 


THE  HIND  AND  THE  PANTHER.  217 

Oh,  let  their  crime  in  long  oblivion  sleep : 
Twaa  theirs  indeed  to  make,  'tis  yours  to  keep. 
Unjust,  or  just,  is  aU  the  question  now ; 
'Tis  plain,  that  not  repeaUng  you  allow. 

To  name  the  Test  would  put  you  in  a  rage ; 
You  charge  not  that  on  any  former  age, 
But  smile  to  think  how  innocent  you  stand, 
Arm'd  by  a  weapon  put  into  your  hand. 
Yet  stiU  rememoer,  that  you  wield  a  sword 
Forged  by  your  foes  against  your  Sovereign  Lord ; 
Design' d  to  hew  the  imperial  cedar  down, 
Defraud  succession,  and  dis-heir  the  crown. 
To  abhor  the  makers,  and  their  laws  approve. 
Is  to  hato  traitors,  and  the  treason  love. 
What  means  it  else,  which  now  your  children  say, 
"We  made  it  not,  nor  will  we  take  away  ? 

Suppose  some  great  oppressor  had,  by  slight 
Of  law,  disseized  your  brother  of  his  right. 
Your  common  sire  surrendering  in  a  fright ; 
Would  you  to  that  imrighteous  title  stand, 
Left  by  the  villain's  will  to  heir  the  land  ? 
More  just  was  Judas,  who  his  Saviour  sold ; 
The  sacrilegious  bribe  he  could  not  hold, 
Nor  hang  in  peace,  before  he  render'd  back  the  gold 
What  more  could  you  have  done,  than  now  you  do. 
Had  Oates  and  Bealoe,  and  their  plot  been  true  ? 
Some  specious  reasons  for  those  wrongs  were  found ; 
The  dire  magicians  threw  their  mists  around, 
And  wise  men  walk'd  as  on  enchanted  ground. 
But  now,  when  Time  has  made  the  imposture  plain, 
(Late  though  he  followed  Truth,  and  limping  held  her  train^ 
What  new  delusion  charms  your  cheated  eyes  again  ? 
The  painted  harlot  might  a  while  bewitch, 
But  why  the  hag  uncased,  and  ail  obscene  with  itch  ? 

The  first  Reformers  were  a  modest  race ; 
(hxr  peers  possessed  in  peace  their  native  place ; 
And  when  rebellious  arms  o'ertum'd  the  state. 
They  suffered  only  in  the  common  fate : 
But  now  the  Sovereign  mounts  the  regal  chair. 
And  mitred  seats  are  fuU,  yet  David's  bench  is  bare. 
Your  answer  is,  they  were  not  dispossess'd ; 
They  need  but  rub  their  metal  oa  the  Test 
To  prove  their  ore :  'twere  well  if  gold  alone 
Were  touch 'd  and  tried  on  your  discemmg  8.\>cma\ 
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But  that  unfaithful  Test  unfound  will  pass 
The  dross  -of  Atheists,  and  sectarian  brass: 
As  if  the  experiment  were  made  to  hold 
For  base  production,  and  reject  the  gold. 
Thus  men  ungodded  may  to  places  rise, 
And  sects  may  be  preferred  without  disguise :  * 
No  danger  to  the  Church  or  State  from  these ; 
The  Papist  only  has  his  writ  of  ease. 
No  gainful  office  gives  him  the  pretence 
To  grind  the  subject,  or  defraud  the  prince. 
Wrong  conscience,  or  no  conscience,  may  deserve 
To  thrive,  but  ours  alone  is  privileged  to  sterve. 

Still  thank  yourselves,  you  cry ;  your  noble  race 
"We  banish  not,  but  they  forsake  the  place; 
Our  doors  are  open :  true,  but  ere  they  come, 
You  toss  your  *censing  Test,  and  fume  the  room ; 
As  if  'twere  Toby's  rival  to  expel, 
And  fright  the  fiend  who  could  not  bear  the  smelL' 

To  this  the  Panther  sharply  had  replied ; 
But,  having  gain'd  a  verdict  on  her  side. 
She  wisely  gave  the  loser  leave  to  chide ; 
Well  satisfied  to  have  the  But  and  Peace, 
And  for  the  plaintiffs  cause  she  cared  the  less, 
Because  she  sued  in  forma 'pauperis ; 
Yet  thought  it  decent  something  should  be  said ; 
For  secret  guilt  by  silence  is  betray'd. 
So  neither  granted  all,  nor  much  denied, 
But  answered  with  a  yawning  kind  of  pride : 

*  Methinks  such  terms  of  proffer'd  peace  you  brin^ 
As  once  ^neas  to  the  ItaUan  king: 
By  long  possession  all  the  land  is  mine ; 
You  strangers  come  with  your  intruding  line, 
To  share  my  sceptre,  which  you  call  to  join. 
You  plead  hke  him  an  ancient  pedigree. 
And  claim  a  peaceful  seat  by  fate's  decree. 
In  ready  pomp  your  sacrificer  stands. 
To  unite  the  Trojan  and  the  Latin  bands. 
And,  that  the  league  more  firmly  may  be  tied, 
Demand  the  fair  Lavinia  for  your  bride. 
Thus  plausibly  you  veil  the  intended  wrong, 
But  still  you  brmg  your  exiled  gods  along ; 
And  will  endeavour,  in  lucceediug  space. 
Those  household-puppets  on  our  hearths  to  place.    ; 
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Perhaps  some  barbarous  laws  have  been  preferr'd ; 
I  spake  agamst  the  Test,  but  was  not  heard ; 
These  to  rescind,  and  peerage  to  restore, 
My  gracious  Sovereign  would  my  vote  implore : 
I  owe  him  much,  but  owe  my  conscience  more.' 

*  Conscience  is  then  your  plea,  (replied  the  dame,) 
Which,  well  informed,  will  ever  be  the  same. 
But  yours  is  much  of  the  chameleon  hue, 
To  change  the  dje  with  every  distant  view. 
When  first  the  Lion  sat  with  awful  sway. 
Your  conscience  taught  your  duty  to  obey : 
He  might  have  had  your  Statutes  and  your  Test ; 
No  conscience  but  of  subjects  was  profess'd. 
He  found  your  temper,  and  no  farther  tried, 
But  on  that  broken  reed — ^your  Church,  rehed. 
In  vain  the  sects  assay'd  their  utmost  art. 
With  offer'd  treasure  to  espouse  their  part ; 
Their  treasures  were  a  bjibe  too  mean  to  move  his  heart. 
But  when,  by  long  experience,  you  had  proved, 
How  far  he  could  forgive,  how  well  he  loved ; 
A  goodness  that  excell'd  his  godlike  race. 
And  only  short  of  Heaven's  unboimded  grace ; 
A  flood  of  mercy  that  o'erflow'd  our  isle. 
Calm  in  the  rise,  and  fruitful  as  the  Nile ; 
Forgetting  whence  our  Egypt  was  suppUed, 
You  thought  your  Sovereign  bound  to  send  the  tide : 
Nor  upward  look'd  on  that  immortal  spring. 
But  vainly  deem'd,  he  durst  not  be  a  king : 
Then  conscience,  unrestrained  by  fear,  began 
To  stretch  her  limits,  and  extend  the  span ; 
Did  his  indulgence  as  her  gift  dispose, 
And  made  a  wise  alliance  with  her  foes. 
Can  Conscience  own  the  associating  name. 
And  raise  no  blushes  to  conceal  her  shame  ? 
For  sure  she  has  been  thought  a  bashful  dame. 
But  if  the  cause  by  battle  should  be  tried. 
You  grant  she  must  espouse  the  regal  side : 
Oh  Proteus  conscience,  never  to  be  tied  ! 
What  Phoebus  from  the  Tripod  shall  disclose. 
Which  are,  in  last  resort,  your  friends  or  foes  1 
Homer,  who  leam'd  the  Ismguage  of  the  sky. 
The  seeming  Gordian  knot  woi3d  soon  untie ; 
Immortsd  powers  the  term  of  Conscience  know, 
But  Interest  ia  her  name  with  men  belo'w? 
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*  Conscience  or  Interest  be  't,  or  both  in  one, 
(The  Panther  answer'd  in  a  surly  tone) 

The  first  commands  me  to  maintain  the  crown, 
The  last  forbids  to  throw  my  barriers  down. 
Our  penal  laws  no  sons  of  yours  admit, 
Our  Test  excludes  your  tribe  from  benefit. 
These  are  my  banks  your  ocean  to  withstand. 
Which  proudly  rising  overlooks  the  land ; 
And,  once  let  in,  with  unresisted  sway, 
Would  sweep  the  pastors  and  their  flocks  away. 
Think  not  my  judgment  leads  me  to  comply 
With  laws  unjust,  but  hard  necessity : 
Imperious  need,  which  cannot  be  withstood, 
Makes  ill  authentic,  for  a  greater  good. 
Possess  your  soul  with  patience,  and  attend : 
A  more  auspicious  planet  may  ascend ; 
Good  fortune  may  present  some  happier  time. 
With  means  to  cancel  my  xm willing  crime ; 
(Unwilling,  witness  all  ye  Powers  above) 
To  mend  my  errors,  and  redeem  your  love : 
That  little  space  you  safely  may  allow ; 
Your  all-dispensing  power  protects  you  now.' 

*  Hold,  (said  the  Hind,)  'tis  needless  to  explain; 
You  would  postpone  me  to  another  reign ; 

'Till  when  you  are  content  to  be  unjust : 

Your  part  is  to  possess,  and  mine  to  trust. 

A  fair  exchange  proposed  of  future  chance, 

For  present  profit  and  inheritance. 

Few  words  will  serve  to  finish  our  dispute ; 

Who  wiU  not  now  repeal,  would  persecute. 

To  ripen  green  revenge  your  hopes  attend. 

Wishing  that  happier  planet  would  ascend. 

For  shame  !  let  Conscience  be  your  plea  no  more : 

To  will  hereafter,  proves  she  might  before ; 

But  she  's  a  bawd  to  Gain,  and  holds  the  door. 

Your  care  about  your  banks  infers  a  fear 
Of  threatening  floods  and  inundations  near : 
If  so,  a  just  reprise  would  only  be 
Of  what  the  land  usurp'd  upon  the  sea ; 
And  all  your  jealousies  but  serve  to  show 
Your  ground  is,  Uke  your  neighbour-nation,  low. 
To  intrench  in  what  you  grant  unrighteous  laws, 
Is  to  distrust  the  justice  of  your  cause ; 
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And  argues  that  the  true  religion  lies 

In  those  weak  adversaries  you  despise. 

Tyrannic  force  is  that  which  least  you  fear ; 

The  sound  is  fHghtful  in  a  Christian's  ear : 

Avert  it,  Heaven  !  nor  let  that  plague  be  sent 

To  us  from  the  dispeopled  continent. 
But  piety  commands  me  to  refrain ; 
Those  prayers  are  needless  in  this  monarch's  reign. 
Behold !  how  he  protects  your  friends  oppressed, 
Receives  the  banish'd,  succours  the  distress'.!: 
Behold,  for  you  may  read  an  honest  open  breast. 
He  stands  in  dayhghtj  and  disdains  to  hide 
An  act,  to  which  by  honour  he  is  tied, 
A  generous,  laudable,  and  kingly  pride. 
Your  Test  he  would  repeal,  his  peers  restore ; 
This  when  he  says  he  means,  he  means  no  more.* 
*  Well,  (said  the  Panther,)  I  beUeve  him  just. 

And  yet ' 

'  And  yet,  'tis  but  because  you  must ; 
YovL  would  be  trusted,  but  you  would  not  trust.* 
(The  Hind  thus  briefly ;)  and  disdain'd  to  enlarge 
On  power  of  Kings,  and  their  superior  charge. 
As  Heaven's  trustees  before  the  people's  choice : 
Though  sure  the  Panther  did  not  much  rejoice 
To  hear  those  echoes  given  of  her  once  loyal  voice. 

The  matron  woo'd  her  kindness  to  the  last. 
But  could  not  win ;  her  hour  of  grace  was  pass'd. 
Whom,  thus  persisting,  when  she  could  not  bring 
To  leave  the  W  oif,  and  to  believe  her  King, 
She  gave  her  up,  and  fairly  wish'd  her  joy 
Of  her  late  treaty  with  her  new  ally: 
Which  well  she  hoped  would  more  successful  prove, 
Than  was  the  Pigeon's  and  the  Buzzard's  love. 
The  Panther  ask'd,  *  what  concord  there  could  be 
Betwixt  two  kinds  whose  natures  disagree  V 
The  dame  replied :  *  'Tis  simg  in  every  street, 
The  common  chat  of  gossips  when  they  meet : 
But,  since  unheard  by  you,  'tis  worth  your  while 
To  take  a  wholesome  tale,  though  told  in  homely  style, 

A  plain  good  man,  whose  name  is  understood, 
(So  few  deserve  the  name  of  plain  and  good) 
Of  three  fair  lineal  lordships  stood  possess'd. 
And  lived,  as  reason  was,  upon  the  best, 
21 
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Inured  to  hardships  from  his  early  youth, 

Much  had  he  done,  and  suffer'd  for  his  truth : 

At  land  and  sea,  in  many  a  douhtful  fight. 

Was  never  known  a  more  adventurous  knight, 

Who  oftener  drew  his  sword,  and  always  for  the  right 

As  fortune  would,  (his  fortune  came,  though  late) 
He  took  possession  of  his  just  estate : 
Nor  rack'd  his  tenants  with  increase  of  rent ; 
Nor  lived  too  sparing,  nor  too  largely  spent ;  , 
But  overlook'd  his  hinds ;  their  pay  was  just, 
And  ready,  for  he  scom'd  to  go  on  trust : 
Slow  to  resolve,  but  in  performance  quick ; 
So  true,  that  he  was  awkward  at  a  trick. 
For  little  souls  on  little  shifts  rely, 
And  coward  arts  of  mean  expedients  try ; 
The  noble  mind  will  dare  do  any-thing  but  lie. 
False  friends  (his  deadliest  foes)  could  find  no  way 
But  shows  of  honest  bluntness,  to  betray : 
That  unsuspected  plainness  he  believed ; 
He  look'd  into  himself,  and  was  deceived. 
Some  lucky  planet  sure  attends  his  birth. 
Or  Heaven  would  make  a  miracle  on  earth ; 
For  prosperous  honesty  is  seldom  seen 
To  bear  so  dead  a  weight,  and  yet  to  win. 
It  looks  as  fate  with  nature's  law  would  strive, 
To  show  pl^n-dealing  once  an  age  may  thrive : 
And,  when  so  tough  a  frapae  she  could  not  bend, 
Exceeded  her  commission  to  befriend. 

This  grateful  man,  as  Heaven  increased  his  store. 
Gave  God  again,  and  daily  fed  his  poor. 
His  house  with  all  convenience  was  purvey'd ; 
The  rest  he  found,  but  raised  the  fabric  where  he  pray*d; 
And  in  that  sacred  place  his  beauteous  wife 
Employ  *d  her  happiest  hours  of  holy  life. 

Nor  did  their  alms  extend  to  those  alone, 
Whom  common  faith  more  strictly  made  their  own ; 
A  sort  of  Doves  were  housed  too  near  their  hall, 
Who  cross  the  proverb,  and  abound  with  gall. 
Though  some,  'tis  true,  are  passively  inclined, 
The  greater  part  degenerate  from  their  kind ; 
Voracious  birds,  that  hotly  bill  and  breed. 
And  largely  drink,  because  on  salt  they  feed. 
Small  gain  from  them  their  bounteous  owner  draws  • 
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Yet,  bound  by  promise,  he  supports  their  causey  ' 
As  corporations  privileged  by  laws. 

That  house  which  harbour  to  their  kind  affords, 
Was  built,  long  since,  God  knows,  for  better  birds. 
But  fluttering  there,  they  nestle  near  the  throne. 
And  lodge  in  habitations  not  their  own. 
By  their  high  crops  and  corny  gizzards  known. 
Like  Harpies,  they  could  scent  a  plenteous  board. 
Then  to  be  sure  they  never  faiPd  their  lord : 
The  rest  was  form,  and  bare  attendance  paid; 
They  drunk,  and  eat,  and  grudgingly  obey'd. 
The  more  they  fed,  they  raven 'd  still  for  more ; 
They  drain'd  from  Dan,  and  left  Beersheba  poor. 
All  this  they  had  by  law,  and  none  repined ; 
The  preference  was  but  due  to  Levi's  Idnd : 
But  when  some  lay  preferment  fell  by  chance. 
The  Gourmands  made  it  their  inheritance. 
When  once  possessed  they  never  quit  their  claim ; 
For  then  'tis  sanctified  to  Heaven's  high  name ; 
And  hallow'd  thus,  they  cannot  give  consent. 
The  gift  should  be  profaned  by  worldly  management. 

Their  flesh  was  never  to  the  table  served ; 
Though  'tis  not  thence  inferr'd  the  birds  were  starved ; 
But  that  their  master  did  not  hke  the  food, 
As  rank,  and  breeding  melancholy  blood : 
Nor  did  it  with  his  gracious  nature  suit. 
E'en  though  they  were  not  Doves,  to  persecute 
Yet  he  refused  (nor  could  they  take  offence) 
Their  glutton  kind  should  teach  him  abstinence. 
Nor  consecrated  grain  their  wheat  he  thought, 
Which,  new  from  treading,  in  their  bills  they  brought: 
But  left  his  hinds  each  in  his  private  power, 
That  those  who  like  the  bran  might  leave  the  flour. 
He  for  himself  and  not  for  others,  chose, 
Nor  would  he  be  imposed  on,  nor  impose ; 
But  in  their  faces  hiis  devotion  paid. 
And  sacrifice  with  solemn  rites  was  made, 
And  sacred  incense  on  his  altars  laid. 

Besides  these  jolly  birds,  whose  crops  impure 
Bepaid  their  commons  with  their  salt-manure ; 
Another  farm  he  had  behind  his  house, 
Not  overstock'd,  but  barely  for  his  use : 
Wherein  his  poor  domestic  poultry  fed, 
And  Brom  his  pious  hands  received  their  "breaA. 
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Our  pamper'd  Pigeons,  with  malignant  eyes, 

Beheld  these  inmates,  and  their  nurseries : 

Though  hard  their  fare,  at  evening,  and  at  mom, 

A  cruse  of  water  and  an  ear  of  com ; 

Yet  still  they  grudged  that  modicum,  and  thought 

A  sheaf  in  every  single  grain  was  brought. 

Fain  would  thej^  filch  that  little  food  away,  . 

While  unrestram'd  those  happy  gluttons  prey. 

And  much  they  grieved  to  see  so  nigh  their  hall. 

The  bird  that  wam'd  St.  Peter  of  his  fall ; 

That  he  should  raise  his  mitred  crest  on  high, 

And  clap  his  wings,  and  call  his  family 

To  sacred  rites ;  and  vex  the  ethereal  powers 

With  midnight  matins  at  imcivil  hours : 

Nay  more,  his  quiet  neighbours  should  molest. 

Just  in  the  sweetness  of  their  morning  rest. 

Beast  of  a  bird,  supinely  when  he  might        • 

Lie  snug  and  sleep,  to  rise  before  the  light ! 

What  if  his  dull  forefathers  used  that  cry, 

Could  he  not  let  a  bad  example  die  1 

The  world  was  fallen  into  an  easier  way ; 

This  age  knew  better  than  to  fast  and  pray. 

Good  sense  in  sacred  worship  would  appear 

So  to  begin,  as  they  might  end  the  year. 

Such  feats  in  former  times  had  wrought  the  falls 

Of  crowing  Chanticleers  in  cloister'd  walls. 

Expeird  for  this,  and  for  their  lands,  they  fled ; 

And  sister  Partlet,  with  her  hooded  head. 

Was  hooted  hence,  because  she  would  not  pray  a-bed. 

The  way  to  win  the  restive  world  to  God, 

Was  to  lay  by  the  disciphning  rod. 

Unnatural  fasts,  and  foreign  forms  of  prayer : 

Rehgion  frights  us  with  a  mien  severe!^    ^ 

'Tis  prudence  to  reform  her  into  ease. 

And  put  her  in  undress  to  make  her  please  : 

A  lively  faith  will  bear  aloft  the  mind, 

And  leave  the  luggage  of  good  works  behind. 

Such  doctrines  in  the  Pigeon-house  were  taught: 
You  need  not  ask  how  wondrously  they  wrought ; 
But  sure  the  common  cry  was  all  for  these. 
Whose  life  and  precepts  both  encouraged  ease. 
Yet  fearing  those  alluring  baits  might  fail. 
And  holy  deeds  o'er  all  their  arts  prevail  y 
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gor  Tice,  though  frontless,  and  of  harden'd  face, 
daunted  at  the  sight  of  awful  grace,) 
An  hideous  figui'e  of  their  foes  they  drew, 
Nor  lines,  nor  looks,  nor  shades,  nor  colours  true  ; 
And  this  grotesque  design  exposed  to  public  view. 
One  would  have  thought  it  some  Egyptian  piece, 
With  garden-^oda,  and  barking  deities, 
More  thick  tlmn  Ptolemy  has  stuck  the  skies. 
AH  so  perverse  a  draught,  so  for  imhke. 
It  was  no  libel  where  it  meant  to  strike. 
Yet  still  the  daubing  pleased,  and  great  and  small, 
To  view  the  monster,  crowded  Pigeon-halL 
There  Chanticleer  was  drawn  upon  his  knees 
Adoring  shrines,  and  stocks  of  sainted  trees  ; 
And  by  him,  a  misshapen,  ugly  race  ; 
The  curse  of  God  was  seen  on  every  face. 
No  Holland  emblem  could  that  malice  mend. 
But  stUl  the  worse  the  look,  the  fitter  for  a  fiend. 

The  master  of  the  fiu'm,  displeased  to  find 
So  much  of  rancour  in  so  mild  a  kind. 
Inquired  into  the  cause,  and  came  to  know, 
The  Passive  Church  had  struck  the  foremost  blow  ; 
"With  groimdless  fears,  and  jealousies  possessed, 
As  if  this  troublesome  intruding  guest 
Would  drive  the  birds  of  Venus  from  their  nest. 
A  deed  his  inborn  equity  abhorr'd ; 

But  Interest  will  not  trust,  though  God  should  plight  his 
word. 

A  law,  the  source  of  many  future  harms. 
Had  banish'd  all  the  poultry  from  the  farms ; 
"With  loss  of  life,  if  any  should  be  found 
To  crow  or  peck  on  this  forbidden  ground. 
That  bloody  statute  chiefly  was  designed 
For  Chanticleer  the  white,  of  clergy  kind ; 
But  after-maUce  did  not  long  forget 
The  lay  that  wore  the  robe  and  coronet. 
For  them,  for  their  inferiors  and  allies. 
Their  foes  a  deadly  Shibboleth  devise : 
By  which  unrighteously  it  was  decreed, 
That  none  to  trust,  or  profit,  should  succeed, 
Who  would  not  swallow  first  a  poisonous  wicked  weed*; 
Or  that,  to  which  old  Socrates  was  cursed. 
Or  henbane  juice  to  swell  them  till  they  burat 
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The  patron  (as  in  reason)  thought  it  hard 
To  see  this  inquisition  in  his  yard, 
By  which  the  Sovereign  was  of  subjects'  use  debarred. 
AU  gentle  means  he  tried,  which  might  withdraw 
The  effects  of  so  unnatural  a  law : 
But  stiU  the  Dove-house  obstinately  stood 
Deaf  to  their  own,  and  to  their  neighbours'  good ; 
And  which  was  worse,  (if  any  worse  could  be,) 
Kepented  of  their  boasted  loyalty : 
Now  made  the  champions  of  a  cruel  caus^ 
And  drunk  with  fumes  of  popular  applause  ; 
For  those  whom  God  to  ruin  has  design'd, 
He  fits  for  fate,  and  first  destroys  their  mind. 

New  doubts  indeed  they  daily  strove  to  raise, 
Suggested  dangers,  interposed  delays : 
And  emissary  Pigeons  had  in  store, 
Such  as  the  Meccan  prophet  used  of  yore. 
To  whisper  counsels  in  their  patron's  ear ; 
And  veird  their  faise  advice  with  zealous  fear. 
The  master  smiled  to  see  them  work  in  vain, 
To  wear  him  out,  and  make  an  idle  reign : 
He  saw,  but  suffer'd  their  protractive  arts, 
And  strove  by  mildness  to  reduce  their  hearts : 
But  they  abused  that  grace  to  make  allies, 
And  fondly  closed  with  former  enemies ; 
For  fools  are  doubly  fools,  endeav'ring  to  be  wise. 

After  a  grave  consult  what  course  were  best. 
One,  more  mature  in  folly  than  the  rest. 
Stood  up,  and  told  them,  with  his  head  fiside. 
That  desperate  cures  must  be  to  desperate  ills  applied : 
And  therefore,  since  their  main  impending  fear 
Was  from  the  increasing  race  of  Chanticleer, 
Some  potent  bird  of  prey  they  ought  to  find, 
A  foe  profess'd  to  him,  and  all  his  kind : 
Some  haggard  Hawk,  who  had  her  eyrie  nigh, 
Well  poimced  to  fasten,  and  well  wing'd  to  fly ; 
One  they  might  trust,  their  common  wrongs  to  wreak : 
The  Musquet,  and  the  Coystrel  were  too  weak, 
Too  fierce  the  Falcon ;  but,  above  the  rest, 
The  noble  Buzzard  ever  pleased  me  best ; 
Of  small  renown,  'tis  true,  for,  not  to  lie, 
We  call  him  but  a  Hawk  by  courtesy. 
I  know  he  hates  the  Kgeon-house  and  Farm, 
And  more,  in  time  of  war,  has  done  us  harm : 
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Jl  his  hate  on  trivial  points  depends ; 

up  our  forms,  and  we  shall  soon  be  friends. 

^geons'  flesh  he  seems  not  much  to  care  ; 

m'd  Chickens  are  a  more  delicious  fare. 

OS  high  potentate,  without  delay, 

ti  you  would  confer  the  sovereign  sway : 

'on  him  to  accept  the  government, 

let  a  splendid  embassy  be  sent. 

is  pithy  speech  prevailed,  and  all  agreed, 

nmities  forgot,  the  Buzzard  should  succeed 

eir  welcome  suit  was  granted  soon  as  heard 

edgings  fumish'd,  and  a  train  prepared, 

B's  upon  their  breast,  appointed  for  his  guard 
ime,  and  crown'd  with  great  solemnity, 
jave  king  Buzzard  was  the  general  cry. 
[)ortly  prince,  and  goodly  to  the  sight, 
jem'a  a  son  of  An&  for  his  height : 
those  whom  stature  did  to  crowns  prefer : 
:-brow'd,  and  bluff,  like  Homer's  Jupiter : 
1-back'd,  and  brawny-built  for  love's  delight : 
jphet  form'd  to  make  a  female  proselyte. 
3ologue  more  by  need  than  genrel  bent ; 
reeding  sharp,  by  nature  confident, 
est  in  all  his  actions  was  discem'd ; 

leam'd  than  honest,  more  a  wit  than  learn'd : 

reed  by  fear,  or  by  his  profit  led, 

)th  conjoin'd,  his  native  clime  he  fled : 

)rought  the  virtues  of  his  heaven  along : 

r  behaviour,  and  a  fluent  tongue. 

yet  with  all  his  arts  he  could  not  thrive ; 

nost  unlucky  parasite  alive. 

praises  to  prepare  his  paths  he  sent, 
then  himseff  pursued  his  compliment ; 
)V  reverse  of  fortune  chased  away, 
;ifls  no  longer  than  their  author  stay : 
lakes  the  dust  against  the  ungrateful  race, 
Leaves  the  stench  of  ordures  in  the  place, 
as  he  flattered  and  blasphemed  the  same  ; 
n  his  rage  he  spares  no  Sovereign's  name : 
biero  and  the  tyrant  change  their  style 
le  same  measure  that  they  frown  or  smile. 
a  well  received  by  hospitable  foes, 
Idndness  he  returns,  is  to  expose : 
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For  courtesies,  though  undeserved  and  great, 

No  gratitude  in  felon-minds  beget : 

As  tribute  to  his  wit,  the  churl  receives  the  treai. 

His  praise  of  foes  is  venomously  nice  ; 

So  touch'd,  it  turns  a  virtue  to  a  vice : 

"A  Greek,  and  bountiful,  forewarns  us  twice." 

Seven  sacraments  he  wisely  does  disown, 

Because  he  knows  Confession  stands  for  one ; 

Where  sins  to  sacred  silence  are  convey'd. 

And  not  for  fear,  or  love,  to  be  betray'd: 

But  he,  uncall'd,  his  patron  to  control, 

Divulged  the  secret  whispers  of  his  soul ; 

Stood  forth  the  accusing  Satan  of  his  crimes, 

And  offer'd  to  the  Moloch  of  the  times. 

Prompt  to  assail,  and  careless  of  defence, 

Invulnerable  in  his  impudence. 

He  dares  the  world ;  and  eager  of  a  name, 

He  thrusts  about,  and  justles  into  fame. 

Frontless,  and  satire-proof,  he  scours  the  streets. 

And  runs  an  Indian-muck  at  aU  he  meets. 

So  fond  of  loud  report,  that  not  to  miss 

Of  being  known  (his  last  and  utmost  bliss) 

He  rather  would  be  known  for  what  he  is. 

Such  was,  and  is,  the  Captain  of  the  Test, 
Though  half  his  virtues  are  not  here  expressed  ; 
The  modesty  of  fame  conceals  the  rest. 
The  spleenful  Pigeons  never  could  create 
A  prince  more  proper  to  revenge  their  hate : 
Indeed,  more  proper  to  revenge,  than  save  ; 
A  king,  whom  in  his  wrath  the  Almighty  gave  : 
For  all  the  grace  the  landlord  had  allow'd, 
But  made  the  Buzzard  and  the  Pigeons  proud  ; 
Gave  time  to  fix  their  friends,  and  to  seduce  the  crowd 
They  long  their  fellow-subjects  to  inthral. 
Their  patron's  promise  into  question  call. 
And  vainly  think  he  meant  to  make  them  lords  of  alL 

False  fears  their  leaders  fail'd  not  to  suggest. 
As  if  the  Doves  were  to  be  dispossess'd ; 
Nor  sighs,  nor  groans,  nor  goggling  eyes  did  want ; 
For  now  the  Pigeons  too  had  leam'd  to  eant. 
The  house  of  prayer  is  stock'd  with  large  increase  ; 
Nor  doors,  nor  windows  can  contain  the  press : 
For  birds  of  every  feather  fill  the  abode  ; 
E'en  Atheists  out  of  envy  own  a  God : 
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And,  reeking  from  the  afcews,  adulterers  come, 

Like  Goths  and  Vandals,  to  demolish  Rome. 

That  Conscience,  which  to  all  their  crimes  was  mute. 

Now  calls  aloud,  and  cries  to  persecute : 

No  rigour  of  the  laws  to  be  released, 

And  much  the  less,  because  it  was  their  Lord's  request : 

The^  thought  it  great  their  Sovereign  to  control, 

And  named  their  pride,  nobility  of  souL 

Tis  true,  the  Pigeons,  and  their  prince  elect. 
Were  short  of  power,  their  purpose  to  eflfect : 
But  with  their  quills  did  all  the  hurt  they  could. 
And  cuflfd  the  tender  Chickens  from  their  food : 
And  much  the  Buzzard  in  their  cause  did  stir, 
Though  naming  not  the  patron,  to  infer. 
With  all  respect,  he  was  a  gross  idolater. 
But  when  the  imperial  owner  did  espy, 
'niat  thus  they  tum'd  his  grace  to  villany, 
Not  suffering  wrath  to  discompose  his  mind. 
He  strove  a  temper  for  the  extremes  to  find, 
So  to  be  just,  as  he  might  still  be  kind ; 
Then,  all  maturely  weigh'd,  pronounced  a  doom 
Of  sacred  strength  for  every  age  to  come. 
%  this  the  Doves  their  wealth  and  state  possess. 
No  rights  infiringed,  but  licence  to  oppress  : 
Such  power  have  they  as  factious  lawyers  long 
To  crowns  ascribed, — ^that  Kings  can  do  no  wrong. 
But  since  his  own  domestic  birds  have  tried 
The  dire  effects  of  their  destructive  pride, 
He  deems  that  proof  a  measure  to  the  rest. 
Concluding  well  within  his  kingly  breast, 
His  fowls  of  nature  too  unjustly  were  oppressed. 
He  therefore  makes  all  birds  of  every  sect 
Free  of  his  farm,  with  promise  to  respect 
Their  several  kinds  alike,  and  equally  protect. 
His  gracious  edict  the  same  franchise  yields 
To  all  the  wild  increase  of  woods  and  fields. 
And  who  in  rocks  aloof,  and  who  in  steeples  builds : 
To  Crows  the  like  impartial  grace  afibrds, 
And  Choughs  and  Daws,  and  such  republic  birds :  • 

Secured  with  ample  privilege  to  feed, 
Each  has  his  district,  and  his  bounds  decreed : 
Combined  in  common  interest  with  his  own^ 
Bat  not  to  pass  the  Pigeons'  Rubicon. 
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Here  ends  the  reign  of  this  pretended  Dove ; 
All  prophecies  accomplished  from  above  ; 
For  Shnoh  comes  the  sceptre  to  remove. 
Reduced  from  her  imperial  high  abode. 
Like  Dionysius  to  a  private  rod, 
The  Passive  Church,  that  with  pretended  grace 
Did  her  distinctive  mark  in  duty  place, 
Now  touch'd,  reviles  her  Maker  to  his  face. 
"What  lafter  happened  is  not  hard  to  guess : 
The  small  beginnings  had  a  large  mcrease, 
And  arts  and  wealth  succeed  (the  secret  spoils  of  peace). 
'Tis  said,  the  Doves  repented,  though  too  late. 
Become  the  smiths  of  their  own  fooHsh  fat-e  : 
Nor  did  their  owner  hasten  their  ill  hour ; 
But,  sunk  in  credit,  they  decreased  in  power  : 
Like  snows  in  warmth,  that  mildly  pass  away, 
Dissolving  in  the  silence  of  decay. 

The  Buzzard,  not  content  with  equal  place, 
Invites  the  feather'd  Nimrods  of  his  race  ; 
To  hide  the  thinness  of  their  flock  from  sights 
And  altogether  make  a  seeming  goodly  flight : 
But  each  have  separate  interests  of  their  own ; 
Two  Czars  are  one  too  many  for  a  throne. 
Nor  can  the  usurper  long  abstain  from  food  ; 
Already  he  has  tasted  Pigeons'  blood : 
And  may  be  tempted  to  his  former  faro, 
When  this  indulgent  lord  shall  late  to  heavon  repair. 
Bare-benting  times,  and  moulting  months  may  come, 
When,  lagging  late,  they  cannot  reach  their  home  ; 
Or  rent  in  schism  (for  so  their  fate  decrees) 
Like  the  tumultuous  college  of  the  bees. 
They  fight  their  quarrel,  by  themselves  oppressed  ;  . 
The  tyrant  smiles  below,  and  waits  the  falling  feast.* 

llius  did  the  gentle  Hind  her  fable  end. 
Nor  would  the  Panther  blame  it,  nor  commend. 
But,  with  afiected  yawnings  at  the  close, 
Seem'd  to  require  her  natural  repose  : 
For  now  the  streaky  light  began  to  peep, 
•  And  setting  stars  admonish'd  both  to  sleep ; 
The  dame  withdrew,  and,  wishing  to  her  guest 
The  peace  of  Heaven,  betook  herself  to  rest. 

Ten  thousand  angels  on  her  slumbers  wait> 
With  glorious  visions  of  her  future  state  ! 
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A  FOEM  ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  JAMES  PRINCE  OF  WALEB^ 

(the  FBETENDEB.) 

Our  vows  are  heard  betimes !  and  Heaven  takes  care 

To  grant,  before  we  can  conclude  the  prayer : 

fteventing  angels  met  it  half  the  way, 

ind  sent  us  back  to  praise,  who  came  to  pray. 

Just  on  the  day,  when  the  high-mounted  sim 
Did  ferthest  in  his  northern  progress  run, 
He  bended  forward,  and  ev'n  stretch'd  the  sphere 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  lengthened  year, 
To  view  a  brighter  sun  in  Britain  bom ; 
That  was  the  ousiness  of  his  longest  mom ; 
The  glorious  object  seen,  *twas  time  to  turn. 

Departing  Spring  could  only  stay  to  shed 
Her  bloomy  beauties  on  the  genial  bed. 
But  left  the  manly  Svmimer  in  her  stead, 
With  timely  fruit  the  longing  land  to  cheer, 
And  to  fulfil  the  promise  of  the  year. 
Betwixt  two  seasons  comes  the  auspicious  heir, 
This  age  to  blossom,  and  the  next  to  bear. 

Last  solemn  sabbath  saw  the  Church  attend ; 
The  Paraclete  in  fiery  pomp  descend ; 
But  when  his  wondrous  octave  roll'd  again. 
He  brought  a  royal  infant  in  his  train. 
So  great  a  blessing  to  so  good  a  king, 
None  but  the  Eternal  Comforter  could  bring. 

Or  did  the  mighty  Trinity  conspire, 
As  once,  in  council  to  create  our  sire  ? 
It  se^ns  as  if  they  sent  the  new-bom  guest 
To  wait  on  the  procession  of  their  feast ; 
And  on  their  sacred  anniverse- decreed 
To  stamp  their  image  on  the  promised  seed. 
Three  realms  united,  and  on  one  bestow'd. 
An  emblem  of  their  mystic  union  show'd  : 
The  Mighty  Trine  the  triple  empire  shared. 
As  every  person  would  have  one  to  guard. 

Hail,  son  of  prayers !  by  holy  violence 
Drawn  down  from  Heaven  ;  but  long  be  banish*d  theno^ 
And  late  to  thy  paternal  slues  retire  : 
To  mend  our  crimes  whole  ages  would  reqyux^ ', 
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To  change  the  inveterate  habit  of  our  sins, 
And  finish  what  thy  godhke  sire  begins. 
Kind  Heaven,  to  make  us  EngHshmen  again, 
No  less  can  give  us  than  a  patriarch's  reign. 

The  sacred  cradle  to  your  charge  reqeive, 
Ye  seraphs,  and  by  turns  the  guard  relieve ; 
Thy  father's  angel^  and  thy  father  join, 
To  keep  possession,  and  secure  the  line ; 
But  long  defer  the  honours  of  thy  fate : 
Great  may  they  be  like  his,  like  his  be  late ; 
That  James  this  running  century  may  view. 
And  give  his  son  an  auspice  to  the  new. 

Our  wants  exact  at  least  that  moderate  stay : 
For  see  the  Dragon  winged  on  his  way, 
To  watch  the  travail,  and  devour  the  prey. 
Or,  if  allusions  may  not  rise  so  high, 
Thus,  when  Alcides  raised  his  infant-cry, 
The  snakes  besieged  his  young  divinity : 
But  vainly  with  their  forked  tongues  they  threat ; 
For  opposition  makes  a  hero  great. 
To  needful  succour  all  the  good  wiU  run, 
And  Jove  assert  the  godhead  of  his  son. 

Oh  still  repining  at  your  present  state. 
Grudging  yourselves  the  benefits  of  fate. 
Look  up,  and  read  in  characters  of  light 
A  blessmg  sent  you  in  your  own  despite. 
The  manna  falls,  yet  that  celestial  bread 
Like  Jews,  you  munch,  and  murmur  while  you  feed. 
May  not  your  fortune  be  hke  their's,  exiled,        , 
Yet  forty  years  to  wander  in  the  wild  : 
Or  if  it  be,  may  Moses  hve  at  least. 
To  lead  you  to  the  verge  of  promised  rest. 

Though  poets  are  not  prophets,  to  foreknow 
What  pknts  will  take  the  blight,  and  what  will  grew. 
By  tracing  Heaven  his  footsteps  may  be  found: 
Behold !  how  awfully  he  walks  the  round ! 
God  is  abroad,  and,  wondrous  in  his  ways. 
The  rise  of  empires,  and  their  faU  surveys  ; 
More  (might  I  say)  than  with  an  usual  eye. 
He  sees  his  bleeding  Church  in  ruin  lie. 
And  hears  the  souls  of  saints  beneath  his  altar  cry. 
Already  has  he  lifted  high  the  sign,* 
Which  crown'd  the  conquering  arms  of  Constantino : 

*  Tlxe  ctow. 
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The  moon*  grows  pale  at  that  presaging  sight, 
And  half  her  train  of  stars  have  lost  their  light. 

Behold  another  Sylvester,  f  to  bless 
The  sacred  standard,  and  secure  success  ; 
Large  of  his  treasures,  of  a  soul  so  great, 
As  fills  and  crowds  his  universal  seat. 
Now  view  at  home  a  second  Coiistantine  ;  J 
(The  former  too  was  of  the  British  line  §) 
Has  not  his  healing  balm  your  breaches  closed 
Whose  exile  many  sought,  and  few  opposed  ? 
Or,  did  not  Heaven  by  its  eternal  doom 
Permit  those  evils,  that  this  good  m^ht  come  T 
So  manifest,  that  e'en  the  moon-eyed  sects 
See  whom  and  what  this  Providence  protects. 
Methinks,  had  we  within  our  minds  no  more 
Than  that  one  shipwreck  on  the  fatal  ore. 
That  only  thought  may  make  us  think  again. 
What  wonders  God  reserves  for  such  a  reign. 
To  dream  that  chance  his  presentation  wrought. 
Were  to  think  Noah  was  preseiTed  for  nought : 
Or  the  surviving  eight  were  not  designed 
To  people  earth,  and  to  restore  their  kind. 
When  humbly  on  the  royal  babe  we  gaze. 

The  manly  lines  of  a  majestic  face 

Give  awful  joy :  'tis  paradise  to  look 

On  the  fair  frontispiece  of  Nature's  book  : 

If  the  first  opening  page  so  charms  the  sight. 

Think  how  the  unfolded  volume  wiU  dehght ! 

See  how  the  venerated  infant  lies 

In  early  pomp  ;  how  through  the  mother's  eyes 

The  father's  soul,  with  an  undaunted  view. 

Looks  out,  and  takes  our  homage  as  his  due. 

See  on  his  future  subjects  how  he  smiles. 

Nor  meanly  flatters,  nor  with  craft  beguiles ; 

But  with  an  open  face,  as  on  his  throne. 

Assures  our  birthrights,  and  assumes  his  own. 
Bom  in  broad  day-light,  that  the  ungrateful  rout 

May  find  no  room  for  a  remaining  doubt ; 

Truth,  which  itself  is  light,  does  darkness  shim, 

And  the  true  eaglet  safely  dares  the  sim. 

*  The  crescent  which  the  Turks  bear  for  their  arms. 

t  The  Pope  in  the  time  of  Constantine  the  Great. 

i  SLing  James  the  Second. 

I  St.  Helen,  mother  of  Constantine  the  Great,  -was  an  Y^ivg\\%>VKQtttA. 
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Faiu  would  the  fiends  have  made  a  dubious  birth, 
Loth  to  confess  the  godhead  clothed  in  earth : 
But  sicken'd,  after  all  their  baffled  lies, 
To  find  an  heir-apparent  of  the  skies : 
Abandon'd  to  despair,  still  may  they  grudge, 
And,  owning  not  the  Saviour,  prove  the  judge. 

Not  great  ^Eneas  stood  in  plainer  day, 
When,  the  dark  mantling  mist  dissolved  away, 
He  to  the  Tyrians  show'd  his  sudden  face. 
Shining  with  all  his  goddess-mother's  grace : 
For  she  herself  had  made  his  countenance  bright. 
Breathed  honour  on  his  eyes,  and  her  own  purple  hght 

If  our  victorious  Edward,*  as  they  say, 
Gave  Wales  a  prince  on  that  propitious  day, 
Why  may  not  years  revolving  with  his  fate 
Produce  his  hke,  but  with  a  longer  date  ? 
One,  who  may  carry  to  a  distant  shore 
The  terror  that  his  famed  forefather  bore. 
But  why  should  James  or  his  young  hero  stay 
For  slight  presages  of  a  name  or  day  ? 
We  need  no  Edward's  fortune  to  adorn 
That  happy  moment  when  our  prince  was  born : 
Our  prinTadoms  his  day,  and  Iges  hence 
Shall  wish  his  birth-day  for  some  future  prince. 

Great  Michael,  prince  of  all  the  ethereal  hosts, 
And  whate'er  inborn  saints  our  Britain  boasts ; 
And  thouj-f  the  adopted  patron  of  our  isle. 
With  cheerful  aspects  on  this  infant  smile : 
The  pledge  of  Heaven,  which,  dropping  from  above. 
Secures  our  bliss,  and  reconciles  his  love. 

Enough  of  ills  our  dire  rebellion  wrought, 
When,  to  the  dregs,  we  drank  the  bitter  draught ; 
Then  airy  atoms  did  m  plagues  conspire, 
Nor  did  the  avenging  angel  yet  retire, 
But  purged  our  still  increasing  crimes  with  fire. 
Then  perjured  Plots,  the  still  impending  Test, 
And  worse — ^but  charity  conceals  the  rest : 
Here  stop  the  current  of  the  sanguine  flood ; 
Bequire  not,  gracious  God,  thy  martyrs'  blood ; 
But  let  their  dying  pangs,  their  Hving  toil, 
Spread  a  rich  harvest  through  their  native  soil : 

•  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  born  on  Trinity  Sunday. 
f  8t.  George. 
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A  harvest  ripening  for  another  reign, 

Of  which  this  royS  babe  may  reap  the  grain. 

Enough  of  early  saints  one  womb  has  given ; 
Enough  increased  the  family  of  heaven : 
Let  them  for  his  and  our  atonement  go ; 
And  reigning  blest  above,  leave  him  to  rule  below. 

fiiough  akeady  has  the  year  foreslow'd 
His  wonted  courso,  the  sea  has  overflow'd, 
The  meads  were  floated  with  a  weeping  spring, 
And  frighten'd  birds  in  woods  forgot  to  smg : 
The  strong-limb'd  steed  beneath  his  harness  faints, 
And  the  same  shivering  sweat  his  lord  attaints. 
When  win  the  minister  of  wrath  give  o'er  ? 
Behold  him,  at  Araunah's  threshing-floor : 
He  stops,  and  seems  to  sheathe  his  flaming  brand. 
Pleased  with  burnt  incense  from  our  David's  hand. 
David  has  bought  the  Jebusite's  abode. 
And  raised  an  altar  to  the  living  God. 

Heaven,  to  reward  him,  makes  his  joys  sincere  ; 
No  future  ills  nor  accidents  appear, 
To  sully  and  pollute  the  sacr^  infcint's  year. 
Five  months  to  discord  and  debate  were  given : 
He  sanctifies  the  yet  remaining  seven. 
Sabbath  of  months !  henceform  in  him  be  blest. 
And  prelude  to  the  realms  perpetual  rest ! 

Let  his  baptismal  drops  for  us  atone ; 
Lustrations  for  ofiences  not  his  own. 
Let  Conscience,  which  is  Literest  ill  disguised. 
In  the  same  font  be  cleansed,  and  all  the  land  baptized. 

Unnamed  as  yet ;  at  least  rmknown  to  £ame : 
Is  there  a  strife  in  heaven  about  his  name  ? 
Where  every  famous  predecessor  vies. 
And  makes  a  faction  for  it  in  the  skies  ? 
Or  must  it  be  reserved  to  thbught  alone  ? 
Such  was  the  sacred  Tetragrammaton. 
Things  worthy  silence  must  not  be  reveal'd : 
ITius  the  true  name  of  Home  was  kept  conccal'd, 
To  shim  the  spells  and  sorceries  of  those 
Who  durst  her  infant  Majesty  oppose. 
But  when  his  tender  strength  in  time  shall  rise 
To  dare  ill  tongues,  and  fascinating  eyes ; 
This  isle,  which  hides  the  little  thunderer's  fame, 
ShaU  be  too  narrow  to  contain  his  name : 
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The  artillery  of  heaven  shall  make  him  known; 
Crete  could  not  hold  the  god,  when  Jove  was  grown. 

As  Jove's  increase,  who  from  his  brain  was  bom, 
Whom  arms  and  arts  did  equally  ador^, 
Free  of  the  breast  was  bred,  whose  miUty  taste 
]Minerva*s  name  to  Venus  had  debased ; 
So  this  imperial  babe  rejects  the  food 
That  mixes  monarch's  with  plebeian  blood : 
Food  that  his  inborn  courage  might  control, 
Extinguish  all  the  father  in  his  soul. 
And,  for  his  Estian  race,  and  Saxon  strain. 
Might  reproduce  some  second  Kichard's  reign. 
Mildness  he  shares  from  both  his  parents'  blood : 
But  kings  too  tame  are  despicably  good : 
Be  this  the  mixture  of  this  regal  child. 
By  nature  manly,  but  by  virtue  mild. 

Thus  far  the  furious  transport  of  the  news 
Had  to  prophetic  madness  fired  the  Muse  ; 
Madness  ungovernable,  iminspired, 
Swifb  to  foretel  whatever  she  desired. 
Was  it  for  me  the  dark  abyss  to  tread. 
And  read  the  book  which  angels  cannot  read  I 
How  was  I  punish'd,  when  the  sudden  blast. 
The  face  of  heaven,  and  our  young  sun  o'ercast ! 
Fame,  the  swifb  ill,  increasing  as  she  roll'd, 
Disease,  despair,  and  death,  at  three  reprises  told : 
At  three  insulting  strides  she  stalk'd  the  town. 
And,  like  contagion,  struck  the  loyal  down. 
Down  fell  the  winnow'd  wheat ;  but  mounted  high. 
The  whirlwind  bore  the  chaff,  and  hid  the  sky. 
Here  black  rebellion  shooting  from  below, 
(As  earth's  gigantic  brood  by  moments  grow) 
And  here  the  sons  of  God  are  petrified  with  woe : 
An  apoplex  of  grief :  so  low  were  driven 
'The  saints,  as  hardly  to  defend  their  heaven. 

As,  when  pent  vapoiirs  run  their  hollow  round, 
Earthquakes,  which  are  convulsions  of  the  ground,* 
Break  bellowing  forth,  and  no  confinement  brook, 
TiU  the  third  settles  what  the  former  shook  ; 
Such  heavings  had  our  souls  ;  till,  slow  and  late. 
Our  life  with  his  retum'd,  and  faith  prevail'd  on  fateb 
By  prayers  the  mighty  blessing  was  implored, 
To  prayers  was  granted,  and  by  prayers  restored. 
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So  ere  the  Shunamite  a  son  conceived^ 
The  prophet  promised,  and  the  wife  beheved. 
A  son  was  sent,  the  son  so  much  desired ; 
But  soon  upon  the  mother's  knees  expired. 
The  troubled  seer  approach'd  the  mournful  door, 
Ran,  pray'd,  and  sent  his  pastoral  staff  before. 
Then  stretch'd  his  limbs  upon  the  child,  and  moum'd, 
Till  warmth,  and  breath,  and  a  new  soul  retum'd. 

Thus  Mercy  stretches  out  her  hand,  and  saves 
Desponding  Peter  sinking  in  the  waves. 

As  when  a  sudden  storm  of  hail  and  rain 
Beats  to  the  ground  the  yet  unbearded  grain, 
Think  not  the  hopes  of  harvest  are  destroy 'd 
On  the  flat  field,  and  on  the  naked  void ; 
The  hght,  unloaded  stem,  from  tempest  freed, 
Will  raise  the  youthful  honours  of  his  head  ; 
And,  soon  restored  by  native  vigour,  bear 
The  timely  product  of  the  boimteous  year. 

Nor  yet  conclude  all  fiery  trials  past : 
For  Heaven  will  exercise  us  to  the  last ; 
Sometimes  will  check  us  in  our  full  career. 
With  doubtful  blessings,  and  with  mingled  fear; 
That,  still  depending  on  his  daily  grace, 
His  every  mercy  for  an  alms  may  pass ; 
With  sparing  hands  will  diet  us  to  good, 
Preventing  surfeits  of  our  pamper'd  blood. 
So  feeds  the  mother-bird  her 'craving  young 
With  little  morsels,  and  delays  them  long. 

True,  this  last  blessing  was  a  royal  feast ; 
But,  where  *s  the  wedding-garment  on  the  guest  ? 
Our  manners,  as  reUgion  were  a  dream, 
Are  such  as  teach  the  nations  to  blaspheme. 
In  lusts  we  wallow,  and  with  pride  we  swell. 
And  injuries  with  injuries  repel ; 
Prompt  to  revenge,  not  daring  to  forgive, 
Our  lives  unteach  the  doctrine  we  believe. 
Thus  Israel  sinn'd,  impenitently  hard, 
And  vainly  thought  the  present  ark  their  guard  ; 
But  when  the  haughty  Philistines  appear. 
They  fled,  abandoned  to  their  foes  and  fear; 
Their  God  was  absent,  though  his  ark  was  there. 
Ah  !  lest  our  crimes  should  snatch  this  pledge  away. 
And  make  our  joys  the  blessings  of  a  day ! 
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For  we  have  sinn'd  him  hence,  and  that  he  lives, 

God  to  his  promise,  not  our  practice  gives. 

Our  crimes  would  soon  weigh  down  the  guilty  scaler 

But  James,  and  Mary,  and  the  Church  prevaiL 

Nor  Amalek  can  rout  the  chosen  bands. 

While  Hur  and  Aaron  hold  up  Moses'  hands. 

By  living  well,  let  us  secure  his  days, 
Moaerate  in  hopes,  and  humble  in  our  ways. 
No  force  the  free-bom  spirit  can  constrain, 
But  charity,  and  great  examples  gain. 
Forgiveness  is  our  thanks  for  such  a  day, 
"lis  god-like,  God  in  his  own  coin  to  pay. 

But  you,  propitious  queen,  translated  here, 
From  your  mild  heaven,  to  rule  our  rugged  sphere. 
Beyond  the  sunny  walks,  and  circling  year: 
You,  who  your  native  climate  have  bereft 
Of  all  the  virtues,  and  the  vices  left ; 
Whom  piety  and  beauty  make  their  boast, 
Though  beautiful  is  well  in  pious  lost ; 
So  lost,  as  star-light  is  dissolved  away. 
And  melts  into  the  brightness  of  the  day ; 
Or  gold  about  the  regal  diadem. 
Lost  to  improve  the  lustre  of  the  gem. 
What  can  we  add  to  your  triumphant  day  1 
Let  the  great  gift  the  beauteous  giver  pay. 
For  should  our  thanks  awake  the  rising  sun. 
And  lengthen,  as  his  latest  shadows  run. 
That,  tho*  the  longest  day,  would  soon,  too  soon  be  do 
Let  angels'  voices  with  their  harps  conspire. 
But  keep  the  auspicious  infant  from  the  choir ; 
Late  let  him  sing  above,  and  let  us  know 
No  sweeter  music  than  his  cries  below. 

Nor  can  I  wish  to  you,  great  monarch,  more 
Than  such  an  annual  income  to  your  store  ; 
The  day  which  gave  this  Unit,  did  not  shine 
For  a  less  omen,  than  to  fill  tho  Trine. 
After  a  Prince,  an  Admiral  beget ; 
The  Royal  Sovereign  wants  an  anchor  yet. 
Our  isle  has  younger  titles  still  in  store, 
And  when  the  exhausted  land  can  yield  no  more, 
Your  line  can  force  them  from  a  foreign  shore. 

The  name  of  Great  your  martial  mind  will  suit ; 
But  justice  is  your  darling  attribute : 


BRITANXIA  REDIYIVA.  239 

Of  all  the  Greeks,  'twas  but  one  hero's  due,' 
And,  in  him,  Plutarch  prophesied  of  you. 
A  prince's  favours  but  on  few  can  fall, 
But  justice  is  a  virtue  shared  by  all. 

Some  kings  the  name  of  conqueroi*s  have  assumed^ 
Some  to  be  great,  some  to  be  gods  presumed ; 
But  boundless  power,  and  arbitrary  lust, 
Made  tyrants  still  abhor  the  name  of  just ; 
They  shunn'd  the  praise  this  god-Uke  virtue  gives, 
And  fear'd  a  title  that  reproach'd  their  lives. 

The  power,  from  which  all  kings  derive  their  state, 
Whom  they  pretend,  at  least,  to  imitate, 
Is  equal  both  to  punish  and  reward ; 
For  few  would  love  their  God,  unless  they  fear'd. 

Eesistless  force  and  immortality 
Make  but  a  lame,  imperfect,  deity ; 
Tempests  have  force  rmbounded  to  destroy,. 
And  deathless  being  even  the  damn'd  enjoy ; 
And  yet  Heaven's  attributes,  both  last  and  first, 
One  without  life,  and  one  with  life  accurst : 
But  justice  is  Heaven's  self,  so  strictly  he. 
That,  could  it  fail,  the  Godhead  coula  not  be. 
This  virtue  is  your  own ;  but  life  and  state 
Are  one  to  fortune  subject,  one  to  fate : 
Equal  to  all,  you  justly  frown  or  smile  ; 
Nor  hopes  nor  fears  your  steady  hand  beguile ; 
Yourseu  our  balance  hold,  the  world's,  our  lak. 
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TO  MY  FRIEND  MR  J.  NORTHLEIQ^ 

AUTHOR  OP  *THB  PARALLEL,' 
ON  HIS  *  TBIUMFH  OF  THE  BRITISH  KONABCHT.' 

So  Joseph,  yet  a  youth,  expounded  well 
The  boding  dream,  and  did  th'  event  foretell ; 
Judged  by  the  past,  and  drew  the  ParalleL 
Thus  early  Solomon  the  truth  explored, 
The  right  awarded,  and  the  babe  restored. 
Thus  Caniel,  ere  to  prophecy  he  grew, 
The  perjured  Presbyters  did  first  subdue, 
And  freed  Susanna  from  the  canting  crew. 
Well  may  our  Monarchy  triumphant  stand, 
While  warlike  James  protects  both  sea  and  land ; 
And,  under  covert  of  his  seven-fold  shield, 
Thou  send'st  thy  shafts  to  scour  the  distant  field. 
By  law  thy  powerful  pen  has  set  us  free  ; 
Thou  studiest  that,  and  that  may  study  thee. 


TO  MY  HONOURED  FRIEND, 

SIR    ROBERT    HOWARD, 

ON  HIS  EXCELLENT  POEMS. 

As  there  is  music  uninform'd  by  art 
In  those  wild  notes,  which,  with  a  merry  heart, 
The  birds  in  unfrequented  shades  express, 
Who,  better  taught  at  home,  yet  please  us  less : 
So  in  your  verse  a  native  sweetness  dwells. 
Which  shames  composure,  and  its  art  excels. 
Singing  no  more  can  your  soft  numbers  grace. 
Than  paint  add  charms  unto  a  beauteous  face. 
Yet  as,  when  mighty  rivers  gently  creep. 
Their  even  calmness  does  suppose  them  deep  ; 
Such  is  your  muse :  no  metaphor  swell'd  high 
With  dangerous  boldness  lifts  her  to  the  sky : 


EPISTLES.  SMI 

Those  mounting  fancies,  when  they  fall  again, 

Show  sand  and  dirt  at  bottom  do  remain. 

So  firm  a  strength,  and  yet  withal  so  sweet, 

Did  never  but  in  Samson's  riddle  meet. 

Tis  strange  each  line  so  great  a  weight  should  bear. 

And  yet  no  sign  of  toil,  no  sweat  appear. 

Either  your  art  hides  art,  as  stoics  feign 

Then  least  to  feel,  when  most  they  suS'er  pain ; 

And  we,  dull  souk,  admire,  but  cannot  see 

What  hidden  springs  within  the  engine  be ; 

Or  'tis  some  happiness  that  still  pursues 

Each  act  and  motion  of  your  graceful  muse. 

Or  is  it  fortune's  work,  that  in  your  head 

The  curious  net  that  is  for  fancies  spread. 

Lets  through  its  meshes  every  meaner  thought, 

While  rich  ideas  there  are  only  caught  ? 

Sure  that's  not  all ;  this  is  a  piece  too  fair 

To  be  the  child  of  chance,  and  not  of  care. 

No  atoms  casually  together  hurl'd 

Could  e'er  produce  so  beautiful  a  world. 

Nor  dare  I  such  a  doct  rine  here  admit. 

As  would  destroy  the  providence  of  wit. 

'Tis  your  strong  genius  then  which  does  not  feel 

Those  weights,  would  make  a  weaker  spmt  reeL 

To  carry  weight,  and  run  so  Hghtly  too. 

Is  what  alone  your  Pegasus  can  do. 

Great  Hercules  himself  could  ne'er  do  more, 

Than  not  to  feel  those  heavens  and  gods  he  bore. 

Your  easier  odes,  which  for  deUght  were  penn'd, 

Yet  our  instruction  make  their  second  end : 

We're  both  enrich'd  and  pleased,  like  them  that  woo 

At  once  a  beauty,  and  a  fortune  too. 

Of  moral  knowledge  poesy  was  queen. 

And  still  she  might,  had  wanton  wits  not  been  ; 

Who,  like  ill  guardians,  lived  themselves  at  large. 

And,  not  content  with  that,  debauch'd  their  charge. 

Like  some  brave  captain,  your  successful  pen 

Restores  the  exiled  to  her  crown  again : 

And  gives  us  hope,  that  having  seen  the  days 

When  nothing  flourish'd  but  fanatic  bays. 

All  will  at  length  in  this  opinion  rest, 

"  A  sober  prince's  government  is  best." 

This  is  not  aU ;  your  art  the  way  has  found 

To  make  the  improvement  of  the  richest  groMiid) 
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That  soil  which  those  immortal  laurels  bore^ 

That  once  the  sacred  Maro's  temples  wore. 

Elissa's  griefe  are  so  expressed  by  you, 

They  are  too  eloquent  to  have  been  true. 

Had  she  so  spoke,  ^Eneas  had  obeyed 

What  Dido,  rather  than  what  Jove  had  said. 

If  funeral  rites  can  give  a  ghost  repose, 

Your  muse  so  justly  has  discharged  those, 

Elissa's  shade  may  now  its  wand'ring  cease. 

And  claim  a  title  to  the  fields  of  peace. 

But  if  -tineas  be  oblige^,  no  less 

Your  kindness  great  Achilles  doth  confess ; 

Who,  dress'd  by  Statius  in  too  bold  a  look, 

Did  ill  become  those  virgin  robes  he  took 

To  understand  how  much  we  owe  to  you, 

We  must  yoiir  numbers,  with  your  author's  view : 

Then  we  shall  see  his  work  was  lamely  rough, 

Each  figure  stiff,  as  if  designed  in  buff: 

His  colours  laid  so  thick  on  every  place, 

As  only  show'd  the  paint,  but  hid  the  face. 

But  as  in  perspective  we  beauties  see. 

Which  in  the  glass,  not  in  the  picture,  be ; 

So  here  our  sight  obligingly  mistakes 

That  wealth,  which  his  your  bounty  only  makes. 

Thus  vulgar  dishes  are,  by  cooks  disguised, 

More  for  their  dressing,  than  their  substance  prized. 

Your  curious  notes  so  search  into  that  age, 

When  all  was  fable  but  the  sacred  page. 

That,  since  in  that  dark  night  we  needs  must  stray. 

We  are  at  least  misled  in  pleasant  waiy. 

But  what  we  most  admire,  your  verse  no  less 

The  prophet  than  the  poet  doth  confess. 

Ere  our  weak  eyes  discem'd  the  doubtful  streak 

Of  hght,  you  saw  great  Charles  his  morning  break : 

So  skilful  seamen  ken  the  land  from  far, 

Which  shows  like  mists  to  the  duU  passenger. 

To  Charles  your  muse  first  pays  her  duteous  love. 

As  still  the  ancients  did  begin  from  Jove. 

With  Monk  you  end,  whose  name  preserved  shall  be^ 

As  Rome  recorded  Rufus'  memory. 

Who  thought  it  greater  honour  to  obey 

His  country's  interest,  than  the  world  to  sway. 

But  to  write  worthy  things  of  worthy  men, 

la  the  peculiar  talent  oi  yoMt  ^ena.\ 
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Yet  let  me  take  your  mantle  up,  and  I 

Will  venture  in  your  right  to  prophesy. 

"  This  work,  by  merit  first  of  fame  secure, 

Is  likewise  happy  in  its  geniture : 

For,  since  'tis  bom  when  Charles  ascends  the  throne^ 

It  shares  at  once  his  fortune  and  its  own." 


TO  MT  HONOURED  FRIEND, 

DR.  CHARLETON, 

ON  HIS  LEARNED  AND  T7SEFUL  WOBES;  BUT  MORE  PARHCUIiARLT 
mS  TREATISE  OF  STONEHENGE. 

The  longest  tyranny  that  ever  sway'd, 
Was  that  wherein  our  ancestors  betray'd 
Their  free-born  reason  to  the  Stagirite, 
And  made  his  torch  their  universal  light. 
So  truth,  while  only  one  supplied  the  state, 
Grew  scarce,  and  dear,  and  yet  sophisticate. 
Still  it  was  bought,  (like  emp'ric  wares,  or  charms,) 
Hard  words  seaJd  up  with  Aristotle's  arms. 
Columbus  was  the  first  that  shook  his  throne, 
.  And  found  a  temperate  in  a  torrid  zone : 
The  feverish  air  fann'd  by  a  cooling  breeze. 
The  fruitful  vales  set  round  with  shady  trees ; 
And  guiltless  men,  who  danced  away  their  time, 
Fresh  as  their  groves,  and  happy  as  their  clime. 
Had  we  still  paid  that  homage  to  a  name, 
Which  only  God  and  nature  justly  claim  ; 
The  western  seas  had  been  our  utmost  bound. 
Where  poets  still  might  dream  the  sun  was  drown'd 
And  sdl  the  stars  that  shine  in  southern  skies. 
Had  been  admired  by  none  but  savage  eyes. 

Among  the  asserters  of  free  reason's  claim, 
Our  nation's  not  the  least  in  worth  or  fame. 
The  world  to  Bacon  does  not  only  owe 
Its  present  knowledge,  but  its  future  too. 
Gill^rt  shall  live,  till  loadstones  cease  to  draw, 
Or  British  fleets  the  boundless  ocean  awe ; 
And  noble  Boyle,  not  less  in  nature  seen, 
Than  his  great  brother  read  in  states  and  men- 
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The  circling  streams,  once  thought  but  pools,  of  blood 
(Whether  Ufe's  fuel,  or  the  body's  food) 
From  dark  oblivion  Harvey's  name  shall  save  ; 
While  Ent  keeps  all  the  honour  that  he  gave. 
Nor  are  you,  learned  fiiend,  the  least  renown'd ; 
Whose  fame,  not  circumscribed  with  English  ground, 
yiies  like  the  nimble  journeys  of  the  light ; 
And  is,  like  that,  unspent  too  in  its  flight. 
Whatever  truths  have  been,  by  art  or  chance, 
Kedeem'd  from  error,  or  from  ignorance, 
Thin  in  their  authors,  like  rich  veins  of  ore, 
Your  works  unite,  and  stiU  discover  more. 
Such  is  the  healing  virtue  of  your  pen. 
To  perfect  cures  on  books,  as  well  as  men. 
Nor  is  this  work  the  least :  you  well  may  give 
To  men  new  vigour,  who  make  stones  to  live. 
Through  you,  the  Danes,  their  short  dominion  lost, 
A  longer  conquest  than  the  Saxons  boast. 
Stonehenge,  once  thought  a  temple,  you  have  found 
A  throne,  where  kings,  our  earthly  gods,  were  crown'd ; 
Where  by  their  wond'ring  subjecte  they  were  seen, 
Joy'd  with  their  stature,  and  their  princely  mien. 
Our  sovereign  here  above  the  rest  might  stand, 
And  here  be  chose  again  to  rule  the  land. 

These  ruins  shelter'd  once  his  sacred  head. 
When  he  from  Wor'ster's  fatal  battle  fled ; 
Watch'd  by  the  genius  of  this  royal  place, 
And  mighty  visions  of  the  Danish  race. 
His  refuge  then  was  for  a  temple  shown : 
But,  he  restored,  'tis  now  become  a  throne. 


TO  THE  LADY  CASTLEMAIN 

(afterwards  duchess  of  CLEVELAND,) 

UPON    HER    ENCOURAGING    HIS    FIRST   PLAT,    CALLED    *  THB    WILI> 

GALLANT.' 

As  seamen,  shipwreck 'd  on  some  happy  shore. 
Discover  wealth  in  lands  unknown  before ; 
And,  what  their  art  had  labour 'd  long  in  vaia. 
By  their  misfortunes  happily  obtain.  •. 
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So  my  much-envied  muse,  by  storms  long  toss'd. 
Is  thrown  upon  your  hospitable  coast, 
And  finds  more  favour  by  her  ill  success, 
Than  she  could  hope  for  by  her  happiness. 
Once  Cato's  virtue  did  the  gods  oppose ; 
While  they  the  victor,  he  the  vanquish'd  chose : 
But  you  have  done  what  Cato  could  not  do, 
To  choose  the  vanquish'd,  and  restore  him  too. 
Let  others  still  triumph,  and  gain  their  cause 
By  their  deserts,  or  by  the  world's  applause ; 
Let  merit  crowns,  and  justice  laurels  give, 
But  let  me  happy  by  your  pity  live. 
Trae  poets  empty  fame  ana  praise  despise, 
Fame  is  the  tnmipet,  but  your  smile  the  prize. 
You  sit  above,  and  see  vain  men  below 
Contend  for  what  you  only  can  bestow : 
But  those  great  actions  others  do  by  chance, 
Are,  like  your  beauty,  your  inheritance : 
So  great  a  soul,  such  sweetness  join'd  in  one. 
Could  only  spring  from  noble  Grandison. 
You,  like  the  stars,  not  by  reflection  bright, 
Are  bom  to  your  own  heaven,  and  your  own  light ; 
Like  them  are  good,  but  from  a  nobler  cause. 
From  your  own  knowledge,  not  from  nature's  laws. 
Your  power  you  never  use,  but  for  defence, 
To  guard  your  own,  or  others'  innocence : 
Your  foes  are  such,  as  they,  not  you,  have  made, 
And  virtue  may  repel,  though  not  invade. 
Such  courage  did  the  ancient  heroes  show. 
Who,  when  they  might  prevent,  would  wait  the  blbw: 
With  such  assurance  as  they  meant  to  say. 
We  will  o'ercome,  but  scorn  thp  safest  way. 
What  further  fear  of  danger  can  there  be  ? 
Beauty,  which  captives  aU  things,  sets  me  free. 
Posterity  will  judge  by  my  success, 
I  had  the  Grecian  poet's  nappmess, 
Who,  waiving  plots,  found  out  a  better  way ; 
Some  God  descended,  and  preserved  the  play. 
When  first  the  triimiphs  of  your  sex  were  sung 
By  those  old  poets,  beauty  was  but  young, 
And  few  admired  the  native  red  and.  white. 
Till  poets  dress'd  them  up  to  charm  the  sight ; 
So  beauty  took  on  .trust,  and  did  engage 
For  sums  of  praises  till  she  came  to  age. 
28 
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But  this  long-growing  debt  to  poetry 
You  justly,  madam,  have  discharged  to  me^ 
When  your  applause  and  favour  did  infuse 
New  life  to  my  condemned  and  dying  muse. 


TO  MR.  LEE, 

ON  HIS  TRAGEDY  OP  '  ALEXANDER  THE  GREATL' 

The  blast  of  common  censure  could  I  fear, 

Before  your  play  my  name  should  not  appear ; 

For  'twill  be  thought,  and  with  some  colour  too^ 

I  pay  the  bribe  I  first  received  from  you ; 

That  mutual  vouchera  for  our  fame  we  stand. 

And  play  the  game  into  each  other's  hand ; 

And  as  cheap  pen'orths  to  ourselves  afford. 

As  Bessus  and  the  brothers  of  the  sword. 

Such  hbels  private  men  may  well  endure. 

When  states  and  kings  themselves  are  not  secure: 

For  ill  men,  conscious  of  their  inward  guilt. 

Think  the  best  actions  on  by-ends  are  built. 

And  yet  my  silence  had  not  'scaped  their  spite ; 

Then,  envy  had  not  suffer'd  me  to  write ; 

For,  since  I  could  not  ignorance  pretend. 

Such  merit  I  must  envy  or  commend. 

So  many  candidates  there  stand  for  wit, 

A  place  at  court  is  scarce  so  hard  to  get : 

In  vain  they  crowd  each  other  at  the  door ; 

For  e'en  reversions  are  aU  begg'd  before : 

Desert,  how  known  soe'er,  is  long  delay'd ; 

And  then  too  fools  and  knaves  are  better  paid. 

Yet,  as  some  actions  bear  so  great  a  name. 

That  courts  themselves  are  just,  for  fear  of  shazae; 

So  has  the  mighty  merit  of  your  play 

Extorted  praise,  and  forced  itself  away. 

'Tis  here  as  'tis  at  sea ;  who  farthest  goes. 

Or  dares  the  most,  makes  all  the  rest  his  foes. 

Yet  when  some  virtue  much  outgrows  the  vest, 

It  shoots  too  fast,  and  high,  to  be  express'd ; 

As  his  heroic  worth  struck  envy  dumb,  • 

Who  took  the  Dutchman,  and  who  cut  the  boom. 
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1  praise  is  your's,  while  you  the  passions  move^ 

b  'tis  no  longer  feign'd,  *tis  real  love, 

5re  nature  triumphs  over  wretched  art ; 

only  warm  the  head,  but  you  the  heart. 

ays  you  warm ;  and  if  the  rising  year, 

a  hot  regions,  brings  the  sim  too  near, 

but  to  maJce  your  fragrant  spices  blow, 

oh  in  our  cooler  climates  wiU  not  grow. 

J  only  think  you  animate  your  theme 

a  too  much  fire,  who  are  themselves  all  phlegm. 

33  would  be  for  lags  of  slowest  pace, 

e  cripples  made  the  judges  of  the  race. 

3ise  those  drones,  who  praise,  while  they  accuse 

too  much  vigour  of  your  youthful  muse. 

b  humble  style  which  they  your  virtue  make, 

I  your  power ;  you  need  but  stoop  and  take. 

r  beauteous  images  must  be  allow'd 

Jl,  but  some  vile  poets  of  the  crowd. 

how  should  any  sign-post  dauber  know 

worth  of  Titian  or  of  Angelo  1 

1  features  every  bungler  can  command ; 

Iraw  true  beauty  shows  a  master's  hand. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  ROSCOmiON, 

ON  HIS  ESSAY  ON  TRANSLATED  VERSE. 

•TTHER  the  fruitful  Nile,  or  Tyrian  shore, 

seeds  of  arts  and  infant  science  bore, 

sure  the  noble  plant,  translated  first, 

meed  its  head  in  Grecian  gardens  nursed. 

Grecians  added  verse :  their  tuneful  tongue 

8  nature  first,  and  nature's  God  their  song. 

stopp'd  translation  here :  for  conqu'ring  Rome, 

1  Grecian  spoils,  brought  Grecian  numbers  home ; 

ch'd  by  those  Athenian  muses  more, 

1  all  the  vanquish'd  world  could  yield  before. 

barbarous  nations,  and  more  barbarous  times, 

ised  the  majesty  of  verse  to  rhymes ; 

je  rude  at  first,  a  kind  of  hobbling  prose, 

;  limp'd  along,  and  tinkled  in  the  close. 

Italy,  reviving  from  the  trance 

^andal^  Goth,  and  3Ioiikish  ignorance, 
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With  pauses,  cadence,  and  well-^owel'd  words, 
And  all  the  graces  a  good  ear  affords, 
Made  rhyme  an  art,  and  Dante's  poHsh'd  page 
Restored  a  silver,  not  a  golden  age. 
Then  Petrarch  follow'd,  and  in  him  we  see, 
What  rhyme  improved  in  all  its  height  can  be : 
At  best  a  pleasing  sound,  and  fair  barbarity. 
The  French  pursued  their  steps ;  and  Britain,  last^ 
In  manly  sweetness  all  the  rest  surpassed. 
The  wit  of  Greece,  the  gravity  of  Rome, 
Appear  exalted  in  the  British  loom : 
The  Muse's  empire  is  restored  again, 
In  Charles  his  reign,  and  by  Roscommon's  pen. 
Yet  modestly  he  does  his  work  survey. 
And  caUs  a  finish'd  Poem  an  Essay ; 
For  all  the  needful  rules  are  scatter'd  here ; 
Truth  smoothly  told,  and  pleasantly  severe ; 
So  well  is  art  disguised,  for  nature  to  appear. 
H.or  need  those  rules  to  give  translation  hght : 
His  own  example  is  a  flame  so  bright, 
That  he  who  but  arrives  to  copy  well, 
Unguided  will  advance,  unknowing  will  excel 
Scarce  his  own  Horace  could  such  rules  ordain, 
Or  his  own  Virgil  sing  a  nobler  strain. 
How  much  in  him  may  rising  Ireland  boast. 
How  much  in  gaining  him  has  Britain  lost ! 
Their  island  in  revenge  has  ours  reclaim'd ; 
The  more  instructed  we,  the  more  we  still  are  shamed. 
'Tis  well  for  us  his  generous  blood  did  flow, 
Derived  from  British  channels  long  ago, 
That  here  his  conqu'ring  ancestors  were  nursed ; 
And  Ireland  but  translated  England  first : 
By  this  reprisal  we  regain  our  right. 
Else  must  th©  two  contending  nations  fight ; 
A  nobler  quarrel  for  his  native  earth. 
Than  what  divided  Greece  for  Homer's  birth. 
To  what  perfection  will  our  tongue  arrive. 
How  will  invention  and  translation  thrive. 
When  authors  nobly  born  will  bear  their  part) 
And  not  disdain  the  inglorious  praise  of  art ! 
Great  generals  thus,  descending  from  command, 
With  their  own  toil  provoke  the  soldier's  hand. 
IIow  win  sweet  Ovid  s  ghost  be  pleased  to  hear 
His  fame  augmented  by  aai  "Eiig\ia\i  \)^et  \ 
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How  he  embellislies  Hs  Helen's  loves,    - 

Outdoes  his  softness,  and  his  sense  improyes  f 

When  these  translate,  and  teach  translators  too, 

Kor  firstling  kid,  nor  any  vulgar  vow. 

Should  at  Apollo's  grateful  altar  stand : 

Eoscommon  writes ;  to  that  auspicious  hand. 

Muse,  feed  the  bull  that  spurns  the  yellow  sand. 

Roscommon,  whom  both  court  and  camps  commend, 

True  to  his  prince,  and  faithful  to  his  friend ; 

Roscommon,  first  in  fields  of  honour  known. 

First  in  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  the  gown. 

Who  both  Mjnervas  justly  makes  his  own. 

Now  let  the  few  bejoved  by  Jove,  and  they 

Whom  infused  Titan  form'd  of  better  clay, 

On  equal  terms  with  ancient  wit  engage, 

Nor  mighty  Homer  fear,  nor  sacred  Virgil's  page : 

Our  English  palace,  opens  wide  in  state ; 

And  without  stooping  they  may  pass  the  gate. 


TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  YORK, 

ON  HER  RETURN;  FROM  SCOTLAND  IN  THE  YEAR  1682. 

When  factious  rage  to  cruel  exile  drove 

The  queen  of  beauty,  and  the  court  of  love, 

The  Muses  droop'd,  with  their  forsaken  arts. 

And  the  sad  Cupids  broke  their  useless  darts : 

Our  firuitfiil  plains  to  wilds  and  deserts  tum'd, 

Like  Eden's  face,  when  banish'd  man  it  moum'd. 

Love  was  no  more,  when  loyalty  was  gone. 

The  great  supporter  of  his  awful  throne. 

Love  could  no  longer  after  beauty  stay. 

But  wander'd  northward  to  the  verge  of  day. 

As  if  the  sun  and  he  had  lost  their  way. 

But  now  the  illustrious  nymph,  retum'd  again, 

Brings  every  grace  triumphant  in  her  train. 

The  wond'ririg  Nereids,  though  they  raised  no  storm, 

ForesloVd  her  passage,  to  behold  ner  form : 

Some  cried,  *  A  Venus ;'  some,  *  A  Thetis  pass'd ;' 

But  this  was  not  so  fei*,  nor  that  so  chaste. 

Far  from  her  sight  flew  Faction,  Strife,  and  Pndft\ 

And  "Envy  did  but  look  on  her,  and  died. 
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Whate'er  we  sufFer'd  from  our  sullen  fate, 
Her  sight  is  purchased  at  an  easy  rate. 
Three  gloomy  years  against  this  day  were  set; 
But  this  one.  mighty  sum  has  clear'd  the  debt: 
Like  Joseph's  dream,  but  with  a  better  doom, 
The  famine  past,  the  plenty  still  to  come. 
For  her  the  weeping  heavens  become  serene ; 
For  her  the  ground  is  clad  in  cheerful  green : 
For  her  the  nightingales  are  taught  to  sing, 
And  Nature  has  for  her  dela/d  the  spring. 
The  Muse  resumes  her  long-forgotten  lays. 
And  Love  restored  his  ancient  realm  surveys, 
Recals  our  beauties,  and  revives  our  plays ; 
His  waste  dominions  peoples  once  again. 
And  from  her  presence  dates  his  second  reign. 
But  awfiil  charms  on  her  fair  forehead  sit. 
Dispensing  what  she  never  will  admit : 
Pleasing,  yet  cold,  like  Cynthia's  silver  beam, 
The  people's  wonder,  and  the  poet's  theme. 
Distemper'd  Zeal — Sedition — canker'd  Hate — 
No  more  shall  vex  the  church,  and  tear  the  state: 
No  more  shall  Faction  civil  discords  move, 
Or  only  discords  of  too  tender  love : 
Discord,  like  that  of  music's  various  parts ; 
Discord,  that  makes  the  harmony  of  hearts ; 
Discord,  that  only  this  dispute  shall  bring, 
Who  best  shall  love  the  duke,  and  serve  the  king. 


A  LETTER  TO  SIR  GEORGE  ETHEREGB. 

To  you  who  live  in  chill  degree. 
As  map  informs,  of  fifty-three. 
And  do  not  much  for  cold  atone. 
By  bringing  thither  fifty-one, 
Methinks  sJl  climes  should  be  alike, 
From  tropic  e'en  to  pole  arctic ; 
Since  you  have  such  a  constitution 
As  no  where  suffers  diminution. 
You  can  be  old  in  grave  debate. 
And  voung  in  love-affairs  of  state ; 
And  both  to  wives  and  husbands  show 
The  vigour  of  a  plenipo. 
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Like  mighty  missioner  vou  come 

«  Ad  Partes  Infidelium?* 

A  work  of  wondrous  merit  sure, 

So  far  to  go,  so  much  t'  endure ; 

And  all  to  preach  to  German  dame, 

Where  sound  of  Cupid  never  came. 

Less  had  you  done,  nad  you  heen  sent, 

As  far  as  Drake  or  Pinto  went, 

For  cloves  or  nutmegs  to  the  Line-a, 

Or  e'en  for  oranges  to  China. 

That  had  indeed  been  charity ; 

Where  love-sick  ladies  helpless  lie, 

Chapp'd,  and  for  want  of  hquor  dry. 

But  you  have  made  your  zeal  appear 

Within  the  circle  of  the  Bear. 

What  region  of  the  earth 's  so  dull, 

That  is  not  of  your  labours  full  1 

Triptolemus  (so  sung  the  Nine) 

Strew'd  plenty  from  his  cart  divine. 

But  'spite  of  all  these  fable-makers. 

He  never  sow'd  on  Almain  acres : 

No,  that  was  left  by  fate's  decree, 

To  be  performed  and  sung  by  thee. 

Thou  break'st  through  forms  with  as  much  ease 

As  the  French  king  through  articles. 

In  grand  afifairs  thy  days  are  spent, 

In  waging  weighty  compliment. 

With  such  as  monarchs  represent. 

They,  whom  such  vast  fetigues  attend, 

Want  some  soft  minutes  to  unbend. 

To  show  the  world  that  now  and  then 

Great  ministers  are  mortal  men. 

Then  Rhenish  rummers  walk  the  round ; 

In  bumpers  every  king  is  crown'd ; 

Besides  three  holy  mitred  Hectors, 

And  the  whole  college  of  Electors. 

No  health  of  potentate  is  sunk. 

That  pays  to  make  his  envoy  drunk. 

These  Dutch  delights,  I  mentioned  hat, 

Suit  not,  I  know,  your  English  taste : 

For  wine  to  leave  a  whore  or  play 

Was  ne'er  your  Excellency's  way. 

Nor  need  tliis  title  give  offence, 

For  here  you  were — your  ExcellencO| 
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For  ^ming,  writing,  speaking,  keepings 
His  Excellence  for  all  but  sleeping. 
Now  if  you  tope  in  form,  and  treat, 
'Tis  the  sour  sauce  to  the  sweet  meat^ 
The  fine  you  pay  for  being  great. 
Nay,  here 's  a  harder  imposition. 
Which  is  indeed  the  court's  petition, 
That  setting  worldly  pomp  aside, 
Which  poet  has  at  font  denied, 
You  would  be  pleased  in  hmnble  way 
To  write  a  trifle  caU'd  a  f*lay. 
iDhis  truly  is  a  degradation. 
But  would  oblige  the  crown  and  nation 
Next  to  your  wise  negotiation. 
If  you  pretend,  as  well  you  may, 
Your  hiigh  degree,  your  friends  will  say, 
The  duke  St.  Aignon  made  a  play. 
If  Gallic  wit  convince  you  scarce. 
His  grace  of  Bucks  has  made  a  farce. 
And  you,  whose  comic  wit  is  terse  all, 
Can  hardly  faU  below  Rehearsal 
Then  finisn  what  you  have  began ; 
But  scribble  faster  if  you  can : 
For  yet  no  George,  to  our  discerning, 
Ha^  writ  without  a  ten  years'  warning. 


TO  MR.  SOUTHERN, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  CALLED,  *  THE  WIVES*  EXCUSK.* 

^xjRE  there 's  a  fate  in  plays,  and  'tis  in  vain 
To  write  while  these  malignant  planets  reign. 
Some  very  foolish  influence  rules  the  pit. 
Not  always  kind  to  sense,  or  just  to  wit: 
And  whilst  it  lasts,  let  buffoon'ry  succeed, 
To  make  us  laugh ;  for  never  was  more  need. 
Farce,  in  itself,  is  of  a  nasty  scent ; 
But  the  gain  smells  not  of  the  excrement. 
The  Spanish  nymph,  a  wit  and  beauty  too, 
With  all  her  charms,  bore  but  a  single  show: 
But  let  a  monster  Muscovite  appear, 
He  draws  a  crowded  audience  round  the  year. 
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May  be  thou  hast  not  pleased  the  box  and  pit ; 

Yet  those  who  blame  thy  tale  applaud  thy  wit: 

So  Terence  plotted,  but  so  Terence  writ. 

Like  his  thy  thoughts  are  true,  thy  language  clean ; 

E'en  lewdness  is  made  moral  in  thy  scene. 

The  hearers  may  for  want  of  Nokes  repine ; 

But  rest  secure,  the  readers  will  be  thine. 

Nor  was  thy  labour'd  drama  damn'd  or  hiss'd, 

But  with  a  Kind  civility  dismissed ; 

With  such  good  manners,  as  the  Wife  did  use, 

Who,  not  accepting,  did  but  just  refuse. 

There  was  a  glance  at  parting ;  such  a  look, 

As  bids  thee  not  give  o'er,  for  one  rebuke. 

But  if  thou  would'st  be  seen,  as  well  as  read, 

Copy  one  living  author,  and  one  dead : 

The  standard  of  thy  style  let  Etherege  be ; 

For  wit,  the  immortal  spring  of  Wycherley : 

Leam,  after  both,  to  draw  some  just  design, 

And  the  next  age  will  learn  to  copy  thine. 


TO  HENKY  HIGDEN,  Esq. 

ON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  TENTH  SATIRE  OF  JUVENAL* 

The  Grecian  wits,  who  Satire  first  began, 

Wei*e  pleasant  Pasquins  on  the  life  of  man ; 

At  mighty  villains,  who  the  state  oppressed. 

They  durst  not  rail,  perhaps  j  they  lash'd,  at  least, 

And  tum'd  them  out  of  office  with  a  jest. 

No  foci  could  peep  abroad,  but  ready  stand 

The  drolls  to  clap  a  bauble  in  his  hand. 

Wise  legislators  never  yet  could  draw 

A  fop  within  the  reach  of  common  law  ; 

For  posture,  dress,  grimace,  and  affectation, 

Though  foes  to  sense,  are  harmless  to  the  nation. 

Our  last  redress  is  dint  of  verse  to  try. 

And  Satire  is  our  court  of  Chancery. 

This  way  took  Horace  to  reform  an  age, 

Not  bad  enough  to  need  an  author's  rage. 

But  yours,  who  lived  in  more  degenerate  times, 

Was  forced  to  fasten  deep,  and  worry  crimes. 

Yet  you,  my  friend,  have  temper'd  him  so  well, 

You  make  him  smile  in  spite  of  all  his  zeal*. 
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An  art  peculiar  to  yourself  alone, 

To  join  the  virtues  of  two  styles  in  one. 

Oh !  were  your  author's  principle  received, 
Half  of  the  labouring  world  would  be  relieved : 
For  not  to  wish  is  not  to  be  deceived. 
Revenge  would  into  charity  be  changed, 
Because  it  costs  too  dear  to  be  revenged : 
It  costs  our  quiet  and  content  of  mind, 
And  when  'tis  compass'd  leaves  a  sting  behind. 
Suppose  I  had  the  better  end  o'  the  stafij 
Why  should  I  help  the  ill-natured  world  to  laugh  ! 
'Tis  all  alike  to  them,  who  get  the  day ; 
They  love  the  spite  and  mischief  of  the  fray. 
No  ;  I  have  cured  myself  of  that  disease  ; 
Nor  will  I  be  provoked,  but  when  I  please : 
But  let  me  half  that  cure  to  you  restore  ; 
You  give  the  salve,  I  laid  it  to  the  sore. 

Our  kind  relief  against  a  rainy  day, 
Beyond  a  tavern,  or  a  tedious  play. 
We  take  your  book,  and  laugh  our  spleen  away. 
If  all  your  tribe,  too  studious  of  debate, 
Would  cease  false  hopes  and  titles  to  create. 
Led  by  the  rare  example  you  begun. 
Clients  would  fail,  and  lawyers  be  undone. 


TO  MR.  CONGREVE, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  CALLED,  'THE  DOUBLE  DEALER.' 

Well  then,  the  promised  hour  is  eome  at  last. 

The  present  age  of  wit  obscures  the  past : 

Strong  were  our  sires,  and  as  they  fought  they  writ. 

Conquering  with  force  of  arms,  and  dint  of  wit : 

Theirs  was  the  giant  race,  before  the  flood : 

And  thus,  when  Charles  retum'd,  our  empire  stood. 

Like  Janus  he  the  stubborn  soil  manured. 

With  rules  of  husbandry  the  rankness  cured ; 

Tamed  us  to  manners,  when  the  stage  was  rude  ; 

And  boisterous  English  wit  with  art  indued. 

Our  age  was  cultivated  thus  at  length  ; 

But  what  we  gain'd  in  skill  we  lost  in  strength. 

Our  builders  were  with  want  of  genius  cursed  ; 

The  second  temple  was  Tio\,  \\ke  \>\i^  ^x^i  *. 
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Till  yon,  the  best  Vitruvius,  come  at  length  j 

Our  Deauties  equal,  but  excel  our  strength. 

Finn  Doric  pillars  found  your  solid  base : 

The  fair  Corinthian  crowns  the  higher  space : 

Thus  all  below  is  strength,  and  all  above  is  graoe^ 

In  easy  dialogue  is  Fletcher's  praise  ; 

He  moved  the  mind,  but  had  not  power  to  raise. 

Great  Jonson  did  by  strength  of  judgment  please ; 

Yet,  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  ease. 

In  differing  talents  both  adom'd  their  age  ; 

One  for  the  study,  t'other  for  the  stage. 

But  both  to  Congreve  justly  shall  submit, 

One  match'd  in  judgment,  both  o'ermatch'd  in  wit. 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  see, 

Etherege  his  courtship.  Southern's  puritv, 

The  satire,  wit,  and  strength  of  manly  W  ycherley. 

All  this  in  blooming  youth  you  have  achieved : 

Nor  are  your  foil'd  contemporaries  grieved. 

So  much  the  sweetness  of  your  manners  move, 

We  cannot  envy  you,  because  we  love. 

Fabius  might  joy  in  Scipio,  when  he  saw 

A  beardless  consul  made  against  the  law. 

And  join  his  suffrage  to  the  votes  of  Rome ; 

Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome. 

Thus  old  Eomano  bow'd  to  Eaphael's  fame, 

And  scholar  to  the  youth  he  taught  became. 

Oh  that  your  brows  my  laurel  had  sustain'd ! 
Well  had  I  been  deposed,  if  you  had  reign'd : 
The  father  had  descended  for  the  son ; 
For  only  you  are  lineal  to  the  throne. 
Thus,  when  the  state  one  Edward  did  depose, 
A  greater  Edward  in  his  room  arose. 
But  now,  not  I,  but  poetry  is  cursed ; 
For  Toin  the  second  reigns  like  Tom  the  first. 
But  let  theni  not  mistake  my  patron's  part, 
Nor  call  his  charity  their  own  desert. 
Yet  this  I  prophesy  ;  thou  shalt  be  s^^en, 
(Though  with  some  short  parenthesis  between) 
High  on  the  throne  of  wit,  and,  seated  there. 
Not  mine,  that's  little,  but  thy  laurel  wear. 
Thy  first  attempt  an  early  promise  made  ; 
That  early  promise  this  has  more  than  paid. 
So  bold,  yet  so  judiciously  you  dare, 
That  your  least  praise  is  to  be  regular. 
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Time,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pains  bo  wrought  j 
But  genius  must  be  bom,  and  never  can  be  taught. 
This  is  your  portion  ;  this  your  native  store ; 
Heaven,  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before, 
To  Shakspeare  gave  as  much ;  she  could  not  give  him  mc 

Maintain  your  post :  that's  all  the  fame  you  need  ; 
For  'tis  impossible  you  should  proceed. 
Already  I  am  worn  with  cares  and  age, 
And  just  abandoning  the  imgrateful  stage  : 
Unprofitably  kept  at  Heaven's  expense, 
I  hve  a  rent-charge  on  his  providence : 
But  you,  whom  every  muse  and  grace  adorn, 
Whom  I  foresee  to  better  fortune  born, 
Be  kind  to  my  remains ;  and  oh,  defend. 
Against  your  judgment,  your  departed  friend  ! 
Let  not  the  insulting  foe  my  fame  pursue, 
But  shade  those  laurels  which  descend  to  you  : 
And  take  for  tribute  what  these  Hnes  express  : 
You  merit  more  ;  nor  could  my  love  do  less. 


TO  MR.  GRANVILLE, 

(afterwards  lord  lansdowne,) 

ON  ms  tragedy  called,  *  heroic  love.' 

Auspicious  poet,  wert  thou  not  my  friend, 

How  could  I  envy,  what  I  must  commend ! 

But  since  'tis  nature's  law,  in  love  and  wit, 

That  youth  should  reign,  and  withering  age  submit, 

With  less  regret  those  laurels  I  resign. 

Which,  dying  on  my  brows,  revive  on  thine. 

With  better  grace  an  ancient  chief  may  yield 

The  long-contended  honours  of  the  field. 

Than  venture  all  his  fortune  at  a  cast. 

And  fight,  hke  Hannibal,  to  lose  at  last.        • 

Young  princes,  obstinate  to  win  the  prize. 

Though  yearly  beaten,  yearly  yet  they  rise : 

Old  monarchs,  though  successful,  still  in  doubt^ 

Catch  at  a  peace,  and  wisely  turn  devout. 

Thine  be  the  laurel  then ;  thy  blooming  age 

Can  best,  if  any  can,  support  the  stage  ; 

Which  so  declines,  that  snortly  we  may  see. 

Players  and  plays  reduced  to  second  infancy. 
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Sharp  to  the  world,  but  thoughtless  of  renown, 

They  plot  not  on  the  stage,  but  on  the  town, 

Anc^  in  despair  their  empty  pit  to  fill, 

Set  np  some  foreign  monster  in  a  bilL 

Thus  they  jog  on,  still  tricking,  never  thriving, 

And  muidering  plays,  which  they  miscal  reviving. 

Our  sense  is  nonsense,  through  their  pipes  convey'd ; 

Scarce  can  a  poet  know  the  play  he  made ; 

'TIS  so  disguised  in  death ;  nor  thinks  'tis  he 

That  suffers  in  the  mangled  tragedy. 

Thus  Itys  first  was  kill'd,  and  after  dress'd 

For  his  own  sire,  the  chief  invited  guest. 

I  say  not  this  of  thy  successfiil  scenes, 

Where  thine  was  all  the  glory,  theirs  the  gains. 

With  length  of  time,  much  judgment,  and  more  toil, 

Not  ill  they  acted,  what  they  could  not  spoiL 

Their  setting-sun  still  shoots  a  glimmering  ray, 

Ijke  ancient  Rome,  majestic  in  decay : 

And  better  gleanings  their  worn  soil  can  boast, 

Than  the  crab-vintage  of  the  neighbouring  coast. 

This  difference  yet  the  judging  world  will  see ; 

Thou  copyest  Homer,  and  they  copy  thee. 


TO  MR.  MOTTEUX, 

ON  HIS  TRAGEDY  CALLED,  *  BEAUTY  IN  DISTRESS.' 

Tis  hard,  my  friend,  to  write  in  such  an  age, 
As  damns,  not  only  poets,  but  the  stage. 
That  sacred  art,  by  Heaven  itself  infused, 
Which  Moses,  David,  Solomon  have  used. 
Is  now  to  be  no  more :  the  Muses'  foes 
Would  sink  their  Maker's  praises  into  prose. 
Were  they  content  to  prune  the  lavish  vine 
Of  straggling  branches,  and  improve  the  wine. 
Who,  but  a  madman,  would  his  thoughts  defend  t 
AU  would  submit ;  for  all  but  fools  wiU  mend. 
But  when  to  common  sense  they  give  the  lie. 
And  turn  distorted  words  to  blasphemy, 
They  give  the  scandal ;  and  the  wise  discern. 
Their  glosses  teach  an  age,  too  apt  to  learn. 
What  I  have  loosely,  or  profanely  writ, 
Let  ihem  to  Bres,  their  due  desert,  commit  *. 
24 
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Nor,  when  accused  by  me,  let  them  complain : 

Their  faults,  and  not  their  function,  I  arraign. 

Rebellion,  worse  than  witchcraft,  they  pursued ; 

The  pulpit  preach'd  the  crime,  the  people  rued. 

The  Stage  was  silenced ;  for  the  saints  would  see 

In  fields  perform'd  their  plotted  tragedy* 

But  let  us  first  reform,  and  then  so  live. 

That  we  may  teach  our  teachers  to  forcive : 

Our  desk  be  placed  below  their  lofty  chairs ; 

Ours  be  the  practice,  as  the  precept  theirs. 

The  moral  part,  at  least,  we  majr  divide. 

Humility  reward,  and  pvmish  pride  ; 

Ambition,  interest,  avarice,  accuse : 

These  are  the  province  of  a  tragic  muse. 

These  hast  thou  chosen ;  and  the  public  voice 

Has  equalled  thy  performance  with  thy  choice. 

Time,  action,  place,  are  so  preserved  by  thee, 

That  e'en  Corneille  might  with  envy  see 

The  alliance  of  his  Tripled  Unity. 

Thy  incidents,  perhaps,  too  thick  are  sown ; 

But  too  much  plenty  is  thy  fault  alone. 

At  least  but  two  can  that  good  crime  commit. 

Thou  in  design,  and  Wycherlev  in  wit. 

Let  thy  own  Gauls  condemn  thee,  if  they  dare ; 

Contented  to  be  thinly  regular : 

Born  there,  but  not  for  them,  our  fruitful  soil 

With  more  increase  rewards  thy  happy  toil. 

Their  tongue,  enfeebled,  is  refined  too  much  ; 

And,  hke  pure  gold,  it  bends  at  every  touch : 

Our  sturdy  Teuton  yet  will  art  obey. 

More  fit  for  manly  thought,  and  strengthen'd  with  alia 

But  whence  art  thou  inspired,  and  thou  a}one. 

To  flourish  in  an  idiom  not  thy  own  ? 

It  moves  our  wonder,  that  a  foreign  guest 

Should  over-match  the  most,  and  match  the  best. 

In  under-praising  thy  deserts,  I  wrong ; 

Here  find  the  first  deficience  of  our  tongue : 

Words,  once  my  stock,  are  wanting,  to  commend 

So  great  a  poet,  and  so  good  a  friend. 
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TO  MY  HONOUBED  KINSMAK, 

JOHN  DRYDEN, 

OF  CHESTEBTON,  IK  THE  CX)UNTY  OF  HUNTUTGDON,  ESQ. 

How  bless'd  is  he,  who  leads  a  country  life, 

Unvex'd  with  anxious  cares,  and  void  of  strife ! 

Who  studying  peace,  and  shunning  civil  rage, 

Enjoy'd  his  youth,  and  now  enjoys  his  age : 

All  who  deserve  his  love,  he  makes  his  own ; 

And,  to  be  loved  hiinself,  needs  only  to  be  known. 
Just,  good  and  wise,  contending  neighbours  come, 

From  your  award  to  wait  their  filial  doom  ; 

And,  foes  before,  return  in  friendship  home. 

Without  their  cost,  you  terminate  the  cause ; 

And  save  the  expense  of  long  Utigious  laws  : 

Where  suits  are  traversed ;  and  so  Httle  won. 

That  he  who  conquers,  is  but  last  undone : 

Such  are  not  your  decrees  ;  but  so  designed, 

The  sanction  leaves  a  lasting  peace  behmd : 

Like  your  own  soul,  serene ;  a  pattern  of  your  mind. 
Promoting  concord,  and  composing  strife, 

Wd  of  yourself,  unc\miber*d  with  a  wife  ; 

Where,  for  a  year,  a  month,  perhaps  a  night, 

I/ong  penitence  succeeds  a  short  delight : 

Mmds  are  so  hardly  match'd,  that  ev'n  the  first. 

Though  pair'd  by  Heaven,  in  Paradise  were  cursed 

For  man  and  woman,  though  in  one  they  grow, 

Yet,  first  or  last,  return  again  to  two. 

He  to  God's  image,  she  to  his  was  made  ; 

So,  farther  from  the  fount,  the  stream  at  random  stray'd. 

How  could  he  stand,  when,  put  to  double  pain. 
He  must  a  weaker  than  himself  sustain  ! 
Each  might  have  stood,  perhaps  ;  but  each  alone  ; 
Two  wrestlers  help  to  pull  each  other  down. 

Not  that  my  verse  would  blemish  all  the  fair  ; 
But  yet  if  some  be  bad,  'tis  wisdom  to  beware  ; 
And  better  shun  the  bait,  than  struggle  in  the  snare. 
Thus  have  you  shunn'd,  and  shun  the  married  state. 
Trusting  as  little  as  you  can  to  fate. 

No  porter  guards  the  passage  of  your  door, 
T'  admit  the  wealthy,  and  exclude  the  poor ; 
For  God,  who  gave  the  riches,  gave  the  heart 
To  sanctify  the  whole,  by  giving  part  •, 
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Heaven,  who  foresaw  the  will,  the  means  has  wrought^ 
And  to  the  second  son  a  blessing  brought ; 
The  first-begotten  had  his  father's  share  : 
But  you,  like  Jacob,  are  Rebecca's  heir. 

So  may  your  stores,  and  fruitful  fields  increase  ; 
And  ever  be  you  bless'd,  who  live  to  bless. 
As  Ceres  sow'd,  where'er  her  chariot  flew  ; 
As  Heaven  in  deserts  rain'd  the  bread  of  dew  ; 
So  free  to  many,  to  relations  most. 
You  feed  with  manna  your  own  Israel  host. 

With  crowds  attended  of  your  ancient  race, 
You  seek  the  champain  sports,  or  sylvan  chace ; 
With  well-breath'd  bugles  you  surround  the  wood, 
Ev'n  then,  industrious  of  the  conomon  good ; 
And  often  have  you  brought  the  wily  fox 
To  suffer  for  the  firstlings  of  the  flocks ;' 
Chased  even  amid  the  folds  ;  and  made  to  bleed. 
Like  felons,  where  they  did  the  murderous  deed. 
This  fiery  game  your  active  youth  maintain'd. 
Not  yet  by  years  extinguish  d,  though  restrain'd : 
You  season  still  with  sports  your  serious  hours  : 
For  age  but  tastes  of  pleasures,  youth  devours. 
The  hare  in  pastures  or  in  plains  is  found. 
Emblem  of  human  life,  who^runs  the  round  ; 
And,  after  all  his  wandering  ways  are  done, 
His  circle  fills,  and  ends  where  he  begun, 
Just  as  the  setting  meets  the  rising  sun. 

Thus  princes  ease  their  cares  ;  but  happier  he, 
Who  seeks  not  pleasure  through  necessity, 
Than  such  as  once  on  slippery  thrones  were  placed ; 
And  chasing,  sigh  to  think  themselves  are  chased. 

So  lived  our  sires,  ere  doctors  leam'd  to  kill, 
And  multipHed  with  theirs  the  weekly  bill. 
The  first  physicians  by  debauch  were  made  : 
Excess  began,  and  sloth  sustains  the  trade. 
Pity  the  generous  kind  their  cares  bestow 
To  search  forbidden  truths  ;  (a  sin  to  know  :) 
To  which  if  human  science  could  attain, 
The  doom  of  death,  pronounced  by  God,  were  vain. 
In  vain  the  leech  would  interpose  delay  ; 
Fate  fastens  first,  and  vindicates  the  prey. 
What  help  from  art's  endeavours  can  we  have  ? 
Gibbons  but  guesses,  nor  is  sure  to  save  : 
But  Maurus  sweeps  whole  parishes,  and  peoples  every  grave 
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And  no  more  mercy  to  mankind  will  use, 
Than  when  he  robb'd  and  mnrder'd  Maro's  muse 
Would'st  thou  be  soon  despatched,  and  perish  whole, 
Trust  Maurus  with  thy  life,  and  Milboum  with  thy  souL* 

By  chace  our  long-lived  fathers  eam'd  their  food ; 
Toil  strung  the  nerves,  and  pvirified  the  blood : 
But  we  their  sons,  a  pamper'd  race  of  men. 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields,  for  health  unbought. 
Than  fee  the  doctor  for  a  nauseous  draught ; 
The  wise,  for  cure,  on  exercise  depend  ; 

God  never  made  his  work,  for  man  to  mend. 
The  tree  of  knowledge,  once  in  Eden  placed. 

Was  easy  found,  but  was  forbid  the  taste  : 

Oh,  had  our  grandsire  walk'd  without  his  wife, 

He  first  had  sought  the  better  plant  of  life  ! 

Now  both  are  lost :  yet,  wandering  in  the  dark. 

Physicians,  for  the  tree,  have  found  the  bark ; 

They,  labouring  for  rehef  of  human  kind, 

With  sharpened  sight  some  remedies  may  find  ; 

The  apothecary-train  is  wholly  bhnd. 

From  files  a  random  recipe  they  take, 

And  many  deaths  of  one  prescription  make. 

Garth,  generous  as  his  muse,  prescribes  and  gives ; 

The  shopman  sells  ;  and  by  destruction  lives : 

Ungrateful  tribe !  who,  like  the  viper's  brood, 
Prom  med*cine  issuing,  suck  their  mother's  blood  ! 
Let  these  obey ;  and  let  the  leam'd  prescribe  ; 
That  men  may  die,  without  a  double  bribe : 
Let  them,  but  under  their  superiors,  kill ; 
When  doctors  first  have  sign  d  the  bloody  bill ; 
He  'scapes  the  best,  who,  nature  to  repair. 
Draws  physic  from  the  fields,  in  draughts  of  vital  air. 

You  hoard  not  health,  for  your  own  private  use  ; 
But  on  the  public  spend  the  rich  produce. 
When,  often  urged,  unwilling  to  be  great. 
Your  country  calls  you  from  your  loved  retreat. 
And  sends  to  senates,  charged  with  common  care. 
Which  none  more  shuns :  and  none  can  better  bear : 
Where  could  they  find  another  form'd  so  fit. 
To  poise,  with  solid  sense,  a  sprightly  wit  1 

*  Dr.  Gibbons  was  a  physician  at  this  time  justly  in  high  esteem.  By 
Maurus  is  meant  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  physician  to  King  Williami  and 
aathor  of  many  epic  poems.    Milboum  was  a  nonjuting  mltvVsXw. 
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Were  these  both  wanting,  as  they  both  abound, 
Where  could  so  firm  integrity  be  found  ? 
Well  bom,  and  wealthy,  wanting  no  support, 
You  steer  betwixt  the  country  and  the  court : 
Nor  gratify  whatever  the  great  desire, 
Nor  grudging  give  what  public  needs  require. 
Part  must  be  left,  a  fund  when  foes  invade  ; 
And  part  employed  to  roll  the  watery  trade : 
Ev*n  Canaan's  happy  land,  when  worn  with  toil. 
Required  a  sabbath-year  to  mend  the  meagre  soiL 

Good  senators  (and  such  as  you)  so  give, 
That  kings  may  be  supplied,  the  people  thrive. 
And  he,  when  want  requires,  is  truly  wise, 
Who  shghts  not  foreign  aids,  nor  over-buys ; 
But  on  our  native  strength,  in  time  of  need,  relies. 
Munster  was  bought,  we  boast  not  the  success ; 
Who  fights  for  gain,  for  greater  makes  his  peace. 
Our  foes,  compeU'd  by  need,  have  peace  embraced : 
The  peace  both  parties  want,  is  like  to  last : 
Which  if  secure,  securely  we  may  trade ; 
Or,  ncft  secure,  should  never  have  been  made. 
Safe  in  ourselves,  while  on  ourselves  we  stand, 
The  sea  is  ours,  and  that  defends  the  land. 
Be,  then,  the  naval  stores  the  nation's  care, 
New  ships  to  build,  and  batter'd  to  repair. 

Observe  the  war,  in  every  annual  course  ; 
What  has  been  done,  was  done  with  British  force : 
Namur  Subdued,  is  England's  palm  alone ; 
The  rest  besieged ;  but  we  constrain'd  the  town : 
We  saw  the  event  that  followed  our  success  ; 
France,  though  pretending  arms,  pursued  the  peace  ; 
Obliged,  by  one  sole  treaty,  to  restore 
What  twenty  years  of  war  had  won  before. 
Enough  for  Europe  has  our  Albion  fought : 
Let  us  ei\joy  the  peace  our  blood  has  bought. 
When  once  the  Persian  king  was  put  to  flight. 
The  weaiy  Maoedons  refused  to  fight : 
Themselves  their  own  mortality  confess'd ; 
And  left  the  son  of  Jove  to  quarrel  for  the  rest. 

Ev  n  victors  are  by  victories  imdone  ; 
Thus  Hannibal,  with  foreign  laurels  won. 
To  Carthage  was  recall'd,  too  late  to  keep  his  own. 
While  sore  of  battle,  while  our  wounds  are  green, 
Why  should  we  tempt  the  doubtfu^  die  again  1 
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In  wars  renew'd,  uncertain  of  success  ; 

Sure  of  a  share,  as  umpires  of  the  i)eace. 
A  patriot  both  the  king  and  country  serves : 

Prerogative,  and  privilege,  preser\'es : 

Of  each  our  laws  the  certain  limit  show ; 

One  must  not  ebb,  nor  t'  other  overflow  : 

Betwixt  the  prince  and  parHament  we  stand ; 

The  barriers  of  the  state  on  either  hand  : 

May  neither  overflow,  for  then  they  drown  the  land. 

When  both  are  fidl,  they  feed  our  bless'd  abode  ; 

Like  those  that  water'd  once  the  paradise  of  God. 

Some  overpoise  of  sway,  by  turns,  they  share  ; 

In  peace  the  people,  and  the  prince  in  war : 

Consuls  of  moderate  power  in  calms  were  made  ; 

When  the  GJauls  came,  one  sole  dictator  sway'd. 
Patriots,  in  peace,  assert  the  people's  right ; 

With  noble  stubbornness  resisting  might : 

No  lawless  mandates  from  the  court  receive, 

Nor  lend  by  force,  but  in  a  body  give. 

Such  was  your  generous  grandsiro  :  free  to  gi*ant 

In  parUaments,  that  weighed  their  prince's  want : 

But  so  tenacious  of  the  common  cause. 

As  not  to  lend  the  king  against  his  laws. 

And  in  a  loathsome  dungeon  doom'd  to  he, 

In  bonds  retain'd  his  birthright  liberty. 

And  shamed  oppression,  till  it  set  him  free. 
0  true  descendant  of  a  patriot  line. 

Who,  while  thou  shar'st  their  lustre,  leud'st  them  thine, 

Vouchsafe  this  picture  of  thy  soul  to  see ; 

'Tis  so  far  good,  as  it  resembles  thee : 

The  beauties  to  the  original  I  owe ; 
Which  when  I  miss,  my  own  defects  I  show : 
2^or  think  the  kindred  muses  thy  disgrace  : 
A  poet  is  not  bom  in  every  race. 
Two  of  a  house  few  ages- can  afford; 
One  to  perform,  another  to  record. 
Praiseworthy  actions  are  by  thee  embraced ; 
And  'tis  my  praise,  to  make  thy  praises  last. 
For  ev'n  when  death  dissolves  our  human  frame. 
The  soul  returns  to  heaven  from  whence  it  came  ; 
Earth  keeps  the  body,  verse  preserves  the  fame. 
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TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER^ 

PRINCIPAL  PAINTER  TO  HIS  MAJESTY. 

Once  I  beheld  the  fairest  of  her  kind, 

And  still  the  sweet  idea  charms  my  mind : 

True,  she  was  dimib  ;  for  Nature  gazed  so  long, 

Pleased  with  her  work,  that  she  forgot  her  tongue ; 

But,  smiling,  said,  *  She  still  shall  gain  the  prize ; 

I  only  have  transferred  it  to  her  eyes.' 

Such  are  thy  pictures,  Kneller :  such  thy  skill. 

That  Nature  seems  obedient  to  thy  will : 

Comes  out,  and  meets  thy  pencil  in  the  draught ; 

Lives  there,  and  wants  but  words  to  speak  her  thougl 

At  least  thy  pictures  look  a  voice  ;  and  we 

Imagine  sounds,  deceived  to  that  degree. 

We  think  'tis  somewhat  more  than  just  to  see. 

Shadows  are  but  privations  of  the  light ; 
Yet,  when  we  walk,  they  shoot  before  the  sight ; 
With  us  approach,  retire,  arise,  and  fall ; 
Nothing  themselves,  and  yet  expressing  all. 
Such  are  thy  pieces,  imitating  life 
So  near,  they  almost  conquer  in  the  strife ; 
And  from  their  animated  canvas  came. 
Demanding  souls,  and  loosen'd  from  the  frame. 

Prometheus,  were  he  here,  would  cast  away 
His  Adam,  and  refuse  a  soul  to  clajr ; 
And  either  would  thy  noble  work  mspire, 
Or  think  it  warm  enough,  without  his  fire. 

But  vulgar  hands  may  vulgar  likeness  raise  ; 
This  is  the  least  attendant  on  thy  praise  : 
From  hence  the  rudiments  of  art  began ; 
A  coal,  or  chalk,  first  imitated  man  : 
Perhaps  the  shadow,  taken  on  a  wall,  ' 

Gave  outlines  to  the  rude  original : 
Ere  canvas  yet  was  strain'd,  before  the  grace 
Of  blended  colours  found  their  use  and  place, 
Or  cypress  tablets  first  received  a  face. 

By  slow  degrees  the  god-like  art  advanced ; 
As  man  grew  polish'd,  picture  was  enhanced: 
Greece  added  posture,  shade,  and  perspective ; 
And  then  the  mimic  piece  began  to  live. 
Yet  perspective  was  lame,  no  distance  true, 
But  all  came  forward  in  one  coTcmioii'^v^^*. 
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No  point  of  light  was  known,  no  bounds  of  art ; 
When  light  was  there,  it  knew  not  to  depart, 
But  glaring  on  remoter  objects  play'd  ; 
Not  languish'd,  and  insensibly  aecay*d. 

Rome  raised  not  art,  but  barely  kept  alive, 
And  with  old  Greece  unequally  did  strive  : 
Till  Goths,  and  Vandals,  a  rude  northern  race, 
Did  all  the  matchless  monuments  deface. 
Then  all  the  Muses  in  one  ruin  lie, 
And  rhyme  began  to  enervate  poetry. 
Thus,  in  a  stupid  jnilitary  state. 
The  pen  and  pencil  find  an  equal  fate. 
Flat  faces,  such  as  would  disgrace  a  screen, 
Such  as  in  Bantam's  embassy  were  seen, 
Unraised,  unrounded,  were  the  rude  delight 
Of  brutal  nations,  only  bom  to  fight. 

Long  time  the  sister  Arts,  in  iron  sleep, 
A  heavy  sabbath  did  supinely  keep : 
At  length,  in  Eaffaele's  age,  at  once  they  rise. 
Stretch  all  their  limbs,  and  open  all  their  eyes. 

Thence  rose  the  Eoman,  and  the  Lombard  line : 
One  colour'd  best,  and  one  did  best  design. 
Raffaele's,  like  Ilomer's,  was  the  nobler  part. 
But  Titian's  painting  look'd  like  Virgil's  art. 

Thy  genius  gives  thee  both ;  where  true  design, 
Postures  unforced,  and  lively  colours  join. 
Likeness  is  ever  there  ;  but  still  the  best. 
Like  proper  thoughts  in  lofty  language  dress'd  : 
Where  light,  to  shades  descending,  plays,  not  strives, 
Dies  by  degrees,  and  by  degrees  revives. 
Of  various  parts  a  perfect  whole  is  wrought : 
Thy  pictures  think,  and  we  divine  their  thought. 

Shakspeare,  thy  gift,  I  place  before  my  sight ; 
W^ith  awe,  I  ask  his  blessing  ere  I  write  ; 
With  reverence  look  on  his  majestic  face  ; 
Proud  to  be  less,  but  of  his  god-like  race. 
His  soul  inspires  me,  while  thy  praise  I  write. 
And  I,  like  Teucer,  under  Ajax  fight : 
Bids  thee,  through  me,  be  bold  ;  with  dauntless  breast 
Contemn  the  bad,  and  emulate  the  best. 
Like  his,  thy  critics  in  the  attempt  are  lost : 
When  most  they  rail,  know  then,  they  envy  most. 
In  vain  they  snarl  aloof ;  a  noisy  crowd, 
Like  women's  anger,  impotent  and  lo\id. 
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While  they  their  barren  industry  deplore, 
Pass  on  secure,  and  mind  the  goal  before. 
Old  as  she  is,  my  Muse  shall  march  behind. 
Bear  off  the  blast,  and  intercept  the  wind. 
Our  arts  are  sisters,  though  not  twins  in  birth ; 
For  hymns  were  sung  in  Eden's  happy  earth  : 
But  on,  the  painter  Muse,  though  last  in  place. 
Has  seized  the  blessing  first,  like  Jacob's  race. 
Apelles'  art  an  Alexander  found  ; 
And  Kaffaele's  did  with  Leo's  gold  abound  ; 
But  Homer  was  with  barren  laurel  crown'd. 
Thou  hadst  thy  Charles  a  while,  and  so  had  1 ; 
But  pass  we  that  unpleasing  image  by. 
Rich  in  thyself,  and  of  thyself  divine  ; 
All  pilgrims  come  and  offer  at  thy  shrine. 
A  graceful  truth  thy  pencil  can  command  ; 
The  fair  themselves  go  mended  from  thy  hand. 
Likeness  appears  in  every  lineament ; 
But  likeness  in  thy  work  is  eloquent. 
Though  nature  there  her  true  resemblance  bears, 
A  nobler  beauty  in  thy  piece  appears. 
So  warm  thy  work,  so  glows  the  generous  frame, 
Flesh  looks  less  living  in  the  lovdy  dame. 
Thou  paint'st  as  we  describe,  improving  still. 
When  on  wild  nature  we  engraft  our  skiU ; 
But  not  creating  beauties  at  our  will. 

Biit  poets  are  confined  in  narrower  space, 
To  speak  the  language  of  their  native  place  : 
The  painter  widely  stretches  his  command  ; 
Thy  pencil  speaks  the  tongue  of  every  land. 
From  hence,  my  friend,  all  climates  are  your  own. 
Nor  can  you  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 
AU  nations- all  immunities  will  give 
To  make  you  theirs,  where'er  you  please  to  live  ; 
And  not  seven  cities,  but  the  world  would  strive. 

Sure  some  propitious  planet  then  did  smile. 
When  first  you  were  conducted  to  this  isle  : 
Our  genius  brought  you  here,  to  enlarge  our  fame  ; 
For  your  good  stars  are  every  where  the  same. 
Thy  matchless  hand,  of  every  region  free. 
Adopts  our  climate,  not  our  climate  thee. 

Great  Home  and  Venice  early  did  impart 
To  thee  the  examples  of  their  wondrous  art. 
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liose  masters  then,  but  seen,  not  understood, 
Vith  generous  emulation  fired  thy  blood : 
''or  what  in  nature's  dawn  the  child  admired, 
rhe  youth  endeavour 'd,  and  the  man  acquired. 

If  yet  thou  hast  not  reach'd  their  high  degree, 
Tis  only  wanting  to  this  age,  not  thee. 
Thy  genius,  bounded  by  the  times,  like  mine, 
Drudges  on  petty  draughts,  nor  dare  design 
A  more  exalted  work,  and  more  divine. 
For  what  a  song,  or  senseless  opera 
Is  to  the  living  labour  of  a  play ; 
Or  what  a  play  to  Virgil's  work  would  be. 
Such  is  a  single  piece  to  history. 

But  we,  who  life  bestow,  ourselves  must  live  ; 
Kings  cannot  reign,  unless  Iheir  subjects  give  ; 
And  they,  who  pay  the  taxes,  bear  the  rule : 
Thus  thou,  sometimes,  art  forced  to  draw  a  fool ; 
But  so  his  follies  in  thy  posture  sink, 
The  senseless  idiot  seems  at  last  to  think. 

Good  Heaven !  that  sots  and  knaves  should  be  so  vain, 
To  wish  their  vile  resemblance  may  remain  ! 
And  stand  recorded,  at  their  own  request. 
To  future  days,  a  libel  or  a  jest ! 

Else  should  we  see  your  noble  pencil  trace 
Our  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place : 
A  whole  composed  of  parts,  and  those  the  best, 
With  every  various  character  express'd : 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  view ; 
Less,  and  at  distance,  an  ignobler  crew. 
While  aU  the  figures  in  one  action  join, 
As  tending  to  complete  the  main  design. 

More  cannot  be  by  mortal  art.  express'd ; 
But  venerable  age  shall  add  the  rest. 
For  Time  shall  with  his  ready  pencil  stand ; 
Retouch  your  figures  with  his  ripening  hand  ; 
Mellow  your  colours,  and  imbrown  the  teint ; 
Add  every  grace,  which  Time  alone  can  grant ; 
To  future  ages  shall  your  fame  convey. 
And  give  more  beauties  than  he  takes  away. 
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TO   THE   MEMORY   OF   MR.  OLDHAM. 

OBiiT  1683. 

Farewell,  too  little,  and  too  lately  known, 

"WTiom  I  began  to  think,  and  call  my  own  : 

For  sure  our  souls  were  near  allied,  and  thine 

Cast  in  the  same  poetic  mould  with  mine. 

One  common  note  on  either  lyre  did  strike, 

And  knaves  and  fools  we  both  abhorr'd  alike. 

To  the  same  goal  did  both  our  studies  drive ; 

The  last  set  out,  the  soonest  did  arrive. 

Thus  Nisus  fell  upon  the  slippery  place. 

Whilst  his  young  friend  perform'd,  and  won  the  race. 

Oh  early  ripe !  to  thy  abundant  store 

What  could  advancing  age  have  added  more  ? 

It  might  (what  nature  never  gives  the  young) 

Have  taught  the  numbers  of  thy  native  tongue. 

But  satire  needs  not  those,  and  wit  will  shine 

Through  the  harsh  cadence  of  a  rugged  line. 

A  noble  error,  and  but  seldom  made. 

When  poets  are  by  too  much  force  betray'd. 

Thy  generous  fruits,  though  gathered  ere  their  prime, 

Still  show'd  a  quickness  ;  and  maturing  time 

But  mellows  what  we  write,  to  the  duU  sweets  of  rhymt 

Once  more,  hail,  and  farewell ;  farewell,  thou  young. 

But  ah  too  short,  Marcellus  of  our  tongue ! 

Thy  brows  with  ivy,  and  with  laurels  bound  ; 

But  fate  and  gloomy  night  encompass  thee  around. 


AN    ODE 

TO  THE  PIOUS  MEMORY  OF  THE  ACCOMPLfsHED  YOUXG  LAI 

MRS.  ANNE  KILLIGREW, 

EXCELLENT    IN    THE    TWO    SISTER  ARTS  OP    POESY  AND  PAINTI 

Thou  youngest  virgin-daughter  of  the  skies, 
Made  in  the  last  promotion  of  the  bless*d ; 
Whose  palms,  new  pluck'd  from  paradise. 
In  spreading  branches  more  sublimely  rise, 
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Kich  with  immortal  green  above  the  rest : 
Whether,  adopted  to  some  neighVring  star, 
Thou  roll'st  above  us,  in  thy  wandering  race, 

Or,  in  procession  fik'd  and  regular, 

Mov'st  with  the  heaven's  majestic  pace ; 

Or,  call'd  to  more  superior  bHss, 
Thou  tread'st,  with  seraphims,  the  vast  abyss : 
Whatever  happy  region  is  thy  place. 
Cease  thy  celestial  song  a  little  space ; 
Thou  wilt  have  time  enough  for  hymns  divine. 

Since  heaven's  eternal  year  is  thine. 
Hear  then  a  mortal  Muse  thy  praise  rehearse, 

In  no  ignoble  verse ; 
But  such  as  thy  own  voice  did  practise  here. 
When  thy  first-fruits  of  Poesy  were  given  ; 
To  make  thyself  a  welcome  inmate  there : 
While  yet  a  young  probationer. 
And  candidate  of  heaven. 

If  by  traduction  came  thy  mind. 

Our  wonder  is  the  less  to  find 
A  soul  so  charming  from  a  stock  so  good  ; 
Thy  father  was  transfused  into  thy  blood : 
So  wert  thou  bom  into  a  timefiil  strain, 
An  early,  rich,  and  inexhausted  vein. 

But  if  thy  pre-existing  soul 

Was  form'd  at  fii-st,  with  myriads  more, 
It  did  through  all  the  mighty  poets  roll, 

Who  Greek  or  Latin  laurels  wore, 
And  was  that  Sappho  last,  which  once  it  was  before. 

If  so,  then  cease  thy  flight,  0  heaven-bom  mind  ! 
Thou  hast  no  dross  to  purge  from  thy  rich  ore : 

Nor  can  thy  soul  a  fairer  mansion  find. 

Than  was  the  beauteous  frame  she  left  behind : 
fietum  to  fiU  or  mend  the  choir  of  thy  celestial  kind. 

May  we  presume  to  say,  that,  at  thy  birth, 
New  joy  was  sprung  in  heaven,  as  well  as  here  on  earth. 
For  sure  the  milder  planets  did  combine 
On  thy  auspicious  horoscope  to  shine. 
And  e'en  the  most  malicious  were  in  trine. 
Thy  brother-angels  at  thy  birth 

Strung  each  his  lyre,  and  tuned  it  high, 

That  all  the  people  of  the  sky 

Might  know  a  poetess  was  born  on  earih. 
23 
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And  then,  if  ever,  mortal  ears 
Had  heard  the  music  of  the  spheres. 
And  if  no  clustering  swarm  of  bees 
On  thy  sweet  mouth  distiil'd  their  golden  dew, 

'Twas  that  such  vulgar  miracles 

Heaven  had  not  leisure  to  renew : 
For  all  thy  blest  fraternity  of  love 
Solemnized  there  thy  birth,  and  kept  thy  holiday  abov« 

0  gracious  God  !  how  far  have  we 
Profaned  thy  heavenly  gift  of  poesy  ? 
Made  prostitute  and  profligate  the  Muse, 
Debased  to  each  obscene  and  impious  use, 
Whose  harmony  was  first  ordain'd  above 
For  tongues  of  angels,  and  for  hymns  of  love  ? 
Oh  wretched  we !  why  were  we  hurried  down 

This  lubrique  and  adulterate  age, 
(Nay,  added  fat  pollutions  of  our  own) 

To  increase  the  streaming  ordures  of  the  stage '( 
What  can  we  say  to  excuse  our  second  fall  ? 
Let  this  thy  vestal.  Heaven,  atone  for  all : 
Her  Arethusian  stream  remains  linsoil'd, 
Unmix'd  with  foreign  filth,  and  undefiled  ; 
Her  wit  was  more  than  man,  her  innocence  a  child. 

Art  she  had  none,  yet  wanted  none ; 

For  Nature  did  that  want  supply : 

So  rich  in  treasures  of  her  own, 

She  might  our  boasted  stores  defy : 
Such  noble  vigour  did  her  verse  adorn, 
That  it  seem'd  borrowed,  where  'twas  only  bom. 
Her  morals  too  were  in  her  bosom  bred. 

By  great  examples  daily  fed, 
What  in  the  best  of  books,  her  father's  life,  she  read. 
And  to  be  read  herself  she  need  not  fear  ; 
Each  test,  and  every  light,  her  muse  will  bear, 
Though  Epictetus  with  his  lamp  were  there. 
E'en  love  (for  love  sometimes  her  muse  express'd) 
Was  but  a  lambent  flame  which  play'd  about  her  breas 

Light  as  the  vapours  of  a  morning  dream. 
So  cold  herself,  whilst  she  such  warmth  express'd, 

'Twas  Cupid  bathing  in  Diana's  stream. 

Bom  to  the  spacious  empire  of  the  Nine, 
One  would  nave  thought,  she  should  have  been  cont< 
To  manage  well  that  mighty  govemment ; 
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But  what  can  young  ambitious  souls  confine  ? 

To  the  next  realm  she  stretched  her  sway, 

For  Painture  near  adjoining  lay, 
A  plenteous  province,  and  alluring  prey. 

A  Chamber  of  Dependencies  was  framed, 
(As  conquerors  will  nerer  want  pretence, 

When  arm'd,  to  justify  the  offence)     . 
And  the  whole  fief,  in  right  of  poetry,  she  claim'd. 
The  country  open  lay  without  defence : 
For  poets  frequent  inroads  there  had  made, 

And  perfectly  could  represent 

The  shape,  tne  face,  with  every  lineament. 
And  all  the  large  domains  which  the  Dumb  Sister  sway'd. 

All  bow'd  beneath  her  government, 

Received  in  triumph  wheresoe'er  she  went. 
Her  pencil  drew,  whatever  her  soul  designed, 
And  oft  the  happy  draught  surpass'd  the  image  in  her  mind. 

The  sylvan  scenes  of  herds  and  flocks. 

And  fruitful  plains  and  barren  rocks. 

Of  shallow  brooks  that  flow*d  so  clear. 

The  bottom  did  the  top  appear ; 

Of  deeper  too  and  ampler  floods, 

Which,  as  in  mirrors,  show*d  the  woods  ; 

Of  lofty  trees,  with  sacred  shades, 

And  perspectives  of  pleasant  glades, 

Where  nymphs  of  brightest  form  appear. 

And  shaggy  satyrs  standing  near, 

Which  them  at  once  admire  and  fear. 
The  ruins  too  of  some  majestic  piece. 
Boasting  the  power  of  ancient  Rome,  or  Greece, 
Whose  statues,  friezes,  columns,  broken  lie, 
And,  though  defaced,  the  wonder  of  the  eye ; 
What  nature,  art,  bold  fiction,  e'er  durst  frame. 
Her  forming  hand  gave  feature  to  the  name. 
So  strange  a  concourse  ne'er  was  seen  before. 
But  when  the  peopled  ark  the  whole  creation  bore. 

The  scene  then  changed,  with  bold  erected  look 
Our  martial  king  the  sight  with  reverence  strook  * 
For  not  content  to  express  his  outward  part. 
Her  hand  caU'd  out  the  image  of  his  heart : 
His  warlike  mind,  his  soul  devoid  of  fear. 
His  high-designing  thoughts  were  figured  there, 
Aa  "when^  hy  magic,  ghoata  are  made  appear. 


^ 
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Our  plicEnix-queen  was  pourtray'd,  too,  so  bright^ 
Beauty  alone  could  beauty  take  so  right : 
Her  dress,  her  shape,  her  matchless  grace. 
Were  all  observed,  as  well  as  heavenly  face. 
With  such  a  peerless  majesty  she  stands. 
As  in  that  day  she  took  the  crown  from  sacred  hands  : 
Before  a  train  of  heroines  was  seen. 
In  beauty  foremost,  as  in  rank,  the  q^ueen. 
Thus  nothing  to  her  genius  was  domed, 

But  like  a  ball  of  fire  the  further  thrown, 

StiU  with  a  greater  blaze  she  shone. 
And  her  bright  soul  broke  out  on  every  side. 
What  next  she  had  designed.  Heaven  only  knows : 
To  such  immoderate  growth  her  conquest  rose, 
That  fate  alone  its  progress  could  oppose. 

Now  all  those  charms,  that  blooming  grace. 
The  well-proportion*d  shape,  and  beauteous  face, 
Shall  never  more  be  seen  by  mortal  eyes ; 
In  earth  the  much-lamented  virgin  hes. 

Not  wit,  nor  piety  could  fate  prevent ; 

Nor  was  the  cruel  destiny  content 

To  finish  all  the  murder  at  a  blow. 

To  sweep  at  once  her  life,  and  beauty  too : 
But,  like  a  hardened  felon,  took  a  pride 
To  work  more  mischievously  slow. 
And  plunder'd  first,  and  then  destroyed. 
0  double  sacrilege  on  things  divine,  , 

To  rob  the  reUc,  and  deface  the  shrine ! 

But  thus  Orinda  died  : 
Heaven,  by  the  same  disease,  did  both  translate , 
As  equal  were  their  souls,  so  equal  was  their  fate. 

Meantime  her  warlike  brother  on  the  seas 
His  waving  streamers  to  the  winds  displays. 

And  vows  for  his  return,  with  vain  devotion,  pays. 
Ah,  generous  youth,  that  wish  forbear. 
The  winds  too  soon  will  waft  thee  here ! 
Slack  all  thy  sails,  and  fear  to  come, 

Alas,  thou  know'st  not,  thou  art  wreck'd  at  home ! 

No  more  shalt  thou  behold  thy  sister's  face, 

Thou  hast  already  had  her  last  embrace. 

But  look  aloft,  and  if  thou  kenn'st  from  far 

Among  the  Pleiads  a  i\ew-kmdVed  s^r^ 
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If  any  sparkles  than  the  rest  more  bright ; 
^  she  that  shines  in  that  propitious  light. 

^en  in  mid-air  the  golden  trump  shall  sound^ 

To  raise  the  nations  under  ground : 

When  in  the  valley  of  Jehoshaphat, 
The  judging  God  shall  close  the  book  of  fate ; 

And  there  the  last  assizes  keep, 

For  those  who  wake,  and  those  who  sleep  : 

When  rattling  bones  together  fly, 

From  the  four  comers  of  the  sky ; 
When  sinews  o'er  the  skeletons  are  spread, 
Those  clothed  with  flesh,  and  life  inspires  the  dead ; 
The  sacred  poets  flrst  shall  hear  the  soimd. 

And  foremost  from  the  tomb  shall  bound. 
For  they  are  cover'd  with  the  lightest  ground  ; 
And  straight,  with  in-born  vigour,  on  the  wing, 
Like  mountmg  larks,  to  the  new  morning  sing. 
There  thou,  sweet  saint,  before  the  quire  shalt  go, 
As  harbinger  of  heaven,  the  way  to  show. 
The  way  which  thou  so  well  hast  leam'd  below. 


UPON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  EAEL  OF  DUNDEF 

Oh  last  and  best  of  Scots !  who  didst  maintain 
Thy  coimtry's  freedom  from  a  foreign  reign ; 
New  people  fill  the  land  now  thou  art  gone, 
New  gods  the  temples,  and  new  kings  the  throne. 
ScoiJaiid  and  thee  did  each  in  other  live ; 
Nor  would*st  thou  her,  nor  could  she  thee  survive. 
Farewell,  who  dying  didst  support  the  state. 
And  could'st  r.ot  fall  but  with  thy  country's  &te. 


274  ELEQIES  AJSCD  EFITAPH& 


ELEONORA ; 

A  PANEGYRICAL  POEM, 
DEDICATED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  LATE  COUNTBSS  OF  ABmOOOV. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF  ABINGDON,  &c 

My  Lord, 
The  commands  with  which  you  honoured  me  some  months  ago, 
are  now  performed :  they  had  been  sooner ;  but  betwixt  ill 
health,  some  business,  and  many  troubles,  I  was  forced  to  defer 
them  till  this  time.  Ovid,  going  to  his  banishment,  and  writing 
from  on  shipboard  to  his  friends,  excused  the  faults  of  his  poetry 
by  his  misfortunes ;  and  told  them,  that  good  verseft  never  flow, 
but  from  a  serene  and  composed  spirit.  Wit,  which,  is  a  kind  of 
Mercury,  with  wings  fastened  to  his  head'and  heels,  can  fly  but 
slowly  in  a  damp  air.  I  therefore  chose  rather  to  obey  you  late 
than  ill :  if  at  least  I  am  capable  of  writing  any  thin^  at  any 
time,  which  is  worthy  your  perusal  and  your  patronage.  I  can- 
not say  that  I  have  escaped  from  a  shipwreck ;  but  have  only 
gained  a  rock  by  hard  swimming ;  where  I  may  pant  awhile  and 
gather  breath ;  for  the  doctors  give  me  a  sad  assurance,  that  my 
disease  never  took  its  leave  of  any  man,  but  with  a  purpose  to 
return.  However,  my  lord,  I  have  laid  hold  on  the  interval, 
and  managed  the  small  stock,  which  age  has  left  me,  to  the  best 
advantage,  in  performing  this  inconsiderable  service  to  my  lady's 
memory.  We,  who  are  priests  of  Apollo,  have  not  the  inspira- 
tion when  we  please ;  but  must  wait  till  the  god  comes  ru^ung 
on  us,  and  invades  us  with  a  fury,  which  we  are  not  able  to 
resist :  which  gives  us  double  strength  while  the  fit  continues, 
and  leavesi  us  languishing  and  spent,  at  its  departure.  Let  me 
not  seem  to  boast,  my  lord,  for  I  have  really  felt  it  on  this  occa- 
sion, and,  prophesied  beyond  my  natural  power.  Let  me  add, 
and  hope  to  be  believed,  that  the  excellency  of  the  subject  con- 
tributed much  to  the  happiness  of  the  execution ;  and  that  tbe 
weight  of  thirty  years  was  taken  oflf  me,  while  I  was  writing. 
I  swam  with  the  tide,  and  the  water  under  me  ^  was  buoyant. 
The  reader  will  easily  observe,  that  I  was  transported  by  the 
multitude  and  variety  of  my  similitudes ;  which  are  generally 
the  product  of  a  luxuriant  fancy,  and  the  wantonness  of  wit. 
Had  I  called  in  my  judgment  to  my  assistance,  I  had  certainly 
retrenched  many  of  them.  But  I  defend  them  not ;  let  them 
pass  for  beautiful  faults  amongst  the  better  sort  of  critics  :  for 
the  whole  poem,  though  written  in  tViat  "which  they  call  Heroic 
rerse,  is  of  the  Pindaric  nature,  aa  -weliV  in  \iJtva  >iXvwv.^  «&  ^Soa 
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expression ;  and,  as  such,  requires  the  same  grains  of  allowance  for 

it  It  was  intended;  as  your  lordship  sees  in  the  title,  not  for  an 

elegy,  but  a  panegyric :  a  kind  of  apotheosis,  indeed,  if  a  heathen 

word  may  be  applied  to  a  Christian  use.    And  on  all  occasions  of 

prais^  if  we  take  the  ancients  for  our  patterns,  we  are  bound  by 

prescription  to  employ  the  magnificence  of  words,  and  the  force 

of  figures,  to  adorn  the  sublimity  of  thoughts.   Isocrates  amongst 

the  Grecian  orators,  and  Cicero,  and  the  younger  Pliny,  amongst 

the  Bomans,  have  left  us  their  precedents  for  our  security :  for 

I  think  I  need  not  mention  the  inimitable  Pindar,  who  stretches 

on  these  pinions  out  of  sight,  and  is  carried  upward,  as  it  were, 

into  another  world. 

This,  at  least,  my  lord,  I  may  justly  plead,  that,  if  I  have  nou 
performed  so  well  as  I  think  I  have,  yet  I  have  used  my  best 
endeavours  to  excel  myself.  One  disadvantage  I  have  had; 
which  is,  never  to  have  known  or  seen  my  lady :  and  to  draw  the 
lineaments  of  her  mind,  from  the  description  which  I  have  received 
from  otiiers,  is  for  a  painter  to  set  himself  at  work  without  the 
living  original  before  him ;  which,  the  more  beautiful  it  is,  will  be 
so  much  &e  more  difficult  for  him  to  conceive,  when  he  has  only 
a  relation  given  him  of  such  and  such  features  by  an  acquaint 
tance  or  a  friend,  without  the  nice  touches,  which  give  the  best 
resemblance,  and  make  tho  graces  of  the  picture.  Every  artist 
is  apt  enough  to  flatter  himself  (and  I  amongst  the  rest)  that 
l^eir  own  ocular  observations  would  have  discovered  more  per- 
fections, at  least  others,  than  have  been  delivered  to  them : 
though  I  have  received  mine  from  the  best  hands,  that  is,  from 
persons  who  neither  want  a  just  understanding  of  my  lady's 
worth,  nor  a  due  veneration  for  her  memory. 

Doctor  Donne,  the  greatest  wit,  though  not  the  greatest  poet 
oi  our  nation,  acknowledges,  that  he  had  never  seen  Mrs.  Drury, 
whom  he  has  made  immortal  in  his  admirable  Anniversaries. 
I  have  had  the  same  fortune,  though  I  have  not  succeeded  to 
the  same  genius.  However,  I  have  followed  his  footsteps  in  the 
design  of  his  panegyric,  which  was  to  raisd  an  emulation  in  the 
liying^  to  copy  out  the  examplo  of  the  dead.  And  therefore  it 
was,  that  I  once  intended  to  have  called  this  poem,  The  Pattern : 
and  though,  on  a  second  consideration,  I  changed  the  title  into 
the  name  of  the  illustrious  person,  yet  the  design  continues,  and 
Eleonora  is  still  the  pattern  of  charity,  devotion,  and  hiunility ; 
of  the  best  wif^  the  best  mother,  and  the  best  of  friends. 

And  now,  my  lord,  though  I  have  endeavoured  to  answer  your 
commands,  yet  I  could  not  answer  it  to  the  world,  nor  to  my 
conscience,  if  I  gave  not  your  lordship  my  testimony  of  being 
the  best  husband  now  living :  I  say  my  testimony  only;  for  the 
praise  of  it  is  given  you  by  yourself.  They  who  despise  the 
rules  of  virtue  both  in  their  practice  and  their  'm.OTftXa^'w^'ODM^ 
diia  a  very  trivial  commendatirij      But  1  t\m^  Vt  Vjii«a  ^g^cviiSMa 
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happiness  of  the  Countess  of  Abmgdon,  to  have  been  so  truly 
loved  by  you,  while  she  was  living,  and  so  gratefully  honourec^ 
after  she  was  dead.  Few  there  are  who  have  either  had,  or 
could  have,  such  a  loss ;  and  yet  fewer  who  carried  their  love 
and  constancy  beyond  the  grave.  The  exteriors  of  mournings 
a  decent  funeral,  and  black  habits,  are  the  usual  stints  of  common 
husbands :  and  perhaps  their  wives  deserve  no  better  than  to  be 
mourned  with  hypocrisy,  and  forgot  with  ease.  But  you  have 
distinguished  yourself  from  ordinary  lovers,  by  a  real  and  lasting 
grief  for  the  deceased ;  and  by  endeavouring  to  raise  for  her  the 
most  durable  monument,  which  is  that  of  verse.  And  so  it 
would  have  proved,  if  the  workman  had  been  equal  to  the  work, 
and  your  choice  of  the  artij&cer  as  happy  as  your  design.  Yet, 
as  Phidias,  when  he  had  made  the  statue  of  Minerva,  could  not 
forbear  to  engrave  his  own  name,  as  author  of  the  piece :  so  give 
me  leave  to  hope  that,  by  subscribing  mine  to  this  poem,  I  may 
live  by  the  goddess,  and  transmit  my  name  to  posterity  by  the 
memory  of  hers.  'Tis  no  flattery  to  assure  your  lordship,  that 
she  is  remembered,  in  the  present  age,  by  all  who  have  had  the 
honour  of  her  conversation  and  acquaintance ;  and  that  I  have 
never  been  in  any  company  since  the  news  of  her  death  was  first 
brought  me,  where  they  have  not  extolled  her  virtues,  and  even 
spoken  the  same  things  cf  her  in  prose,  which  I  have  done  in 
verse. 

I  therefore  think  myself  obliged  to  thank  your  lordship  for 
the  commission  which  you  have  given  me :  how  I  have  acquitted 
myself  of  it  must  be  left  to  the  opinion  of  the  world,  in  spite  of 
any  protestation  which  I  can  enter  against  the  present  age,  as 
incompetent  or  corrupt  judges.  For  my  comfort,  they  are  but 
Englishmen,  and,  as  such,  if  they  think  ill  of  me  to-day,  they  are 
inconstant  enough  to  think  well  of  me  to-morrow.  And  after 
all,  I  have  not  much  to  thank  my  fortune  that  I  was  bom 
amongst  them.  The  good  of  both  sexes  are  so  few,  in  England, 
that  they  stand  like  exceptions  against  general  rules :  and  though 
one  of  them  has  deserved  a  greater  commendation  than  I  could 
give  her,  they  have  taken  care  that  I  should  not  tire  my  pen 
with  frequent  exercise  on  the  like  subjects;  that  praises,  like 
taxes,  should  be  appropriated,  and  left  almost  as  individual  as 
the  person.  They  say,  my  talent  is  satire :  if  it  be  so,  'tis  a  fruit- 
ful age,  and  there  is  an  extraordinary  crop. to  gather.  But  a 
single  hand  is  insufficient  for  such  a  harvest :  they  have  sown 
the  dragon's  teeth  themselves,  and  'tis  but  just  they  should  reap 
each  other  in  lampoons.  You,  my  lord,  who  have  the  character 
of  honour,  though  'tis  not  my  happiness  to  know  you,  may  stand 
aside,  with  the  small  remainders  of  the  English  nobility,  truly 
such,  and,  unhurt  yourselves,  behold  the  mad  combat.  If  I  have 
plaased  you,  and  some  few  others,  I  have  obtained  my  end. 
lou  Bee  I  have  disabled  nryBe\f,'\ik.o  wa.  ^^iwAaA  ^^^wJkssc  <2kl  Vl^ 
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House :  yet  like  him  I  have  undertaken  the  charge,  and  find  tho 
hurden  sufficiently  recompensed  by  the  honour.  Be  pleased  to 
accept  of  these  my  unworthy  labours,  this  paper  monument; 
and  let  her  pious  memory,  which  I  am  sure  is  sacred  to  you,  not 
only  plead  the  pardon  of  my  many  faults,  but  gain  me  your 
protection,  which  is  ambitiously  sought  by. 

My  Lord, 
Your  Lordship's  most  obedient  Servant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 


ELEONORA* 

As  when  some  great  and  gracious  monarch  dies, 

§oft  whispers  first,  and  mournful  murmurs  rise 

Among  the  sad  attendants ;  then  the  sound 

Soon  gathers  voice,  and  spreads  the  news  around, 

Through  town  and  country,  till  the  dreadful  blast 

Is  blown  to  distant  colonies  at  last ; 

Who,  then,  perhaps,  were  offering  vows  in  vain, 

For  his  long  Ufe,  and  for  his  happy  reign : 

So  slowly,  by  degrees,  unwilling  fame 

Did  matchless  Meonora^s  fate  proclaim. 

Till  public  as  the  loss  the  news  became. 

The  nation  felt  it  in  the  extremest  parts, 
With  eyes  o'erflowing,  and  with  bleeding  hearts ; 
But  most  the  poor,  whom  daily  she  supplied, 
Beginning  to  be  such  but  when  she  died. 
Por,  while  she  lived,  they  slept  in  peace  by  night, 
Secure  of  bread,  as  of  returning  light ; 
And  with  such  firm  dependence  on  the  day. 
That  need  grew  pamper'd,  and  forgot  to  pray : 
So  sure  the  dole,  so  ready  at  their  call. 
They  stood  prepared  to  see  the  manna  fall. 

Such  multitudes  she  fed,  she  clothed,  she  nursed. 
That  she  herself  might  fear  her  wanting  first. 
Of  her  five  talents,  other  five  she  made ; 
Heaven,  that  had  largely  given,  was  largely  paid  : 

•  It  appears,  from  the  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Abingdon,  that  this  poem 
was  written  at  his  Lordship's  own  desire.  The  lady  whom  the  poem  affecta 
to  praise,  was  one  of  the  coheiresses  of  Sir  Henry  Lee  of  Chicheley  in  Oxford- 
■hire,  and  sister  to  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Anne  Wharton,  a  lady  eminent  for  her 

Ceal  genius,  whom  Mr.  Waller  has  celebrated  in  an  elegant  copy  of  verses. 
Earl  is  said  to  have  given  Dryden  500  guineas  fox  lYv\&  \)oeTi\. 


278  ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS. 

And  in  few  lives,  in  wondrous  few,  we  find 

A  fortune  better  fitted  to  the  mind. 

Nor  did  her  alms  from  ostentation  fall, 

Or  proud  desire  of  praise ;  the  soul  gave  all : 

Unbribed  it  gave ;  or,  if  a  bribe  appear, 

No  less  than  heaven ;  to  heap  huge  treasures  there. 

Want  pass'd  for  merit  at  her  open  door : 
Heaven  saw,  he  safely  might  increase  his  poor. 
And  trust  their  sustenance  with  her  so  well. 
As  not  to  be  at  charge  of  miracle. 
None  could  be  needy,  whom  she  saw,  or  knew ; 
All  in  the  compass  of  her  sphere  she  drew : 
He,  who  could  touch  her  garment,  was  as  sure, 
As  the  first  Christians  of  the  apostles'  cure. 
The  distant  heard,  by  fame,  her  pious  deeds. 
And  laid  her  up  for  their  extremest  needs ; 
A  future  cordial  for  a  fainting  mind ; 
For,  what  was  ne'er  refused,  all  hoped  to  find. 
Each  in  his  turn :  the  rich  might  freely  come, 
As  to  a  friend ;  but  to  the  poor,  'twas  home. 
As  to  some  holy  house  the  afflicted  came. 
The  himger-starved,  the  naked  and  the  lame  ; 
Want  and  diseases  fled  before  her  name. 
For  zeal  like  her's  her  servants  were  too  slow ; 
She  was  the  first,  where  need  required,  to  go  ; 
Herself  the  foundress  and  attendant  too. 

Sure  she  had  guests  sometimes  to  entertain. 
Guests  in  disguise,  of  her  great  IVIaster's  train : 
Her  Lord  himself  might  come,  for  aught  we  know ; 
Since  in  a  servant's  form  he  lived  below : 
Beneath  her  roof  he  might  be  pleased  to  stay ; 
Or  some  benighted  angel,  in  his  way, 
Might  ease  his  wings,  and,  seeing  heaven  appear 
In  its  best  work  of  mercy,  think  it  there. 
Where  all  the  deeds  of  charity  and  love 
Were  in  as  constant  method,  as  above. 
All  carried  on  ;  all  of  a  piece  with  theirs ; 
As  free  her  alms,  as  diligent  her  cares ; 
As  loud  her  praises,  and  as  warm  her  prayers. 

Yet  was  she  not  profuse ;  but  fear'd  to  waste, 
And  wisely  managed,  that  the  stock  might  last ; 
That  all  might  be  supplied,  and  she  not  grieve, 
When  crowds  appeared,  she  had  not  to  reUeve : 
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Which  to  prevent,  she  still  increased  her  store ; 

Laid  up,  and  spared,  that  she  might  give  the  more. 

So  Pharaoh,  or  some  greater  king  than  he, 

Provided  for  the  seventh  necessity : 

Taught  from  above  his  magazines  to  frame ; 

That  famine  was  prevented  ere  it  came. 

Thus  Heaven,  though  all-sufficient,  shows  a  thrift 

In  his  economy,  and  bounds  his  gift : 

Creating,  for  our  day,  one  single  light ; 

And  his  reflection  too  supplies  the  night. 

Perhaps  a  thousand  other  worlds,  that  lie 

Remote  from  us,  and  latent  in  the  sky. 

Are  lightened  by  his  beams,  and  kindly  nursed ; 

Of  which  our  earthly  dimghill  is  the  worst. 
Now,  as  all  virtues  keep  the  middle  line, 

Yet  somewhat  more  to  one  extreme  incline, 

Such  was  her  soul ;  abhorring  avarice. 

Bounteous,  but  almost  bounteous  to  a  vice : 

Had  she  given  more,  it  had  profusion  been. 

And  tum'd  the  excess  of  goodness  into  sin. 
These  virtues  raised  her  fabric  to  the  sky ; 

For  that,  which  is  next  heaven,  is  charity. 

But,  as  high  turrets,  for  their  airy  steep, 

Require  foundations,  in  proportion  deep ; 

And  lofty  cedars  as  far  upward  shoot, 

Ajs  to  the  nether  heavens  they  drive  the  root : 

So  low  did  her  secure  foundation  lie. 

She  was  not  humble,  but  Humility. 

Scarcely  she  knew  that  she  was  great,  or  fair. 

Or  wise,  beyond  what  other  women  are. 

Or,  which  is  better,  knew,  but  never  durst  compare. 

Por  to  be  conscious  of  what  all  admire, 

And  not  be  vain,  advances  virtue  higher. 

But  still  she  found,  or  rather  thought  she  foimd, 

Her  own  worth  wanting,  others'  to  aboimd  ; 

Ascribed  above  their  due  to  every  one. 

Unjust  and  scanty  to  herself  alone. 

Such  her  devotion  was,  as  might  give  rules 
Of  speculation  to  disputing  schools, 
And  teach  us  equally  the  scales  to  hold 
Betwixt  the  two  extremes  of  hot  and  cold  ; 
That  pious  heat  may  mod'rately  prevail. 
And  we  be  warm'd,  but  not  be  scorch'd  with  zeaL 
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Business  might  shorten,  not  disturb,  her  prayer ; 
Heaven  had  the  best,  if  not  the  greater  share. 
An  active  Hfe  long  orisons  forbidi  ; 
Yet  still  she  pray'd,  for  still  she  pray'd  by  deeda 

Her  every  day  was  sabbath  ;  only  free 
From  hours  of  prayer,  for  hours  of  charity. 
Such  as  the  Jews  from  servile  toil  released ; 
Where  works  of  mercy  were  a  part  of  rest ; 
Such  as  blest  angels  exercise  above, 
Varied  with  sacred  hymns  and  acts  of  love : 
Such  sabbaths  as  that  one  she  now  enjoys, 
E'en  that  perpetual  one,  which  she  employs, 
(For  such  vicissitudes  in  heaven  there  are) 
In  praise  alternate,  and  alternate  prayer. 
AU  this  she  practised  here  ;  that  when  she  sprung 
Amidst  the  choirs,  at  the  first  sight  she  sung : 
Sung,  and  was  sung  herself  in  angels'  lays ; 
For,  praising  her,  they  did  her  Maker  praise. 
All  offices  of  heaven  so  well  she  knew. 
Before  she  came,  that  nothing  there  was  new : 
And  she  was  so  familiarly  received, 
As  one  returning,  not  as  one  arrived. 

Muse,  down  again  precipitate  thy  flight : 
For  how  can  mortal  eyes  sustain  immortal  light? 
But  as  the  sun  in  water  we  can  bear. 
Yet  not  the  sim,  but  his  reflection  there. 
So  let  us  view  her,  here,  in  what  she  was. 
And  take  her  image  in  this  watery  glass : 
Yet  look  not  every  lineament  to  see ; 
Some  will  be  cast  in  shades,  and  some  will  be 
So  lamely  drawn,  you'll  scarcely  know  'tis  she. 
For  where  such  various  virtues  we  recite, 
'Tis  like  the  milky-way,  all  over  bright. 
But  sown  so  thick  with  stars,  'tis  imdistinguish'd  lig 

Her  virtue,  not  her  virtues,  let  us  call ; 
For  one  heroic  comprehends  them  all : 
One,  as  a  constellation  is  but  one. 
Though  'tis  a  train  of  stars,  that,  rolling  on. 
Rise  in  their  turn,  and  in  the  zodiac  run : 
Ever  in  motion ;  now  'tis  Faith  ascends. 
Now  Hope,  now  Charity,  that  upward  tends, 
And  downwards  with  dSffusive  good  descends. 

As  in  perfumes  composed  with  art  and  cost^ 
Tis  hara  to  say  wbat  acen^,  is  M^^etiaftst  \ 


ELEGIES  AND  EPITAPHS.  281 

Kor  this  part  musk  or  civet  can  we  call, 

Or  amber,  but  a  rich  result  of  all ; 

So  she  was  all  a  sweet,  whose  every  part, 

In  due  proportion  mix'd,  proclaim'd  the  ^laker's  art, 

Ko  single  virtue  we  could  most  commend, 

"Whether  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend ; 

For  she  was  all,  in  that  supreme  degree. 

That  as  no  one  prevailed,  so  all  was  she. 

The  several  parts  lay  hidden  in  the  piece ; 

The  occasion  but  exerted  that,  or  this. 

.  A  wife  as  tender,  and  as  true  withal. 

As  the  first  woman  was  before  her  fall : 

Made  for  the  man,  of  whom  she  was  a  part ; 

Made  to  attract  his  eyes,  and  keep  his  heart. 

A  second  Eve,  but  by  no  crime  accursed ; 

As.beauteous,  not  as  brittle  as  the  first. 

Had  she  been  first,  still  Paradise  had  been, 

And  death  had  found  no  entrance  by  her  sin. 

So  she  not  only  had  preserved  from  ill 

Her  sex  and  ours,  but  lived  their  pattern  stilL 

Love  and  obedience  to  her  lord  she  bore  ; 
She  much  obey'd  him,  but  she  loved  him  more : 
Kot  awed  to  duty  by  superior  sway, 
But  taught  by  his  indulgence  to  obey. 
Thus  we  love  God,  as  author  of  our  good  ; 
So  subjects  love  just  kings,  or  so  they  shou'd. 
Nor  was  it  with  ingratitude  retum'd ; 
In  equal  fires  the  bhssfiil  couple  bum'd  ; 
One  joy  possessed  them  both,  and  in  one  grief  they  moum'd. 
His  passion  still  improved  ;  he  loved  so  fast, 
Ab  if  he  fear'd  each  day  would  be  her  last. 
Too  true  a  prophet  to  foresee  the  fate 
That  should  so  soon  divide  their  happy  state  : 
When  he  to  heaven  entirely  must  restore 
That  love,  that  heart,  where  he  went  halves  before. , 
Yet  as  the  soul  is  all  in  every  part, 
So  Grod  apd  he  might  each  have  all  her  heart. 

So  had  her  children  too ;  for  Charity 
Was  not  more  fruitful,  or  more  kind  than  she : 
Each  under  other  by  degrees  they  grew  y 
A  goodly  perspective  of  distant  view. 
Anohises  look'd  not  with  so  pleased  a  face, 
In  numbering  o'er  his  future  Koman  race, 
26 
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And  marshalling  the  heroes  of  his  name, 

As,  in  their  order,  next  to  light  they  cama 

Nor  Cybele,  with  half  so  kind  an  eye. 

Surveyed  her  sons  and  daughters  of  the  sky ; 

Proud,  shall  I  say,  of  her  immortal  fruit  1 

As  far  as  pride  with  heavenly  minds  may  suit. 

Her  pious  love  excell'd  to  all  she  bore  ; 

New  objects  only  multiplied  it  more. 

And  as  the  chosen  found  the  pearly  grain 

As  much  as  every  vessel  could  contain ; 

As  in  the  blissful  vision  each  shall  share 

As  much  of  glory  as  his  soul  can  bear ; 

So  did  she  love,  and  so  dispense  her  care. 

Her  eldest  thus,  by  consequence,  was  best, 

As  longer  cultivated  than  the  rest. 

The  babe  had  all  that  infant  care  beguiles, 

And  early  knew  his  mother  in  her  smiles  : 

But  when  dilated  organs  let  in  day 

To  the  young  soul,  and  gave  it  room  to  play, 

At  his  first  aptness,  the  maternal  love 

Those  rudiments  of  reason  did  improve : 

The  tender  age  was  phant  to  command  ; 

Like  wax  it  yielded  to  the  forming  hand : 

True  to  the  artificer,  the  labour'd  mind 

With  ease  was  pious,  generous,  just,  and  kind : 

Soft  for  impression,  from  tho  first  prepared, 

'Till  virtue  with  long  exercise  grew  hard  : 

With  every  act  confirmed,  and  made  at  last 

So  durable  as  not  to  be  efiaced. 

It  tum'd  to  habit ;  and,  from  vices  free. 

Goodness  resolved  into  necessity. 

Thus  fix'd  she  virtue's  image,  that 's  her  own, 
'TiU  the  whole  mother  in  the  children  shone  ; 
For  that  was  their  perfection  :  she  was  such, 
They  never  could  express  her  mind  too  much. 
So  unexhausted  her  perfections  were. 
That,  for  more  children,  she  had  more  to  spare  ; 
For  souls  unborn,  whom  her  untimely  death 
Deprived  of  bodies,  and  of  mortal  breath ; 
And  (could  they  take  the  impressions  of  her  mind) 
Enough  still  left  to  sanctify  her  kind. 

Then  wonder  not  to  see  this  soul  extend 
The  bounds,  and  seek  some  other  self,  a  friend : 
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Ab  Bwolling  seas  to  gentle  rivers  glide, 
To  sect  repose,  and  empty  out  the  tide ; 
So  this  full  sold,  in  narrow  limits  pent, 
Unnhlo  to  contain  her,  sought  a  vent, 
To  issue  out,  and  in  some  friendly  breast 
Discharge  her  treasures,  and  securely  rest : 
To  unb^om  all  the  secrets  of  her  hearii, 
Take  good  advice,  but  better  to  impart. 
For  'tis  the  bliss  of  friendship's  holy  state, 
To  mix  their  minds,  and  to  communicate  ; 
Though  bodies  cannot,  souls  can  penetrate : 
Fii'd  to  her  choice,  inviolably  true, 
And  wisely  choosing,  for  she  chose  but  few. 
Some  she  must  have  ;  but  in  no  one  could  find 
A  tally  fitted  for  so  large  a  mind. 

The  souls  of  friends  like  kings  in  progress  are  ; 
Still  in  their  own,  though  from  the  palace  far  : 
Thus  her  friend's  heart  her  country  dwelling  was, 
A  sweet  retirement  to  a  coarser  place ; 
Where  pomp  and  ceremonies  enter'd  not. 
Where  greatness  was  shut  out,  and  business  well  foigot* 
This  IS  the  imperfect  draught ;  but  short  as  far 

As  the  true  height  and  bigness  of  a  star 

Exceeds  the  measures  of  the  astronomer. 

She  shines  above,  we  know ;  but  in  what  place,  . 

How  near  the  throne,  and  Heaven's  imperial  fSice, 

By  our  weak  optics  is  but  vainly  guess'd ; 

Distance  and  altitude  conceal' the  rest. 
Though  all  these  rare  endowments  of  the  mind 

Were  in  a  narrow  space  of  life  confined. 

The  figure  was  with  full  perfection  crown'd ; 

Though  not  so  large  an  orb,  as  truly  round. 
As  when  in  glory,  through  the  pubUc  place. 

The  spoils  of  conquer'd  nations  were  to  pass. 

And  but  one  day  for  triumph  was  allow' d, 

The  consul  was  constrain'd  his  pomp  to  crowd  ; 

And  so  the  swift  procession  hurried  on, 

That  all,  though  not  distinctly,  might  be  shown  , 

So  in  the  straiten'd  bounds  of  life  confined 

She  gave  but  glimpses  of  her  glorious  mind : 

And  multitudes  of  virtues  pass'd  along  ; 

Each  pressing  foremost  in  the  mighty  throng, 

Ambitious  to  be  seen,  and  then  make  room 

For  greater  multitudes  tha>t  were  to  come. 
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Yet  iinemploy'd  no  minute  slipp'd  away ; 
Moments  were  precious  in  so  short  a  stay. 
The  haste  of  Heaven  to  have  her  was  so  great, 
That  some  were  single  acts,  though  each  complete ; 
But  every  act  stood  ready  to  repeat. 

Her  fellow-saints  with  busy  care  will  look 
For  her  blest  name  in  fate's  eternal  book  ; 
And,  pleased  to  be  outdone,  with  joy  will  see 
Numberless  virtues,  endless  charity : 
But  more  will  wonder  at  so  short  an  age. 
To  find  a  blank  beyond  the  thirtieth  page  : 
And  with  a  pious  fear  begin  to  doubt 
The  piece  imperfect,  and  the  rest  torn  out. 
But  'twas  her  Saviour's  time  ;  and,  could  there  be  i 
A  copy  near  the  original,  'twas  she. 

As  precious  gums  are  not  for  lasting  fire, 
They  but  perfume  the  temple,  and  expire : 
So  was  she  soon  eidialed,  and  vanish'd  hence  ; 
A  short  sweet  odour,  of  a  vast  expense. 
She  vanish'd,  we  can  scarcely  say  she  died  ; 
For  but  a  now  did  heaven  and  earth  divide : 
She  pass'd  serenely  with  a  single  breath  ; 
This  moment  perfect  health,  the  next  was  death : 
One  sigh  did  her  eternal  bliss  assure  ; 
So  little  penance  needs,  when  souls  are  almost  pure. 
As  gentle  dreams  our  waking  thoughts  pursue  ; 
Or,  one  dream  pass'd,  we  slide  into  a  new  ; 
So  close  they  follow,  such  wild  order  keep. 
We  think  ourselves  awake,  and  are  asleep  : 
So  softly  death  succeeded  life  in  her  : 
She  did  but  dream  of  heaven,  and  she  was  there. 

No  pains  she  suffer' d,  nor  expired  with  noise  ; 
Her  soul  was  whisper'd  out  with  God's  still  voice ; 
As  an  old  friend  is  beckon'd  to  a  feast. 
And  treated  hke  a  long-familiar  guest. 
He  took  her  as  he  found,  but  found  her  so, 
As  one  in  hourly  readiness  to  go  : 
E'en  on  that  day,  in  all  her  trim  prepared ; 
As  early  notice  she  from  heaven  had  heard. 
And  some  descending  courier  from  above 
Had  given  her  timely  warning  to  remove  ; 
Or  counsell'd  her  to  dress  the  nuptial  room, 
For  on  that  night  the  bridegroom  was  to  come. 
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He  kept  his  hour,  and  found  her  where  she  lay 

Clothed  all  in  white,  the  Uvery  of  the  day: 

Scarce  had  she  sinn'd  in  thought,  or  word,  or  act ; 

"Unless  omissions  were  to  pass  for  fact : 

That  hardly  death  a  consequence  could  draw, 

To  make  her  liable  to  nature's  law. 

And,  that  she  died,  we  only  have  to  show 

The  mortal  part  of  her  she  left  below : 

The  rest,  so  smooth,  so  suddenly  she  went, 

Looked  hke  translation  through  the  firmament^ 

Or,  like  the  fiery  car  on  the  third  errand  sent. 

O  happy  soul !  if  thou  canst  view  from  hi£^ 

Where  thou  art  all  intelligence,  all  eye, 

If  looking  up  to  God,  or  down  to  us. 

Thou  find'st  that  any  way  be  pervious, 

Survey  the  ruins  of  thy  house,  and  see 

Thy  widow'd,  and  thy  orphan  family: 

Look  on  thy  tender  pledges  left  behind  ; 

And,  if  thou  canst  a  vacant  minute  find 

From  heavenly  joys,  that  interval  afibrd 

To  thy  sad  children,  and  thy  mourning  lord. 

See  how  they  grieve,  mistaken  in  their  love. 

And  shed  a  beam  of  comfort  from  above ; 

Give  them,  as  much  as  mortal  eyes  can  bear, 

A  transient  view  of  thy  full  glories  there ; 

That  they  with  moderate  sorrow  may  sustain 

And  mollify  their  losses  in  thy  gain. 

Or  else  divide  the  grief ;  for  such  thou  wert, 

That  should  not  all  relations  bear  a  part, 

It  were  enough  to  break  a  single  heart. 
Let  this  suffice :  nor  thou,  great  saint,  refuse 

This  humble  tribute  of  no  vulgar  muse : 

Who,  not  by  cares,  or  wants,  or  age  depressed. 

Stems  a  wild  deluge  with  a  dauntless  Breast ; 

And  dares  to  sing  thy  praises  in  a  chme 

Where  vice  triumphs,  and  virtue  is  a  crime ; 

Where  e'en  to  draw  the  picture  of  thy  mind. 

Is  satire  on  the  most  of  human  kind : 

Take  it,  while  yet  'tis  praise ;  before  my  rage, 

Unsafely  just,  break  loose  on  this  bad  age ; 

So  bad,  that  thou  thyself  hadst  no  defence 

From  vice,  but  barely  by  departing  hence. 
Be  what,  and  where  thou  art :  to  wish  thy  plsA^ 

Wier^  in  the  beat,  jpresumption  more  than  grace. 
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Thy  relics  (such  tliy  works  of  mercy  are) 

Have,  in  this  poem,  been  my  holy  care. 

As  earth  thy  body  keeps,  thy  soul  the  sky, 

3p  shall  this  verse  preserve  thy  memory ; 

For  thou  shalt  make  it  Hve,  because  it  sings  of  thee. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  AMYNTAS. 

A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 

TwAS  on  a  joyless  and  a  gloomy  mom, 

Wet  was  the  grass,  and  hung  with  pearls  the  thorn ; 

When  Damon,  who  design'd  to  pass  the  day 

With  hounds  and  horns,  and  chase  the  flying  prey, 

Eose  early  from  his  bed ;  but  soon  he  found 

The  welkin  pitched  with  sullen  clouds  around. 

An  eastern  wind,  and  dew  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  while  he  stood,  and  sighing  did  survey 

The  fields,  and  cursed  the  iU  omens  of  the  day, 

He  saw  Menalcas  come  with  heavy  pace ; 

Wet  were  his  eyes,  and  cheerless  was  his  face : 

He  wrung  his  hands,  distracted  with  his  care, 

And  sent  his  voice  before  him  from  afar. 

"  Return  (he  cried),  return,  \inhappy  swain. 

The  spongy  clouds  are  fill'd  with  gathering  rain : 

The  promise  of  the  day  not  only  crossed. 

But  e'en  the  spring,  the  spring  itself  is  lost. 

Amyntas — oh ! " — ^he  could  not  speak  the  rest. 

Nor  needed,  for  presaging  Damon  guess'd. 

Equal  with  Heaven  yoimg  Damon  loved  the  boy, 

The  boast  of  Nature,  both  his  parfents*  joy. 

His  graceful  form  revolving  in  nis  mind ; 

So  great  a  genius,  and  a  soul  so  kind, 

Gave  sad  assurance  that  his  fears  were  true ; 

Too  well  the  envy  of  the  gods  he  knew ; 

For  when  their  gifts  too  lavishly  are  placed. 

Soon  they  repent,  and  will  not  make  them  last. 

For  sure  it  was  too  bountiful  a  dole. 

The  mother's  features,  and  the  father's  souL 

Then  thus  he  cried :  "  The  mom  bespoke  the  ne 

The  morning  did  her  cheerful  light  difiuse : 

Bat  see  how  suddenly  she  chaii^ecVYifcT  i-aa^ 
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And  brought  on  clouds  and  rain,  the  day's  disgrace  ; 

Just  such,  Amyntas,  was  thy  promised  race. 

What  charms  adom'd  thy  youth,  where  Nature  smiled. 

And  more  than  man  was  given  us  in  a  child  ! 

His  infency  was  ripe :  a  soul  sublime 

In  years  so  tender  that  prevented  time  : 

Heaven  gave  him  all  at  once  ;  then  snatch'd  away, 

Ere  mortals  all  his  beauties  could  survey : 

Just  like  the  flower  that  buds  and  withers  in  a  (Jay." 

MENALCAS. 

The  mother,  lovely,  though  with  grief  oppressed, 
Reclined  his  dying  head  upon  her  breast. 
The  mournful  family  stood  all  around  ; 
One  groan  was  heard,  one  universal  sound  ; 
All  were  in  floods  of  tears  and  endless  sorrow  drown'd. 
So  dire  a  sadness  sat  on  every  look. 
E'en  Death  repented  he  had  given  the  stroke. 
He  grieved  his  fatal  work  had  been  ordained, 
But  promised  length  of  life  to  those  who  yet  remained. 
The  mother's  and  her  eldest  daughter's  grace. 
It  seems,  had  bribed  him  to  prolong  their  space. 
The  father  bore  it  with  undaunted  soul, 
Like  one  who  durst  his  destiny  control : 
Y^et  with  becoming  grief  he  bore  his  part, 
Resign'd  his  son,  but  not  resign'd  his  heart. 
Patient  as  Job  ;  and  may  he  hve  to  see, 
Like  him,  a  new  increasmg  family  ! 

DAMON. 

Such  is  my  wish,  and  such  my  prophecy, 
^OT  yet,  my  friend,  the  beauteous  mould  remains  ; 
Long  may  she  exercise  her  fruitful  pains  I 
But,  ah !  with  better  hap,  and  bring  a  race 
More  lasting,  and  endued  with  equal;  grace  ! 
Equal  she  may,  but  farther  none  can  go  : 
For  he  was  ali  that  was  exact  below. 

MENALCAS. 

Damon,  behold  yon  breaking  purple  cloud  ; 
Hear'st  thou  not  hymns  and  songs  divinely  loud  ] 
There  mounts  Amyntas ;  the  young  cherubs  play 
About  their  god-like  mate,  and  sing  him  on  his  way. 
He  cleaves  the  liquid  air,  behold,  he  flies, 
hid  every  moment  gadns  upon  the  skies. 
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The  new-come  guest  admires  the  ethereal  state, 

The  sapphire  portal,  and  the  golden  gate ; 

And  now  admitted  in  the  shining  throng, 

He  shows  the  passport  which  he  brought  along. 

His  passport  is  his  innocence  and  grace, 

Well  known  to  all  the  natives  of  the  place. 

Now  sing,  ye  joyful  angels,  and  admire 

Your  brother's  voice  that  comes  to  mend  your  choir; 

Sing  you,  while  endless  tears  our  eyes  bestow ; 

For  like  Amyntas  none  is  left  below. 


01^  THE  DEATH  OF  A  VERY  YOUNG  GENTLEM 

He  who  could  view  the  book  of  destiny, 
And  read  whatever  there  was  writ  of  thee, 

0  charming  youth,  in  the  first  opening  page, 
So  many  graces  in  so  green  an  age. 

Such  wit,  such  modesty,  such  strength  of  mind, 

A  soul  at  once  so  manly,  and  so  kind ; 

Would  wonder,  when  he  tum'd  the  volume  o'er, 

And  after  some  few  leaves  should  find  no  more, 

Nought  but  a  blank  remain,  a  dead  void  space, 

A  step  of  life  that  promised  such  a  race. 

We  must  not,  dare  not  think,  that  Heaven  began 

A  child,  and  could  not  finish  him  a  man  ; 

Reflecting  what  a  mighty  store  was  laid 

Of  rich  materials,  and  a  model  made : 

The  cost  already  furnish'd ;  so  bestow'd. 

As  more  was  never  to  one  soul  allow'd ; 

Yet  after  this  profusion  spent  in  vain. 

Nothing  but  mouldering  ashes  to  remain ; 

1  guess  not,  lest  I  split  upon  the  shelf, 

Yet  durst  I  guess.  Heaven  kept  it  for  himself; 
And  giving  us  the  use,  did  soon  recal. 
Ere  we  could  spare,  the  mighty  principal 
Thus  then  he  disappeared,  was  rarified ; 
For  'tis  improper  speech  to  say  he  died : 
He  was  exhaled ;  his  great  Creator  drew 
His  spirit,  as  the  sun  the  morning  dew. 
*Tis  sm  produces  death  ;  and  he  had  none, 
But  the  taint  Adam  left  on  e^^y  ^on. 
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He  added  not,  he  was  so  pure,  so  good, 
Twas  but  the  original  foiteit  of  his  blood : 
And  that  so  little,  that  the  river  ran 
More  clear  than  the  corrupted  fount  began. 
Kothing  remain'd.of  the  first  muddy  clay ; 
The  length  of  course  had  wash'd  it  in  the  way: 
So  deep,  and  yei  so  clear,  we  might  behold 
The  gravel  bottom,  and  that  bottom  gold. 

As  such  we  loved,  admired,  almost  adored, 
Gave  all  the  tribute  mortals  could  afford. 
Perhaps  we  gave  so  much,  the  powers  above 
Grew  angry  at  our  superstitious  love : 
For  when  we  more  than  human  homage  pay, 
The  charming  cause  is  justly  snatch'd  away. 

Thus  was  the  crime  not  ms,  but  ours  alone : 
And  yet  we  murmur  that  he  went  so  soon  ; 
Though  miracles  are  short  and  rarely  shown. 

Hear  then,  ye  mournful  parents,  and  divide 
That  love  in  many,  which  m  one  was  tied. 
That  individual  blessing  is  no  more. 
But  multipUed  in  your  remaining  store. 
The  flame  's  dispersed,  but  does  not  all  expire ; 
The  sparkles  blaze,  though  not  the  globe  of  fire. 
Love  him  by  parts,  in  all  your  numerous  race. 
And  firom  those  parts  form  one  collected  grace ; 
Then,  when  you  nave  refined  to  that  degree. 
Imagine  all  in  one,  and  think  that  one  is  he. 


UPON  YOUNG  jMASTER  ROGEES. 

Of  gentle  blood,  his  parents'  only  treasure. 

Their  lasting  sorrow,  and  their  vanished  pleasure, 

Adom'd  with  features,  virtues,  wit,  and  grace, 

A^  large  provision  for  so  short  a  race ; 

More  moderate  gifts  might  have  prolong'd  his  date. 

Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  state ; 

But,  knowing  heaven  his  home,  to  shun  delay, 

He  leap'd  o'er  age,  and  took  the  shortest  way. 


/ 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  PURCELU 

(set  to  music  by  dr.  blow.) 

Mabe  how  the  lark  and  linnet  sing ; 
With  rival  notes 
They  strain  their  warbling  throats, 
To  welcome  in  the  spring. 
But  in  the  close  of  night, 
"When  Philomel  begins  her  heavenly  lay, 
They  cease  their  mutual  spite, 
Drink  in  her  music  with  delight, 
And,  list'ning,  silently  obey. 

So  ceased  the  rival  crew,  when  Purcell  came ; 
They  sung  no  more,  or  only  sung  his  fame : 
Struck  dumb,  they  all  admired  the  god-like  man : 
The  god-Hke  man, 
Alas  !  too  soon  retired, 
As  he  too  late  began. 
We  beg  not  hell  our  Orpheus  to  restore : 
Had  he  been  there. 
Their  sovereign's  fear 
Had  sent  him  back  before. 
The  power  of  harmony  too  well  they  knew : 
He  long  ere  this  had  tuned  their  jarring  sphere. 
And  left  no  hell  below. 

The  heavenly  choir,  who  heard  his  notes  from  high. 
Let  down  the  scale  of  music  from  the  sky  : 

They  handed  him  along, 
And  all  the  way  he  taught,  and  all  the  way  they  sun^ 
Ye  brethren  of  the  lyre,  and  tuneful  voice, 
Lament  his  lot ;  but  at  your  own  rejoice ; 
Now  live  secure,  and  linger  out  your  days  ; 
ITie  gods  are  pleased  alone  with  Purcell's  lays, 

Nor  know  to  mend  their  choice. 


ON  THE  LADY  WHITMOKE. 

Fair,  kind,  and  true  ;  a  treasure  each  alone, 
A  wife,  a  mistress,  and  a  friend  in  one. 
Rest  in  this  tomb,  raised  at  thy  husband's  cost> 
Here  sadly  summing,  what  he  had,  aad  loat» 
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Come,  virgins,  ere  in  equal  bands  ye  join, 
Come  first,  and  offer  at  her  sacred  shrine  ; 
Pray  but  for  half  the  virtues  of  this  wife, 
Compound  for  aU  the  rest,  with  longer  Hfe  ; 
And  wish  your  vows,  like  hers,  may  be  return'd, 
So  loved  when  living,  and  when  dead  so  moui'n'd. 


ON  SIR  PALIVJDES  FAIRBONE'S  TOMB 

IN  WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

Ye  sacred  relics,  which  your  marble  keep. 

Here,  undisturb'd  by  wars,  in  quiet  sleep : 

Discharge  the  trust,  which,  when  it  was  below, 

Fairbone's  undaunted  soul  did  undergo. 

And  be  the  town's  Palladium  from  the  foe. 

Alive  and  dead  these  walls  he  will  defend  : 

Great  actions  great  examples  must  attend. 

The  Candian  siege  his  early  valour  knew. 

Where  Turkish  blood  did  his  young  hands  imbru«. 

From  thence  returning  with  deserved  applause. 

Against  the  Moors  his  well-fl3sh'd  sword  he  draws  ; 

The  same  the  courage,  and  iho  same  the  cause. 

His  youth  and  age,  his  Hfe  and  death,  combine, 

As  in  some  great  and  regular  design, 

AU  of  a  piece  throughout,  and  all  divine. 

Still  nearer  heaven  his  virtues  shone  more  bright, 

Like  rising  flames  expanding  in  their  height ; 

The  martyr's  glory  crown'd  the  soldier's  light. 

More  bravely  British  general  never  fell, 

Nor  general's  death  was  e'er  revengecl  so  well ; 

Which  his  pleased  eyes  beheld  before  their  close, 

FoUow'd  by  thousand  victims  of  his  foes. 

To  his  lamented  loss  for  time  to  come 

■5is  pious  widow  consecrates  this  tomb. 


OX  THE  MONUMENT  OF  ]\IISS  IMARY  FRAMPTON, 

^0  DIED  AT  BATH,  SEPT.  6,  1698,  AND  IS  THERE  INTERRED, 

^BXow  this  marble  monument  is  laid 
An  that  heaven  wants  of  this  celestial  maid. 
Reserve,  0  sacred  tomb,  thy  trust  consign'd  ; 
The  mould  was  made  on  purDOse  for  tYiQ  tcmY^v 
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And  she  would  lose,  i^  at  the  latter  day, 

One  atom  could  be  mix'd  of  other  clay. 

Such  were  the  features  of  her  heavenly  face, 

Her  limbs  were  form'd  with  such  harmoniouis  grace ; 

So  faultless  was  the  frame,  as  if  the  whole 

Had  been  an  emanation  of  the  soul ; 

Which  her  own  inward  symmetry  reveal'd  ; 

And  lil*  a  picture  shohe,  in  glass  anneal'd : 

Or  hke  the  sun  eclipsed,  with  shaded  light, 

Too  piercing,  else,  to  be  sustained  by  sight : 

Each  thought  was  visible  that  roll'd  within. 

As  through  a  crystal  case  the  figured  hours  are  seen. 

And  Heaven  did  this  transparent  veil  provide. 

Because  she  had  no  guilty  thought  to  hide. 

All  white,  a  virgin-saint,  she  sought  the  skies ; 

For  marriage,  though  it  sulUes  not,  it  dyes. 

High  though  her  wit,  yet  humble  was  her  mind ; 

As  if  she  could  not,  or  she  would  not  find 

How  much  her  worth  transcended  all  her  kind. 

Yet  she  had  learn'd  so  much  of  heaven  below. 

That,  when  arrived,  she  scarce  had  more  to  know ; 

But  only  to  refresh  the  former  hint. 

And  read  her  Maker  in  a  fairer  print. 

So  pious,  as  she  had  no  time  to  spare 

For  human  thoughts,  but  was  confined  to  prayer : 

Yet  in  such  charities  she  pass'd  the  day, 

'Twas  wondrous  how  she  found  an  hour  to  pray. 

A  soul  so  calm,  it  knew  not  ebbs  or  flows, 

Which  passion  could  but  curl,  not  discompose.' 

A  female  softness,  with  a  manly  mind  : 

A  daughter  duteous,  and  a  sister  kind : 

In  sickness  patient,  and  in  death  resigned. 


EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  ]\IAKGARET  PASTON 

OF  BURNINQHAM  IN  NORFOLK. 

So  fair,  so  young,  so  innocent,  so  sweet, 

So  ripe  a  judgment,  and  so  rare  a  wit, 

Require  at'leeist  an  age  in  one  to  meet. 

In  her  they  met ;  but  long  they  could  not  stay, 

'Twaa  gold  too  .fine  to  mix.  'witkout  allay. 
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Httven's  image,  waa  in  her  so  well  express' J, 
Her  very  sight  upbraided  all  the  rest ; 
Too  justly  ravish'd  from  an  age  Hke  this, 
Now  she  is  gone,  the  world  is  of  a  piece. 


ON  THE  MONUMENT  OF  THE  MARQUIS  OF 

WINCHESTER. 

He  who  in  impious  times  undaunted  stood, 
And  'midst  rebellion  durst  be  just  and  good 
Whose  arms  asserted,  and  whose  sufferings  more 
Confirmed  the  cause  for  which  he  fought  before, 
Rests  here,  rewarded  by  an  heavenly  prince  ; 
For  what  his  earthly  could  not  recompense. 
Pray,  reader,  that  such  times  no  more  appear : 
Or,  if  they  happen,  learn  true  honour  here. 
Ask  of  this  age's  faith  and  loyalty, 
Which  to  preserve  them.  Heaven  confined  in  thee. 
I'ew  subjects  could  a  king  hke  thine  deserve : 
And  fewer  such  a  king  so  well  could  serve. 
Blest  king,  blest  subject,  whose  exalted  state 
By  sufferings  rose,  and  gave  the  law  to  fate. 
Such  souls  are  rare,  but  mighty  patterns  given 
To  earth,  and  meant  for  ornaments  to  heaven. 


UNDER  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  JOHN  MILTON, 

PREFIXED  TO   'PARADISE  LOST.'     . 

Three  Poets  in  three  distant  ages  born, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England,  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  loftiness  of  thought  surpass'd ; 
The  next  in  majesty ;  in  both  the  last. 
The  force  of  nature  could  no  further  go  ; 
To  make  a  third,  she  join'd  the  former  two. 
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TALES  FROM  CHAUCER. 


BEINQ 


PALAMON  AND  ARCITE. 
THE  COCK  AND  THE  FOX. 


THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAP. 
THE  WIFE  OF  BATH's  TALE. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 


TO  HEE  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  OEMOND, 

WITH   THE   POEU  OF  PALAMON   AKD  ARCITS 

Madam, 

The  bard  who  first  adom'd  our  native  tongue, 
Tuned  to  his  British  lyre  this  ancient  song : 
Which  Homer  might  without  a  blush  rehearse. 
And  leaves  a  doubtful  palm  in  VirgiFs  verse : 
He  match'd  their  beauties,  where  they  most  excel ; 
Of  love  sung  better,  and  of  arms  as  well. 

Vouchsafe,  illustrious  Ormond,  to  behold 
What  power  the  charms  of  beauty  had  of  old  j 
Nor  wonder  if  such  deeds  of  arms  were  done. 
Inspired  by  two  fair  eyes,  that  sparkled  hke  your  own. 

If  Chaucer  by  the  best  idea  wrought. 
And  poets  can  divine  each  other's  thought. 
The  mirest  nymph  before  his  eyes  he  set ; 
And  then  the  fairest  was  Plantagenet ; 
Who  three  contending  princes  made  her  prize. 
And  ruled  the  rival  nations  with  her  eyes : 
Who  left  immortal  trophies  of  her  fame. 
And  to  the  noblest  order  gave  the  name. 

Like  her,  of  equal  kindred  to  the  throne, 
Y*ou  keep  her  conquests,  and  extend  your  own : 
As  when  the  stars,  in  their  ethereal  race. 
At  length  have  roll'd  around  the  liquid  space, 
At  certain  periods  they  resume  their  place, 
From  the  same  point  of  heaven  their  course  advance, 
And  move  in  measures  of  their  former  dance ; 
Thus,  after  length  of  ages,  she  returns, 
Betftored  in  you,  and  the  same  ■\ila.ce  adorns ; 
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Or  you  perform  her  office  in  the  sphere, 

Bom  of  her  blood,  and  make  a  new  Platonic  year. 
0  trae  Plantagenet,  0  race  divine, 

(For  beauty  still  is  fatal  to  the  hne) 

Had  Chaucer  lived  that  angel-face  to  view, 

Sure  he  had  drawn  his  Emily  from  you ; 

Or  had  you  lived  to  judge  the  doubtful  right. 

Four  noble  Palamon  had  been  the  knight ; 

And  conquering  Theseus  from  his  side  had  sent 

rour  generous  lord,  to  guide  the  Theban  government. 

Time  shall  accomplish  that ;  and  I  shall  see 
A  Palamon  in  him,  m  you  an  Emilv. 

Already  have  the  fates  your  path  prepared. 
And  sure  presage  your  future  sway  declared : 
When  westward,  Mk6  the  sun,  you  took  yoiu*  way. 
And  from  benighted  Britain  bore  the  day. 
Blue  Triton  gave  ^.he  signal  from  the  shore. 
The  ready  Nereids  heard,  and  swam  before 
To  smooth  the  seas ;  a  soft  Etesian  gale 
But  just  inspired,  and  gently  swell'd  the  sail ; 
Portunus  took  his  turn,  whose  ample  hand 
Heaved  up  his  lighten' d  keel,  and  sunk  the  sand. 
And  steer  d  the  sacred  vessel  safe  to  land. 
The  land,  if  not  restrain'd,  had  met  your  way 
Projected  out  a  neck,  and  jutted  to  the  sea. 
Hibemia,  prostrate  at  your  feet,  adored. 
In  you,  the  pledge  of  her  expected  lord ; 
Due  to  her  isle ;  a  venerable  name ; 
His  father  and  his  grandsire  known  to  fame ; 
Awed  by  that  house,  accustom'd  to  command. 
The  sturdy  kerns  in  due  subjection  stand ; 
^or  bear  the  reius  in  any  foreign  hand. 
At  your  approach,  they  crowded  to  the  port ; 
And  scarcely  landed,  you  create  a  court : 
As  Ormond's  harbinger,  to  you  they  run ; 
For  Venus  is  the  promise  of  the  sun. 
The  waste  of  civil  wars,  their  towns  destroyed, 
Fales  unhonour'd,  Ceres  unemploy'd, 
Were  all  forgot ;  and  one  triumphant  day 
Wiped  all  the  tears  of  three  campaigns  away. 
Blood,  rapines,  massacres,  were  cheaply  bought^ 
So  mighty  recompense  your  beauty  brought. 

As  when  the  dove  returning  bore  the  mark 
0(  earth  restored  to  the  iong-labouring  ark, 
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The  relics  of  mankind,  secure  of  rest, 

Ope'd  every  window  to  receive  the  guest, 

And  the  fair  bearer  of  the  message  blessed ; 

So,  when  you  came,  with  loud  repeated  cries, 

The  nation  took  an  omen  from  your  eyes, 

And  God  advanced  his  rainbow  in  the  skies, 

To  sign  inviolable  peace  restored ; 

The  saints,  with  solenm  shouts,  proclaim'd  the  new  aoo 

When  at  your  second  coming  you  appear^ 
(For  I  foretel  that  millenary  year) 
The  sharpenVl  share  shall  vex  the  soil  no  more. 
But  earth  unbidden  shall  produce  her  store ; 
The  land  shall  laugh,  the  circling  ocean  smile, 
And  Heaven's  indulgence  bless  the  holy  isle. 
Heaven  from  all  ages  has  reserved  for  you 
That  happy  clime,  which  venom  never  knew ; 
Or  if  it  had  been  there,  your  eyes  alone 
Have  power  to  chase  aJl  poison  but  their  own. 

Now  in  this  interval,  which  fate  has  cast 
Betwixt  your  future  glories,  and  your  past, 
This  pause  of  power,  'tis  Ireland's  hour  to  mourn ; 
While  England  celebrates  your  safe  return. 
By  which  you  seem  the  seasons  to  command. 
And  bring  our  summers  back  to  their  forsaken  land- 

The  vanquish'd  isle  our  leisure  must  attend, 
Till  the  fair  blessing  we  vouchsafe  to  send ; 
Nor  can  we  spare  you  long,  though  often  we  may  lencL 
The  dove  was  twice  employ'd  abroad,  before 
The  world  was  dried,  and  she  retum'd  no  more. 

Nor  dare  we  trust  so  soft  a  messenger. 
New  from  her  sickness,  to  tbat  northern  air; 
Rest  here  a  while  your  lustre  to  restore, 
That  they  may  see  you,  as  you  shone  before ; 
For  yet,  the  eclipse  not  wholly  past,  you  wade 
Through  some  remains,  and  dimness  of  a  shade. 

A  subject  in  his  prince  may  claim  a  right, 
Nor  suffer  him  with  strength  impair'd  to  fight ; 
Till  force  returns,  his  ardour  we  restrain. 
And  curb  his  warhke  wish  to  cross  the  main. 

Now  past  the  danger,  let  the  leam'd  begin 
The  inquiry,  where  disease  could  enter  in ; 
How  those  malignant  atoms  forced  their  way. 
What  in  the  faultless  frame  they  found  to  make  th 
prey? 


TO  HEB  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF  ORMONO.  297 

Vhere  every  element  was  weigh'd  so  well, 

^t  Heaven  alone,  who  mix'd  the  mass,  could  tell 

Vhich  of  the  four  ingredients  could  rebel ; 

Ind  where,  imprisoned  in  so  sweet  a  cage, 

i.  soul  might  well  be  pleased  to  pass  an  me. 

And  yet  the  fine  materials  made  it  weak ; 
•orcelain,  by  being  pure,  is  apt  to  break : 
Vn  to  your  breast  the  sickness  durst  aspire ; 
md,  forced  from  that  fair  temple  to  retire, 
'rofanely  set  the  holy  place  on  fire. 
Q  vain  your  lord,  like  young  Vespasian,  moum'd, 
Hien  the  fierce  flames  the  sanctuary  burn'd : 
Jid  I  prepared  to  pay  in  verses  rude 
L  most  detested  act  of  gratitude :, 
Iv'n  this  had  been  your  elegy,  which  now 
3  offered  for  your  health,  the  table  of  my  vow. 

Your  angel  sure  our  Morley's  mind  inspired, 
'o  find  the  remedy  your  ill  required ; 
U  once  the  Macedon;  by  Jove's  decree, 
Vas  taught  to  dream  an  herb  for  Ptolemy ; 
)r  Heaven,  which  had  such  over-cost  bestow'd, 
b  scarce  it  could  afibrd  to  flesh  and  blood, 
>o  liked  the  frame,  he  would  not  work  anew, 
h  save  the  charges  of  another  you. 
3r  by  his  middle  science  did  he  steer, 
^d  saw  some  great  contingent  good  appear 
W  worth  a  miracle  to  keep  you  here : 
And  for  that  end,  preserved  the  precious  mould, 
Which  all  the  future  Ormonds  was  to  hold ; 
And  meditated  in  his  better  mind 
An  hen*  from  you,  which  may  redeem  the  failing  kind 

Blest  be  the  power  which  has  at  once  restored 
The  hopes  of  lost  succession  to  your  lord ; 
%  to  the  first  and  last  of  each  degree, 
Virtue  to  courts,  and,  what  I  long'd  to  see, 
h  you  the  Graces,  and  the  Muse  to  me. 

0  daughter  of  the  rose,  whose  cheeks  unite 
Hie  differing  titles  of  the  red  and  white ; 
Who  heaven's  alternate  beauty  well  display, 
Hie  blush  of  morning,  and  the  milky  way ; 
^ose  face  is  paradise,  but  fenced  from  sin ; 
?or  God  in  either  eye  has  placed  a  cherubin. 
^  All  is  your  lord's  alone;  even  absent,  lie 
hiploya  the  care  of  chaste  Penelope. 
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For  him  you  waste  in  tears  your  widow'd  honn^. 

For  him  your  curious  needle  paints  the  fioweiB ; 

Such  works  of  old  imperial  dames  were  taught; 

Such,  for  Ascanius,  fatir  Elissa  wrought. 

The  soft  recesses  of  your  hours  improve 

The  three  fair  pledges  of  your  happy  love : 

All  other  parts  of  pious  duty  done, 

You  owe  your  Ormond  nothing  but  a  son ; 

To  fill  in  future  times  his  father's  place, 

And  wear  the  garter  of  his  mother's  race. 
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OR,  THE  knight's  TALE. 
BOOK  I. 

In  days  of  old,  there  lived,  of  mighty  fame, 

A  valiant  prince ;  and  Theseus  was  his  name : 

A  chief,  who  more  in  feats  of  arms  excell'd. 

The  rising  nor  the  setting  sun  beheld : 

Of  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  he  won, 

And  added  foreign  coimtries  to  his  crown : 

In  Scythia  with  the  warrior  queen  he  strove, 

Whom  first  by  force  he  conquer'd,  then  by  love ; 

He  brought  in  triumph  back  the  beauteous  dame. 

With  whom  her  sister,  fair  Emilia,  came. 

With  honour  to  his  home  let  Theseus  ride, 

With  love  to  friend,  and  fortune  for  his  guide. 

And  his  victorious  army  at  his  side. 

I  pass  their  warlike  pomp,  their  proud  array,  • 

Their  shouts,  their  songs,  their  welcome  on  the  way: 

But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  recite 

The  feats  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  fight 

Betwixt  the  hardy  queen  and  hero  knight ; 

The  town  besieged,  and  how  much  blood  it  cost 

The  female  army,  and  the  Athenian  host ; 

The  spousals  of  HippoUta  the  queen ; 

What  tilts  and  tourneys  at  the  feast  were  seen ; 

The  storm  at  their  return,  the  ladies'  fear: 

But  these,  and  other  things,  I  must  forbear. 

The  field  is  spacious  I  design  to  sow. 

With  oxen  far  unfit  to  drtx^  \Xi^  ^Vsvx^*. 


PALAMON  AND  ARCITE.  290 

The  pemnant  of  my  tale  is  of  a  length 

To  tire  your  patience,  and  to  waste  my  strength ; 

And  trivial  accidents  shall  be  forborne, 

That  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  turn ; 

As  was  at  first  enjoin'd  us  by  mine  host : 

That  he  whose  tale  is  best,  and  pleases  most, 

Should  win  his  supper  at  our  common  cost. 

And  therefore  where  I  left,  I  will  pursue 
This  ancient  story,  whether  false  or  true. 
In  hope  it  may  be  mended  with  a  new. 
The  prince  I  mentioned,  full  of  high  renown, 
In  this  array  drew  near  the  Athenian  town ; 
When  in  his  pomp  and  utmost  of  his  pride, 
Marching,  he  chanced  to  cast  his  eye  aside, 
And  saw  a  choir  of  mourning  dames,  who  lay 
By  two  and  two  across  the  common  way : 
At  his  approach  they  raised  a  rueful  cry, 
And  beat  their  breasts,  and  held  their  hands  on  high. 
Creeping  and  crying,  till  they  seized  at  last 
His  courser's  bridle,  and  his  feet  embraced. 

Tell  me,  said  Theseus,  what  and  whence  you  are, 
And  why  this  funeral  pageant  you  prepare  ? 
Is  this  the  welcome  of  my  worthy  deeds, 
To  meet  my  triumph  in  ill-omened  weeds  1 
Or  envy  you  my  praise,  and  would  destroy 
With  grief  my  pleasures,  and  pollute  my  joy  ? 
Or  are  you  injured,  and  demand  relief  1 
Name  your  request,  and  I  will  ease  your  grief. 

The  most  in  years  of  aU  the  mourning  tram 
Began ;  (but  swooned  first  away  for  pain) 
Then  scarce  recovered  spoke :  Nor  envy  we 
Thy  great  renown,  nor  grudge  thy  victory ; 
Tis  thine,  O  king,  the  aflBicted  to  redress. 
And  fame  has  fill'd  the  world  with  thy  success  : 
We  wretched  women  sue  for  that  alone. 
Which  of  thy  goodness  is  refused  to  none ; 
Let  fall  some  drops  of  pity  on  our  grief. 
If  what  we  beg  be  just,  and  we  deserve  rehef : 
For  none  of  us,  who  now  thy  grace  implore. 
But  held  the  raink  of  sovereign  queen  before ; 
Till,  thanks  to  giddy  Chance,  which  never  bears, 
That  mortal  bhss  should  last  for  length  of  years, 
She  cast  us  headlong  from  our  high  estate, 
And  her©  in  hope  of  thy  return  we  wait ; 
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And  long  have  waited  in  the  temple  nigh, 

Built  to  the  gracious  goddess  Clemency. 

iJut  reverence  thou  the  power  whose  name  it  beara^ 

ReUeve  the  oppress'd,  and  wipe  the  widow's  tears. 

I,  wretched  I,  have  other  fortune  seen, 

The  wife  of  Capaneus,  and  once  a  queen  : 

At  Thebes  he  fell ;  cursed  be  the  fatal  day ! 

And  all  the  rest  thou  seest  in  this  array, 

To  make  their  moan,  their  lords  in  battle  lost 

Before  that  town  besieged  by  our  confederate  host ; 

But  Creon,  old  and  impious,  who  commands 

The  Theban  city,  and  usurps  the  lands. 

Denies  the  rites  of  funeral  fires  to  those 

Whose  breathless  bodies  yet  he  calls  his  foes. 

Unburn'd,  unburied,  on  a  heap  they  lie ; 

Such  is  their  fate,  and  such  is  tyranny ; 

No  friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  dead, 

But  with  their  lifeless  limbs  his  hounds  are  fed. 

At  this  she  shriek'd  aloud  ;  the  mournful  train 

Echo'd  her  grief,  and,  grovelling  on  the  plain, 

With  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  move  his  mind, 

Besought  his  pity  to  their  helpless  kind  ! 

The  prince  was  touch'd,  his  tears  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  his  tender  heart  would  break  in  two, 
He  sigh'd  ;  and  could  not  but  their  fate  deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  so  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  steed  he  flew. 
And  raising  one  by  one  the  suppliant  crew, 
To  comfort  each,  full  solemnly  he  swore, 
That  by  the  faith  which  knights  to  knighthojd  borS; 
And  whate'er  else  to  chivalry  belongs, 
He  would  not  cease,  till  he  revenged  their  wron^ : 
That  Greece  should  see  perform'd  what  he  declared  ; 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  just  reward. 
He  said  no  more,  but,  shunning  all  delay. 
Rode  on  ;  nor  enter'd  Athens  on  his  way  : 
But  left  his  sister  and  his  queen  behind, 
And  waved  his  royal  banner  in  the  wind : 
Where  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  iron  car  ; 
Red  was  his  sword,  and  shield,  and  whole  attire, 
And  all  the  godhead  seem'd  to  glow  with  fire : 
Ev'n  the  ground  glitter'd  where  the  standard  flew, 
And  the  green  grass  was  d.ye^  \.ci  ^asi-gxYaa  hue. 
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High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pennon  bore 

His  Cretan  fight,  the  conquer'd  Minotaur : 

The  soldiers  shout  around  with  generous  rage, 

And  in  that  victory  their  own  presage. 

He  praised  their  ardour  ;  inly  pleased  to  see 

His  host  the  flower  of  Grecian  chivalry. 

All  day  he  march'd,  and  all  the  ensuing  night, 

And  saw  the  city  with  returning  light. 

The  process  of  the  war  I  need  not  tell, 

How  Theseus  conquer'd,  and  how  Creon  fell : 

Or  after,  how  by  storm  the  walls  were  won, 

Or  how  the  victor  sack'd  and  bum'd  the  town  : 

Hpw  to  the  ladies  he  restored  again 

The  bodies  of  their  lords  in  battle  slain : 

And  with  what  ancient  rites  they  were  interr'd  ; 

All  these  to  fitter  times  shall  be  deferred : 

I  spare  the  widows'  tears,  their  woeful  cries. 

And  howling  at  their  husbands'  obsequies ; 

How  Theseus  at  these  funerals  did  assist, 

And  with  what  gifts  the  mourning  dames  dismiss'd. 

Thus  when  the  victor  chief  had  Creon  slain. 
And  conquer'd  Thebes,  he  pitch'd  upon  the  plain 
His  mighty  camp,  and,  when  the  day  retum'd. 
The  coimtry  wasted,  and  the  hamlets  bum'd. 
And  left  the  pillagers,  to  rapine  bred. 
Without  control  to  strip  and  spoil  the  dead. 

There,  in  a  heap  of  slain,  among  the  rest 
Two  youthful  knights  they  found  beneath  a  load  oppress'd 
Of  slaughtered  foes,  whom  first  to  death  they  sent, 
The  trophies  of  their  strength,  a  bloody  monument. 
Both  fair,  and  both  of  royal  blood  they  seem'd. 
Whom  kinsmen  to  the  crown  the  heralds  deem'd  ; 
That  day  in  equal  arms  they  fought  for  fame ; 
Their  swords,  their  shields,  their  surcoats  were  the  same. 
Close  by  each  other  laid,  they  press'd  the  ground. 
Their  manly  bosoms  pierced  with  many  a  ghastly  wound  , 
Nor  well  alive,  nor  wholly  dead  they  were. 
But  some  faint  signs  of  feeble  Ufe  appear : 
The  wandering  breath  was  on  the  wing  to  part. 
Weak  was  the  pulse  and  hardly  heaved  the  heaxt. 
These  two  were  sisters'  sons  J  and  Arcite  one. 
Much  famed  in  fields,  with  valiai^  Palamon. 
From  these  their  costly  arms  the  spoilers  rent, 
And  softly  both  convey'd  to  These  u?i'  tent ; 
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Whom  known  of  Creon's  line,  and  cured  with  care^ 
He  to  his  city  sent  as  prisoners  of  the  war. 
Hopeless  of  ransom,  and  condemned  to  he 
In  durance,  doom'd  a  lingering  death  to  die. 
This  done,  he  march'd  away  with  warlike  soimd, 
And  to  his  Athens  tum*d  with  laurels  crown*d, 
"Where  happy  long  he  hved,  much  loved,  and  more  renown 
But  in  a  tower,  and  never  to  be  loosed, 
The  woeful  captive  kinsmen  are  enclosed : 

Thus  year  by  year  they  pass,  and  day  by  day. 
Till  once,  'twas  on  the  mom  of  cheerful  May, 
The  young  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  seen 
Than  the  fair  lily  on  the  flowery  green, 
More  fresh  than  ^May  herself  in  blossoms  new, 
For  with  the  rosy  colour  strove  her  hue, 
Waked,  as  her  custom  was,  before  the  day, 
To  do  the  observance  due  to  sprightly  May : 
For  sprightly  May  commands  our  youth  to  keep 
The  vigils  of  her  night,  and  breaks  their  sluggard  sleep : 
Each  gentle  breast  with  kindly  warmth  she  moves ; 
Inspires  new  flames,  revives  extinguish'd  loves. 
In  this  remembrance  Emily  ere  day 
Arose,  and  dress'd  herself  in  rich  array ; 
Fresh  as  the  month,  and  as  the  morning  fair : 
Adown  her  shoulders  fell  her  length  of  hair : 
A  riband  did  the  braided  tresses  bind, 
The  rest  was  loose,  and  wanton'd  in  the  wind : 
Aurora  had  but  newly  chased  the  night. 
And  purpled  o'er  the  sky  with  blushing  light, 
When  to  the  garden- walk  she  took  her  way. 
To  sport  and  trip  along  in  cool  of  day, 
And  offer  maiden  vows  in  honour  of  the  May 

At  every  turn,  she  made  a  httle  stand, 
And  thrust  among  the  thorns  her  lily  hand 
To  draw  the  rose,  and  every  rose  she  drew 
She  shook  the  stalk,  and  brush'd  away  the  dew : 
Then  party-coloiu''d  flowers  of  white  and  red 
She  wove,  to  make  a  garland  for  her  head : 
This  done,  she  sung  and  caroll'd  out  so  clear, 
That  men  and  angels  might  rejoice  to  hear : 
Even  wondering  Philomel  forgot  to  sing : 
And  learn'd  from  her  to  welcome  in  the  spring. 

The  tower,  of  which  before  was  mention  made, 
Within  whose  keep  the  captive  knights  were  laid, 
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Built  of  a  laige  extent,  and  strong  withal, 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palace  wall ; 
The  garden  was  enclosed  within  the  square, 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  morning  air. 

It  happened  Palamom  the  prisoner  knight, 
Eastless  of  woe,  arose  ifefore  the  light, 
And  with  his  jailor's  leave  desired  to  breathe 
An  air  more  wholesome  than  the  damps  beneath. 
This  granted,  to  the  tower  he  took  his  way, 
Cheer'd  with  the  promise  of  a  glorious  day : 
Then  cast  a  languishing  regard  around, 
And  saw,  with  hateful  eyes,  the  temples  crown*d 
With  golden  spires,  and  all  the  hostile  ground. 
He  sigh'd,  and  tum'd  his  eyes,  because  he  knew 
'Twas  but  a  larger  jail  he  had  in  view  : 
Then  look'd  below,  and  from  the  castle's  height 
Beheld  a  nearer  and  more  pleasing  sight : 
llie  garden,  which  before  he  had  not  seen. 
In  spring's  new  livery  clad  of  white  and  green, 
Fresh  flowers  in  white  parterres,  and  shady  walks  between 
This  view'd,  but  not  enioy'd,  with  arms  across 
He  stood,  reflecting  on  nis  country's  loss ; 
Himself  an  object  of  the  public  scorn, 
And  often  wish'd  he  never  had  been  born. 
At  last,  (for  so  his  destiny  required,) 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tired. 
He  through  a  Httle  window  cast  his  sight, 
Though  thick  of  bars,  that  gave  a  scanty  light : 
But  ev'n  that  gUmmering  served  him  to  descry 
The  inevitable  charms  of  Emily. 

Scarce  had  he  seen,  but  seized  with  sudden  smart. 
Stung  to  the  quick,  he  felt  it  at  his  heart ; 
Struck  bhnd  with  overpowering  light  he  stood. 
Then  started  back  amazed,  and  cried  aloud. 

Young  Arcite  heard  ;  and  up  he  ran  with  haste. 
To  help  his  friend,  and  in  his  aims  embraced  ; 
And  ask'd  him  why  he  look'd  so  deadly  wan. 
And  whence  and  how  his  change  of  cheer  began  ? 
Or  who  had  done  the  offence  ?    But  if,  said  he, 
Your  grief  alone  is  hard  captivity  ; 
J'or  love  of  heaven  with  patience  undergo 
A  cureless  ill,  since  fate  wiU  have  it  so  : 
So  stood  our  horoscope  in  chains  to  lie, 
^d  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  sky, 
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Or  other  baleful  aspect,  ruled  our  birth, 
When  all  the  friendly  stars  were  under  earth : 
"Whate'er  betides,  by  destiny  'tis  done  ; 
And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  seek  to  shim. 
Nor  of  my  bonds,  said  Palamon  again, 
Nor  of  unhappy  planets  I  complaift  ; 
But  when  my  mortal  anguish  caused  my  cry, 
That  moment  I  was  hurt  through  either  eye  ;   '  . 
Pierced  with  a  random  shafb,  I  faint  away, 
And  perish  with  insensible  decay  : 
A  glance  of  some  new  goddess  gave  the  wound. 
Whom,  Hke  Actseon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  how  she  walks  along  yon  shady  space, 
Not  Juno  moves  with  more  majestic  grace ; 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  face. 
If  thou  art  Venus,  (for  thy  charms  confess 
That  face  was  form'd  in  heaven,)  nor  art  thou  less ; 
Disguised  in  habit,  undisguised  in  shape  ; 
Oh,  help  us  captives  from  our  chains  to  scape  ! 
But  if  our  doom  be  pass'd  in  bonds  to  lie 
For  life,  and  in  a  loathsome  dungeon  die  ; 
Then  be  thy  wrath  appeased  with  our  disgrace, 
And  show  compassion  to  the  Theban  race, 
Oppress'd  by  tyrant  power !    While  yet  he  spoke, 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fix'd  his  look  ; 
The  fatal  dart  a  ready  passage  found, 
And  deep  within  his  heart  infix'd  the  woimd : 
So  that  if  Palamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more  : 
Then  from  his  inmost  soul  he  sigh'd,  and  said, 
The  beauty  I  behold  has  stinick  mo  dead : 
Unknowingly  she  strikes  ;  and  kills  by  chance  ; 
Poison  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance. 
Oh,  I  must  ask — nor  ask  alone,  but  move 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  must  die  for  love. 
Thus  Arcite :  and  thus  Palamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  tone,  and  ardent  were  his  eyes). 
Spcak'st  thou  in  earnest,  or  in  jesting  vein  ? 
Jesting,  said  Arcite,  suits  but  ill  with  pain. 
It  suits  far  worse,  (said  Palamon  again. 
And  bent  his  brows)  with  men  who  honour  weigh, 
Their  faith  to  break,  their  friendship  to  betray  ; 
But  worst  with  thee,  of  noble  lineage  bom. 
My  kinsman,  and  in  arms  my  brother  sworn. 
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Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 

That  one  should  be  the  common  good  of  both  ? 

One  soul  should  both  inspire,  and  neither  prove 

His  fellow's  hindrance  in  pursuit  of  love  ? 

To  this  before  the  gods  we  gave  our  hands, 

And  nothing  but  our  death  can  break  the  bands. 

This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  design. 

As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine  : 

Nor  canst,  nor  dar'st  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain 

Appeach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain, 

Smce  thou  art  of  my  council,  and  the  friend 

Whose  feiith  I  trust,  and  on  whose  care  depend : 

And  wouldst  thou  court  my  lady's  love,  which  I 

Much  rather  than  release  would  choose  to  die  ? 

But' thou,  fals3  Arcite,  never  shalt  obtain 

Thy  bad  pretence  ;  I  told  thee  first  my  pain : 

For  first  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  born  ; 

Thou  as  my  council,  and  my  brother  sworn, 

Art  bound  to  assist  my  eldership  of  right, 

Or  justly  to  be  deem'd  a  peijured  knight. 
Thus  Palamon :  but  Arcite  with  disdain 

In  haughty  language  thus  replied  again : 

Forsworn  thyself:  the  traitor's  odious  name 

I  first  return,  and  then  disprove  thy  claim. 

If  love  be  passion,  and  that  passion  nursed 

With  strong  desires,  I  loved  the  lady  first. 

Canst  thou  pretend  desire,  whom  zeal  inflamed 

To  worship,  and  a  power  celestial  named  1 

Thine  was  devotion  to  the  blest  above, 

I  saw  the  woman,  and  desired  her  love  : 

f'irst  own'd  my  passion,  and  to  thee  commend 
The  important  secret,  as  my  chosen  friend. 
Suppose  (which  3'et  I  grant  not)  thy  desire 
A  moment  elder  than  my  rival  fire  ; 
Can  chance  of  seeing  first  thy  title  prove  ? 
4nd  know'st  thou  not,  no  law  is  made  for  love  ? 
law  is  to  things  which  to  free  choice  relate  ; 
tiove  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate  ; 
Jjaws  are  but  positive  ;  love's  power,  we  see, 
Is  Nature's  sanction,  and  her  first  decree. 
BJach  day  we  break  the  bond  of  human  laws 
^or  love,  and  vindicate  the  common  cause. 
liaws  for  defence  of  civil  rights  are  placed, 
Love  throws  the  fences  down  and  makes  a  geneT^\^««^\ 
^8 
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Maids,  widows,  wives,  without  distinction  fall ; 

The  sweeping  deluge,  love,  comes  on  and  covers  alL 

if  thou  the  laws  of  friendship  I  transgress, 

I  keep  the  greater,  while  I  break  the  less  ; 

And  l>oth  are  mad  alike,  since  neither  can  possess. 

Both  hopeless  to  be  ransomed,  never  more 

To  see  the  suru  but  as  he  passes  o'er. 

Like  ^Esop'^  hounds  contending  for  the  bone, 
E;\ch  pleaded  right,  and  would  be  lord  alone : 
The  fruitless  fight  continued  all  the  day, 
A  cur  cauio  by,  and  snatch'd  the  prize  way. 
As  courtiers  therefore  justle  for  a  grant. 
And  when  they  break  their  friendship,  plead  their  wani 
So  thou,  if  fortune  will  thy  suit  advance, 
Love  on,  nor  envy  me  my  equal  chance : 
For  I  must  love,  and  am  resolved  to  try 
My  fate,  or  f,uling  iD  the  adventure  die. 

Great  Wiis  their  strife,  which  hourly  was  renew'd, 
Till  each  with  mortal  hate  his  rival  view'd : 
Xow  friends  no  more,  nor  walking  hand  in  hand ; 
But  when  they  mot,  they  made  a  surly  stand  ; 
And  glan\l  like  angry  hons  as  they  pass'd, 
And  wishM  that  everv  look  might  be  their  last. 

It  ohimood  at  longtli,  Pirithous  came  to  attend 
This  worthy  Thosous,  his  ftunihar  friend; 
Thoir  lovo  in  early  infiuioy  began. 
And  nvso  tis  ohikUuxxl  ripon'd  into  man, 
Oomiwuivnis  of  the  w;u*;  and  loved  so  weU, 
That  when  one  dioil,  as  ancient  stories  tell, 
His  follow  to  nxleem  him  went  to  helL 

But  to  pursue  my  t;de  :  to  welcome  home 
His  warlike  Invthor  is  l^rithous  come: 
Annto  of  Tliolvs  was  known  in  arms  long  since, 
And  houoiu'M  by  this  young  Thessalian  prince. 
Thosous  to  gratify  his  friend  and  guest, 
Who  made  our  Aroito's  freovlom  his  request, 
HivstoriHl  to  lilxrty  the  captive  knight, 
l^it  w\  tlioso  hard  conditions  I  recite : 
Thjit  if  hen>;4ftor  Aroite  should  be  found 
VTiUuu  the  cvMu^vass  of  Athenian  groimd,- 
'^    tlii^''  or  nighti,  or  on  whate  er  pretence, 
Jk<)»il  atundd  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  offence. 
'  [ithous  for  his  friend  agreed, 

was  the  prisoner  freed. 
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Unpleased  and  pensive  hence  he  takes  his  way, 

At  his  own  peril ;  for  his  life  must  pay. 

^Vho  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  fete, 

Finds  his  dear  purchase,  and  repents  too  late  ? 

UTiat  have  I  gained,  he  said,  in  prison  pent, 

If  I  but  change  my  bonds  for  banishment  ? 

And  banish'd  from  her  sight,  I  suffer  more 

In  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bonds  before ; 

Forced  from  her  presence,  and  condemned  to  live ; 

Unwelcome  freedom,  and  unthank'd  reprieve : 

Heaven  is  not,  but  where  Emilv  abides, 

And  where  she's  absent,  all  is  hell  besides. 

Kext  to  my  day  of  birth,  was  that  accursed, 

TOch  bound  my  friendship  to  Pirithous  first : 

Had  I  not  known  that  prince,  I  still  had  been 

In  bondage,  and  had  stUl  Emilia  seen : 

Eor  though  I  never  can  her  grace  deserve, 

Tis  recompense  enough  to  see  and  serve. 

0  Palamon,  my  kinsman  and  my  friend, 

How  much  more  happy  fates  thy  love  attend ! 
Thine  is  the  adventure ;  thine  the  victory : 
Well  has  thy  fortune  tum'd  the  dice  for  thee : 
Thou  on  that  angel's  face  may'st  feed  thine  eyes, 
In  prison,  no ;  but  blissful  paradise  ! 
Thou  daily  seest  that  sun  of  beauty  shine, 
And  lov'st  at  least  in  love's  extremest  line. 

1  mourn  in  absence,  love's  eternal  night ; 

And  who  can  tell  but  since  thou  hast  her  sight, 
And  art  a  comely,  young,  and  valiant  knight, 
Fortune  (a  various  power)  may  cease  to  &own. 
And  by  some  ways  imknown  thy  wishes  crown  ? 
But  I,  the  most  forlorn  of  human-kind, 
Nor  help  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find ; 
But  doom'd  to  drag  my  loathsome  Hfe  in  care, 
For  my  reward,  must  end  it  in  despair. 
Kre,  water,  air,  and  earth,  and  force  of  fates, 
■That  governs  all,  and  Heaven  that  all  creates, 
fe  aJt,  nor  nature's  hand  can  ease  my  grief ; 
Nothing  but  death,  the  wretch's  last  relief : 
^en  fere  well  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwell, 
With  youth  and  hfe,  and  life  itself  farewell. 

But  why,  alas !  do  mortal  men  in  vain 
Of  fortune,  fate,  or  Providence  complain  1 
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God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require^ 
And  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire ; 
Some  pray  for  riches — riches  they  obtain ; 
But,  watch'd  by  robbers,  for  their  wealth  are  slain : 
Some  pray  from  prison  to  be  freed ;  and  come, 
When  guilty  of  their  vows,  to  fall  at  home ; 
Murder'd  by  those  they  trusted  with  their  life, 
A  favour'd  servant,  or  a  bosom  wife. 
Such  dear-bought  blessings  happen  every  day; 
Because  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 
Like  drunken  sots  about  the  street  we  roam  : 
Well  knows  the  sot  he  has  a  certain  home : 
Yet  knows  not  how  to  find  the  uncertain  place, 
And  blunders  on,  and  staggers  every  pace. 
Thus  all  seek  happiness  ;  but  few  can  find. 
For  far  the  greater  part  of  men  are  bhnd. 
This  is  my  case,  who  thought  our  utmost  good 
Was  in  one  word  of  freedom  imderstood : 
The  fatal  blessing  came :  from  prison  free, 
I  starve  abroad,  and  lose  the  sight  of  Emily. 

Thus  Arcite :  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
His  sufierings,  Palamon  yet  sufiers  more. 
For  when  he  knew  his  rival  freed  and  gone. 
He  swells  with  wrath  ;  he  makes  outrageous  moan : 
He  frets,  he  fumes,  he  stares,  he  stamps  the  ground ; 
The  hollow  tower  with  clamours  rings  around  : 
With  briny  tears  he  bathed  his  fetter'd  feet, 
And  droop'd  all  o'er  with  agony  of  sweat. 
Alas  !  he  cried  !  I,  wretch  in  prison  pine. 
Too  happy  rival,,  while  the  fruit  is  tmne : 
Thou  liv'st  at  large,  thou  draw'st  thy  native  air. 
Pleased  with  thy  freedom,  proud  of  my  despair : 
Thou  may'st,  since  thou  hast  youth  and  courage  joined, 
A  sweet  behaviour  and  a  solid  mind. 
Assemble  ours,  and  all  the  Theban  race. 
To  vindicate  on  Athens  thy  disgrace ; 
And  after,  by  some  treaty  made,  possess 
Fair  Emily,  the  pledge  of  lasting  peace. 
So  thine  shall  be  the  beauteous  prize,  while  I 
Must  languish  in  despair,  in  prison  die. 
Thus  all  the  advantage  of  the  strife  is  thine, 
Thy  portion  double  joys,  and  double  sorrows  mir<e. 

The  rage  of  jealousy  then  fired  his  soul. 
And  Ina  face  kindled  \\k.e  a.\:)UTiim^  cq^\ 
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.  despair,  succeedlDg  in  her  stead, 
)aleness  turns  the  glowing  red. 
I,  scarce  liquid,  creeps  within  his  veinsy 
)r  which  the  freezing  wind  constrains, 
s  he  said : — ^Eternal  Deities, 

the  world  with  absolute  decrees, 
e  whatever  time  shall  bring  to  pass, 
s  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brass  ; 
the  race  of  human  kind  your  care 
rhat  all  his  fellow-creatures  are  1 
the  rest  is  liable  to  pain, 
the  sheep,  his  brother-beast,  is  slain, 
iger,  prisons,  ills  without  a  cure, 

he  must,  and  guiltless  oft  endure  : 
'^our  justice,  power,  or  prescience  fail, 
B  good  suffer,  and  the  bad  prevail  ? 
rse  to  wretched  virtue  could  befal, 

giddy  fortune  govem'd  all  1 
se  than  other  beasts  is  our  estate ; 

pursue  their  pleasures,  you  create  ; 
id  by  harder  laws,  must  curb  our  will, 
r  commands,  not  our  desires,  fulfil ; 
len  the  creature  is  unjustly  slain, 

death  at  least  he  feels  no  pain  ; 

in  Hfe  surcharged  with  woe  before, 
I  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  suffer  more, 
t  shoots  his  sting  at  unaware ; 
ish'd  thief  forelays  a  traveller ; 

Ues  murdered,  while  the  thief  and  snake, 
s  the  H:hickets,  and  one  thrids  the  brake, 
iivines  decide ;  but  well  I  know, 
mjust,  I  have  my  share  of  woe, 
Saturn,  seated  in  a  luckless  place, 
o's  wrath,  that  persecutes  my  race ; 
and  Venus,  in  a  quartile,  move 
3  of  jealousy  for  Arcite's  love, 
lamon  oppressed  in  bondage  mourn, 

his  exiled  rival  we  return, 
the  sun,  declining  from  his  height, 
had  shortened  to  prolong  the  night : 
then'd  night  gave  length  of  misery 
&he  captive  lover  and  the  free, 
mon  in  endless  prison  mourns, 
ite  forfeits  hfe  if  he  returns ; 
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The  banish'd  never  hopes  his  love  to  see, 
Nor  hopes  the  captive  lord  his  liberty : 
Tis  hard  to  say  who  suffers  greater  pains : 
One  sees  his  love,  but  cannot  break  his  chains : 
One  free,  and  all  his  motions  uncontroll'd. 
Beholds  whatever  he  would,  but  what  he  would  beho] 
Judge  as  you  please,  for  I  will  haste  to  tell' 
What  fortune  to  the  banish'd  knight  befel. — 
When  Arcite  was  to  Thebes  return*d  again, 
The  loss  of  her  he  loved  renew'd  his  pain ; 
What  could  be  worse,  than  never  more  to  see 
His  life,  his  soul,  his  charming  Emily  ? 
He  raved  with  all  the  madness  of  despair, 
He  roar'd,  he  beat  his  breast,  he  tore  his  hair. 
Dry  sorrow  in  his  stupid  eyes  appears, 
For,  wanting  nourishment,  he  wanted  tears : 
His  eye-balls  in  their  hoUow  sockets  sink, 
Bereft  of  sleep  he  loathes  his  meat  and  drink. 
He  withers  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wau 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murdered  man : 
That  pale  turns  yellow,  and  his  face  receives 
The  faded  hue  of  sapless  boxen  leaves : 
In  solitary  groves  he  makes  his  moan, 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone : 
Nor,  mix'd  in  mirth,  in  youthful  pleasures  shares, 
But  sighs  when  songs  and  instruments  he  hears. 
His  spirits  are  so  low,  his  voice  is  drown'd, 
He  hears  as  from  afar,  or  in  a  swound, 
Like  the  deaf  murmurs  of  a  distant  sound : 
Uncomb'd  his  locks,  and  squahd  his  attire, 
Unlike  the  trim  of  love  and  gay  desire ; 
But  full  of  museful  mopings,  which  presage 
The  loss  of  reason,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
This  when  he  had  endured  a  year  and  more. 
Nor  wholly  changed  from  what  he  was  before, 
It  happened  once,  that,  slumbering  as  he  lay, 
He  dream'd,  (his  dream  began  at  break  of  oay) 
That  Hermes  o'er  his  head  in  air  appear'd. 
And  with  soft  words  his  drooping  spirits  cheer'd ;  ■ 
His  hat,  adorn'd  with  wings,  disclosed  the  god. 
And  in  his  hand  he  bore  the  sleep-compelling  rod : 
Such  as  he  seem'd  when,  at  his  sire's  command. 
On  Argus'  head  he  laid  the  si;aky  wand. 
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hiaOf  he  said,  to  conquering  Athens  go, 
^ere  fate  appoints  an         to  all  thy  woo. 

ITie  fright  awaken'd  Arcite  with  a  start, 

Against  his  bosom  bounced  his  heaving  heart ; 

But  soon  he  said,  with  scarce  recover'd  breath^ 

And  thither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  death, 

Sure  to  be  slain ;  but  death  is  my  desire. 

Since  in  Emilia's  sight  I  shall  expire. 

By  chance  he  spied  a  mirror  while  he  spoke. 

Aid  gazing  there  beheld  his  altered  look ; 

Wondering,  he  saw  his  features  and  his  hue 

So  much  were  changed,  that  scarce  himself  he  knew. 

A  sudden  thought  then  starting  in  his  mind. 

Since  I  in  Arcite  cannot  Arcite  find,      ^ 

The  world  may  search  in  vain  with  all  their  eyes, 

But  never  penetrate  through  this  disguise. 

Thanks  to  the  change  which  grief  and  sickness  give, 

In  low  estate  I  may  securely  live. 

And  see  imknown  my  mistress  day  by  day. 

He  said ;  and  clothed  himself  in  coarse  array : 

A  labouring  hind  in  show ;  then  forth  he  went, 

And  to  the  Athenian  towers  his  journey  bent : 

One  squire  attended  in  the  same  disguise, 

3Iade  conscious  of  his  master's  enterprise. 

Arrived  at  Athens,  soon  he  came  to  court, 

Unknown,  unquestion'd  in  that  thick  resort : 

Proffering  for  hire  his  service  at  the  gate. 

To  drudge,  draw  water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 
So  fair  befel  him,  that  for  little  gain 

He  served  at  first  Emilia's  chamberlain ; 

And,  watchful  all  advantages  to  spy, 

Was  still  at  hand,  and  in  his  master!s  eye ; 

And  as  his  bones  were  big,  and  sinews  strong, 

Refused  no  toil  that  could  to  slaves  belong ; 

But  from  deep  wells  with  engines  water  di-ew, 

And  used  his  noble  hands  the  wood  to  hew. 

He  mss'd  a  year  at  least  attending  thus 

On  Emily,  and  call'd  Philostratus. 

But  never  was  there  man  of  his  degree 

So  much  esteem'd,  so  well  beloved  as  he. 

So  gentle  of  condition  was  he  known, 

That  through  the  coiuii  his  courtesy  was  blown : 

All  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  place, 

And  recommend  him  to  the  royal  grace ; 
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That  exercised  within  a  higher  sphere. 
His  virtues  more  conspicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  general  voice  was  Arcite  praised. 
And  by  great  Theseus  to  high  favour  raised ; 
Among  his  menial  servants  first  enroll'd. 
And  largely  entertain'd  with,  sums  of  gold : 
Besides  what  secretly  from  Thebes  was  sent, 
Of  his  own  income,  and  his  annual  rent : 
This  well  employed,  he  purchased  friends  and  fame^ 
But  cautiously  conceal'd  from  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  years  he  Hved  with  large  increase, 
In  arms  of  honour,  and  esteem  in  peace ; 
To  Theseus'  person  he  was  ever  near ; 
And  Theseus  for  his  virtues  held  him  deal*. 


BOOK  II. 

While  Arcite  lives  in  bliss,  the  story  turns 
"Where  hopeless  Palamon  in  prison  mourns. 
For  six  long  vears  immured,  the  captive  knight 
Had  dragged  his  chains,  and  scarcely  seen  the  light  r 
Lost  liberty  and  love  at  once  he  bore : 
His  prison  pain'd  him  much,  his  passion  more : 
Nor  dares  he  hope  his  fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  wishes  to  be  free  from  love. 

But  when  the  next  revolving  year  was  run. 
And  May  within  the  Twins  received  the  sun, 
Were  it  by  chance,  or  forceful  destiny, 
Which  forms  in  causes  first  whate'er  shall  be, 
Assisted  by  a  friend,  one  moonless  night. 
This  Palamon  from  prison  took  his  flight : 
A  pleasant  beverage  he  prepared  before. 
Of  wine  and  honey  mix'd  with  added  store 
Of  opium  ;  to  his  keeper  this  he  brought. 
Who  swallowed  unaware  the  sleepy  draught, 
And  snored  secure  till  mom,  his  senses  boimd 
In  slumber,  and  in  long  oblivion  drown'd. 
Short  was  the  night,  and  careful  Palamon 
Sought  the  next  covert  ere  the  rising  sun. 
A  thick-spread  forest  near  the  city  lay, 
To  this  with  lengthened  strides  he  took  his  way, 
(For  far  he  could  not  fiy,  and  fear'd  the  day.) 
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Safe  from  pursuit,  he  meant  to  shun  the  light, 

Till  the  brown  shadows  of  the  friendly  night 

To  Thebes  might  favour  his  intended  flight. 

When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  design 

Was. all  the  Theban  race  in  arms  to  join. 

And  war  on  Theseus,  till  he  lost  his  life, 

Or  won  the  beauteous  EmUy  to  wife. 

Thu3  while  his  thoughts  the  lingering  day  beguile^ 

To  gentle  Arcite  let  us  turn  our  style ; 

Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  care. 

Till  treacherous  fortune  caught  him  in  the  snare. 

The  morning  lark,  the  messenger  of  day. 

Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  gray ; 

And  soon  the  sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright. 

That  all  the  horizon  laugh'd  to  see  the  joyous  sight ; 

He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  rose  renews, 

And  licks  the  drooping  leaves,  and  dries  the  dews ; 

When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  resolved  to  pay 

Observance  to  the  month  of  merry  May : 

Perth  on  his  fiery  steed  betimes  ne  rode, 

That  scarcely  prints  the  turf  on  which  he  trod : 

-At  ease  he  seem'd,  and,  prancing  o'er  the  plains, 

Tum'd  only  to  the  grove  his  horse's  reins, 

The  grove  I  named  before ;  and,  lighted  there, 

-A  woodbine  garland  sought  to  crown  his  hair ; 

Then  tum'd  his  face  against  the  rising  day, 

-And  raised  his  voice  to  welcome  in  the  May.— 

For  thee,  sweet  month,  the  groves  green  liveries  wear, 
Jf  not  the  first,  the  fiurest  of  the  year : 
IFor  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dancing  hours. 

And  Nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers : 
"When  thy  short  reign  is  past,  the  feverish  sun 
The  sultrjr  tropic  fears,  and  moves  more  slowly  on. 
So  may  tny  tender  blossoms  fear  no  blight, 
^or  goats  with  venom'd  teeth  thy  tendrils  bite. 

As  thou  shalt  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  find 

The  fragrant  greens  I  seek,  my  brows  to  bind. 
His  vows  address'd,  within  the  grove  he  stray'd. 

Till  fete  or  fortune  near  the  place  convey'd 

^His  steps  where  secret  Palamon  was  laid. 

I'ull  little  thought  him  of  the  gentle  knight, 

Who,  flying  death,  had  there  conceal'd  his  flight, 

In  brakes  and  brambles  hid,  and  shunning  mortal  sight. 
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And  less  he  knew  him  for  his  hated  foe, 

But  fear'd  him  as  a  man  he  did  not  know. 

But  as  it  has  been  said  of  ancient  years, 

The  fields  are  full  of  eyes,  and  woods  have  ears ; 

For  this  the  wise  are  ever  on  their  guard, 

For,  unforeseen,  (they  say,)  is  unprepared. 

Uncautious  Arcite  thought  himself  alone, 

And  less  than  all  suspected  Palamon ; 

Who,  listening,  heard  him,  while  he  searched  the  grovft 

And  loudly  sung  his  roundelay  of  love  : 

But  on  the  sudden  stopp'd,  and  silent  stood, — 

As  lovers  often  muse,  and  change  their  mood ; 

Now  high  as  heaven,  and  then  as  low  as  hoU ; 

Now  up,  now  down,  as  buckets  in  a  well ; 

For  Venus,  like  her  day,  will  change  her  cheer, 

And  seldom  shall  we  see  a  Friday  clear. — 

Thus  Arcite  having  sung,  with  aiter  d  hue 

Sunk  on  the  ground,  and  from  his  bosom  drew 

A  desperate  sigh,  accusing  heaven  and  fate, 

And  angry  Jimo's  unrelenting  hate. 

Cursed  be  the  day  when  first  I  did  appear ; 

Let  it  be  blotted  from  the  calendar. 

Lest  it  pollute  the, month,  and  poison  all  the  year. 

Still  will  the  jealous  Queen  pursue  our  race  ? 

Cadmus  is  dead,  tho  Theban  city  was : 

Yet  ceases  not  her  hate  :  for  all  who  come 

From  Cadmus  are  involved  in  Cadmus'  doom. 

I  suffer  for  my  blood :  unjust  decree ! 

That  pimishes  another's  crime  on  me. 

In  mean  estate  I  serve  my  mortal  foe. 

The  man  who  caused  my  country's  overthrow. 

This  is  not  all ;  for  Juno,  to  my  shame. 

Has  forced  me  to  forsake  my  former  name ; 

Arcite  I  was,  Philostratus  I  am. 

That  side  of  heaven  is  all  my  enemy ; 

Mars  ruin'd  Thebes  :  his  mother  ruin'd  me. 

Of  all  the  royal  race  remains  but  one 

Besides  myself,  the  unhappy  Palamon, 

Whom  Theseus  holds  in  bonds,  and  will  not  free ; 

Without  a  crime,  except  his  kin  to  me. 

Yet  these,  and  all  the  rest,  I  could  endure  ; 

For  love's  a  malady  without  a  cure ; 

Fierce  Love  has  pierced  me  with  his  fiery  dart, 

He  fires  within,  and  Yuasea  «A.  lo.^  Vveart. 
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Ifour  eyes,  &ir  Emilv,  my  fete  pursue ; 

I  suffer  for  the  rest,  I  die  for  you. 

Of  such  a  goddess  no  time  leaves  record, 

Who  bum'd  thfe  temple  where  she  was  adored ; 

And  let  it  bum,  I  never  will  complain, 

Pleased  with  my  sufferings,  if  you  knew  my  pain* 

At  this  a  sickly  qualm  his  heart  assailed. 
His  ears  i*ing  inward,  and  his  senses  fail'd. 
Xo  word  miss'd  Palamon  of  all  he  spoke, 
But  soon  to  deadly  pale  he  changed  his  look : 
He  trembled  every  limb,  and  felt  a  smart, 
As  if  cold  steel  had  gUded  through  his  heart ; 
N'or  longer  stood,  but  starting  from  his  place. 
Discovered  stood,  and  show'd  his  hostile  fece : 
Palse  traitor  Arcite,  traitor  to  thy  blood, 
Bound  by  thy  sacred  oath  to  seek  my  good, 
Now  art  thou  found  forsworn,  for  Emily ; 
And  dar'st  attempt  her  love,  for  whom  I  die. 
3o  hast  thou  cheated  Theseus  with  a  wile. 
Against  thy  vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Under  a  borrowed  name :  as  false  to  me, 
So  felse  thou  art  to  him  who  set  thee  free  : 
Bat  rest  assiu*ed,  that  either  thou  shalt  die. 
Or  else  renounce  thy  claim  in  Emily ; 
For  though  imarm'd  I  am,  and  (freed  by  chance) 
Am  here  without  my  sword,  or  pointed  lance  : 
Hope  not,  base  man,  unquestioned  hence  to  go. 
For  I  am  Palamon,  thy  mortal  foe. 

Arcite,  who  heard  his  tale,  and  knew  the  man, 
His  sword  imsheathed,  and  fiercely  thus  began : 
Now,  by  the  gods,  who  govern  heaven  above, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  himger,  mad  with  love. 
That  word  had  been  thy  last,  or  in  this  grove 

This  hand  should  force  thee  to  renoimce  thy  love. 

The  surety  which  I  gave  thee,  I  defy : 

Fool,  not  to  know  that  love  endures  no  tie. 

And  Jove  but  laughs  at  lovers'  perjury. 

Know  I  will  serve  the  fair  in  thy  despite  ; 

But  since  thou  art  my  kinsman,  and  a  knight, 

Here,  have  my  faith,  to-morrow  in  this  grove 

Our  arms  shall  plead  the  titles  of  our  love : 

And  Heaven  so  nelp  my  right,  as  I  alone 

Will  come,   and  keep  the  cause  and  quarrel  both  un 
known, 
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With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myself  and  thee ; 
Choose  thou  the  best,  and  leave  the  worst  to  meii 
And,  that  at  better  ease  thou  may'st  abide. 
Bedding  and  clothes  I  will  this  night  provide, 
And  needful  sustenance,  that  thou  may'st  be 
A  conquest  better  won,  and  worthy  pae. 
His  promise  Palamon  accepts  ;  but  pray'd, 
To  keep  it  better  than  the  first  he  made. 
Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn, 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  faith  to  pawn. 
Oh  Love !  thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maintain, 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  thy  reign. 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  fellowship  disdain. 
This  was  in  Arcite  proved,  and  Palamon, 
Both  in  despair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  return'd,  and,  as  in  honour  tied. 
His  foe  with  bedding,  and  with  food  supplied ; 
Then,  ere  the  day,  two  suits  of  armour  sought, 
Which  borne  before  him  on  his  steed  he  brought : 
Both  were  of  shining  steel,  and  wrought  so  pure, 
As  might  the  strokes  of  two  such  arms  endure. 
Now,  at  the  time,  and  in  the  appointed  place, 
The  challenger  and  challenged,  face  to  face, 
Approach ;  each  other  from  afar  they  knew. 
And  from  afar  their  hatred  changed  their  hue. 
So  stands  the  Thracian  herdsman  with  his  spear, 
Full  in  the  gap,  and  hopes  the  hunted  bear," 
And  hears  him  rustling  in  the  wood,  and  sees 
His  course  at  distance  by  the  bending  trees ; 
And  thinks,  Here  comes  my  mortal  enemy. 
And  either  he  must  fall  in  fight,  or  I : 
This  while  he  thinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  dart ; 
A  generous  chilness  seizes  every  part : 
The  veins  pour  back  the  blood,  and  fortify  the  heart. 
Thus  pale  they  meet ;  their  eyes  with  fury  bum ; 
None  greets  ;  for  none  the  greeting  will  return : 
But  in  dumb  surliness,  each  arm'd  with  care 
His  foe  profess'd,  as  brother  of  the  war  : 
Then  both,  no  moment  lost,  at  once  advance 
Against  each  other,  arm'd  with  sword  and  lance : 
They  lash,  they  foin,  they  pass,  they  strive  to  bore 
Their  corslets,  and  the  thinnest  parts  explore. 
Thus  two  long  hours  in  equal  arms  they  stood, 
ndp  wounded,  wound*,  UYL\io\.\i'^<ixe  bathed  in  blood; 
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ind  not  a  foot  of  ground  had  either  got, 
^  if  the  world  depended  on  the  spot. 
hU  Arcite  like  an  angry  tiger  fared, 
^nd  like  a  lion  Palamon  appeared : 
)r,  as  two  hoars,  whom  love  to  hattle  draws, 
Vith  rising  bristles,  and  with  frothy  jaws, 
^eir  adverse  breasts  with  tusks  oblique  they  wound  ; 
nth  grunts  and  groans  the  forest  rings  around. 
0  fought  the  knights,  and  fighting  must  abide, 
'ill  fate  an  umpire  sends  their  differ c  nee  to  decide, 
he  power  that  ministers  to  God's  decrees, 
nd  executes  on  earth  what  Heaven  foresees, 
all'd  Providence,  or  Chance,  or  Fatal  Sway, 
omes  with  resistless  force,  and  finds  or  makes  her  way, 
or  kings,  nor  nations,  nor  united  power, 
ne  moment  can  retard  the  appointed  hour, 
nd  some  one  day,  some  wondrous  chance  appears, 
rhich  happened  not  in  centuries  of  years : 
or  sure,  whate'er  we  mortals  hate,  or  love, 
r  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  powers  above ; 
hey  njove  o\ur  appetites  to  good  or  ill, 
-nd  by  foresight  necessitate  the  will. 
In  Theseus  this  appears  ;  whose  youthful  joy 
7qs  beasts  of  chace  in  forests  to  destroy ; 
"his  gentle  knight,  inspired  by  jolly  May, 
orsook  his  easy  couch  at  early  day, 
Old  to  the  wood  and  wilds  pursued  his  way. 
leside  him  rode  Hippohta  the  queen, 
Lnd  Emily  attired  in  Uvely  green, 
V^ith  horns,  and  hoimds,  and  all  the  timeful  cry, 
'o  hunt  a  royal  hart  within  the  covert  nigh : 
uid  as  he  follow'd  Mars  before,  so  now 
Is  serves  the  goddess  of  the  silver  bow. 
lie  way  that  Theseus  took  was  to  the  wood 
Vhere  the  two  knights  in  cruel  battle  stood : 
^e  lawn  on  which  they  fought,  the  appointed  plaoe 
n  which  the  uncoupled  hounds  began  the  chace. 
Hiither  forth-right  he  rode  to  rouse  the  prey, 
Hiat  shaded  by  the  fern  in  harbour  lay  ; 
^d  thence  dislodged,  was  wont  to  leave  the  wood, 
Por  open  fields,  and  cross  the  crystal  flood, 
^proach'd,  and  looking  underneath  the  sun, 
H©  saw  proud  Arcite,  and  fierce  Palamon, 
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In  mortal  battle  doubling  blow  on  blow ; 
Like  lightning  flamed  their  falchions  to  and  fro, 
And  shot  a  dreadful  gleam ;  so  strong  they  strook, 
There  seem'd  less  force  required  to  fell  an  oak : 
He  gazed  with  wonder  on  their  equal  might, 
Look'd  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  knight : 
Besolved  to  learn,  he  spurr'd  his  fiery  steed 
"With  goring  rowels  to  provoke  his  speed. 
The  minute  ended  that  began  the  race, 
So  soon  he  was  betwixt  *em  on  the  place  ; 
And  with  his  sword  unsheathed,  on  pain  of  life 
Commands  both  combatants  to  cease  their  strife : 
Then  with  imperious  tone  pursues  his  threat ; 
What  are  you  1  why  in  arms  together  met  1 
How  dares  your  pride  presume  against  my  laws. 
As  in  a  listed  field  to  fight  your  cause  ? 
Unask'd  the  royal  grant ;  no  marshal  by. 
As  knightly  rites  require  ;  nor  judge  to  try? 
Then  Palamon,  with  scarce  recover'd  breatn, 
Thus  hasty  spoke  :  We  both  deserve  the  death, 
And  both  would  die  ;  for  look  the  world  around, 
A  pair  so  wretched  is  not  to  be  found. 
Our  life 's  a  load  ;  encumbered  with  the  chai^ge. 
We  long  to  set  the  imprisoned  soul  at  large. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  sovereign  judge,  decree 
The  rightful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me  ; 
Let  neither  find  thy  grace  ;  for  grace  is  cruelty. 
Me  first,  oh,  kill  me  first ;  and  cure  my  woe  : 
Then  sheathe  the  sword  of  justice  on  my  foe : 
Or  kill  him  first ;  for  when  his  name  is  neard, 
He  foremost  will  receive  his  due  reward. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  is  he  ;  thy  mortal  foe  : 
On  whom  thy  gmce  did  liberty  bestow, 
But  first  contracted,  that  if  ever  found 
By  day  or  night  upon  the  Athenian  gromid, 
HLs  head  should  pay  the  forfeit ;  see  return'd 
The  perjured  knight,  his  oath  and  honour  scom^cL 
For  this  is  he,  who,  with  a  borrow'd  name 
And  profter'd  ser^-ice,  to  thy  palace  came, 
Now  caird  Philostratus  :  retained  by  thee, 
A  traitor  trusted,  and  in  high  degree, 
Aspiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Emily. 
My  part  remains  ;  from  Thebes  my  birth  I  own, 
And  call  myself  the  \inViaT^\)y  Pa.\a.mou. 
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16  not  like  that  man ;  since  no  disgrace 
36  me  to  renounce  the  honour  of  my  race. 
16  for  what  I  am :  1  broke  my  chain, 
•mised  I  thy  prisoner  to  remain : 
e  of  liberty  with  life  is  given, 
5  itself  the  inferior  gift  of  Heaven, 
ithout  crime  I  fled  ;  but  fsarther  know, 
this  Arcite,  am  thy  mortal  foe : 
ve  me  death,  since  I  thy  life  pursue ; 
5guard  of  thyself,  death  is  my  due. 
ould'st  thou  know  1    I  love  bright  Emily, 
r  her  sake,  and  in  her  sight,  will  die : 
.  my  rival  too  ;  for  he  no  less 
)s ;  and  I  thy  righteous  doom  wiU  bless, 
I  that  what  I  lose,  he  never  shall  possess, 
lis  replied  the  stem  Athenian  prince, 
irly  smiled :  In  owning  your  offence 
Ige  yourself ;  and  I  but  keep  record 
3  of  law,  while  you  pronounce  the  word. 
)ur  desert,  the  death  you  have  decreed ; 
our  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed  : 
s,  the  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die. 

;  dumb  sorrow  seized  the  standers-by. 
ien  above  the  rest,  by  nature  good, 
ttern  form'd  of  perfect  womanhood) 
der  pity  wept :  when  she  began, 
1  the  bright  quire  the  infectious  virtue  ran. 
)p'd  their  tears,  even  the  contended  maid : 
IS  among  themselves  they  softly  said : 
res  can  suffer  this  imworthy  sight ! 
iths  of  royal  blood,  renown'd  in  fight, 
itership  of  heaven  in  face  and  mind, 
ers,  far  beyond  their  faithless  kind : 
r  wide-streaming  wounds  :  they  neither  camo 
le  of  empire,  nor  desire  of  fame  : 
jht  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  applause  : 
»  for  love  alone  ;  that  crowns  the  lover's  cause. 
'Ught,  which  ever  bribes  the  beauteous  kind, 
y  wrought  in  every  lady's  mind, 
t  their  steeds,  and  prostrate  on  the  place, 
e  fierce  king  implored  the  offenders'  grace, 
used  a  while,  stood  silent  in  his  moo(^ 

his  rage  was  boiling  in  his  blood  ;) 
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But  soon  his  tender  mind  the  impression  felt, 
(As  softest  metals  are  not  slow  to  melt, 
And  pity  soonest  runs  in  softest  minds ;) 
Then  reasons  with  himself ;  and  first  he  fbids 
His  passion  cast  a  mist  before  his  sense. 
And  either  made,  or  magnified  the  ofifence. 
Ofience  ?  of  what  1  to  whom  t  who  judged  the  cause ! 
The  prisoner  freed  himself  by  nature's  laws : 
Born  free,  he  sought  his  right :  the  man  he  freed 
Was  perjured,  but  his  love  excused  the  deed : 
Thus  pondering,  he  look'd  under  with  his  eyes. 
And  saw  the  women's  tears,  and  heard  their  cries ; 
"Which  moved  compassion  more ;  he  shook  his  head, 
And  softly  sighing  to  himself  he  said : — 

Curse  on  the  unpardoning  prince,  whom  tears  can  dra 
To  no  remorse  ;  who  rules  by  Uons'  law  ; 
And  deaf  to  prayers,  by  no  submission  bow'd, 
Rends  all  alike  ;  the  penitent,  and  proud ! 
At  this,  with  look  serene,  he  raised  his  head ; 
Reason  resumed  her  place,  and  passion  fled  : 
Then  thus  aloud  he  spoke  :  The  power  of  love, 
Tn  earth,  and  seas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above. 
Rules,  unresisted,  with  an  awful  nod ; 
By  daily  miracles  declared  a  god  : 
He  blinds  the  wise,  gives  eye-sight  to  the  blind ; 
And  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  lover's  mind. 
Behold  that  Arcite,  and  this  Palamon, 
Freed  from  my  fetters,  and  in  safety  gone, 
What  hinder'd  either  in  their  native  soil 
At  ease  to  reap  the  harvest  of  their  toil  1 
But  Love,  their  lord,  did  otherwise  ordain. 
And  brought  'em  in  their  own  despite  again, 
To  suffer  death  deserved  ;  for  weU  they  know, 
'Tis  in  my  power,  and  I  their  deadly  foe. 
The  proverb  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love. 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  gods  above. 
See  how  the  madmen  bleed :  behold  the  gains 
With  which  their  master,  Love,  rewards  their  pain& 
For  seven  long  years,  on  duty  every  day, 
Lo  their  obedience,  and  their  monarch's  pay : 
Yet,  as  in  duty  bound,  they  serve  him  on  ; 
And,  ask  the  fools,  they  think  it  wisely  done ; 
Nor  ease,  nor  wealth,  nor  life  itself,  regard. 
For  ^tia  their  maxim,  Love  is  love's  reward. 
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.  not  all ;  the  fair,  for  whom  they  strove, 

lew  before,  nor  could  suspect  their  love, 

ought,  when  she  beheld  the  fight  from  far, 

auty  was  the  occasion  of  the  war. 

re  a  general  doom  on  man  is  pass'd, 

1  are  fools  and  lovers,  first  or  last : 

•oth  by  others  and  myself,  I  know, 

lave  served  their  sovereign  long  ago ; 

ve  been  caught  within  the  winding  train 

ale  snares,  and  felt  the  lover's  pain, 

am'd  how  far  the  god  can  human  hearts  constrain. 

i  remembrance,  and  the  prayers  of  those, 

3r  the  offending  warriors  interpose, , 

their  forfeit  Hves ;  on  this  accord, 

mo  homage  as  their  sovereign  lord  ; 

J  my  vassals,  to  their  utmost  might, 

mv  person,  and  assert  my  right. 

eely  sworn,  the  knights  their  grace  obtained. ' 

hus  the  king  his  secret  thoughts  explained : 

Ith,  or  honour,  or  a  royal  race, 

h,  or  all  may  win  a  laay's  grace, 

jither  of  you  knights  may  well  deserve 

cess  born  ;  and  such  is  she  you  serve  : 

nily  is  sister  to  the  crown, 

at  too  well  to  both  her  beauty  known : 

ould  you  combat  till  you  both  were  dead, 

>vers  cannot  share  a  single  bed : 

refore  both  are  equal  in  degree, 

b  of  both  be  left  to  destiny. 

ear  the  award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 

,  and  him  who  best  deserves  her  love. 

i  from  hence  in  peace,  and,  free  as  air, 

the  wide  world,  and  where  you  please  repair ; 
L  the  day  when  this  returning  sun 

same  point  through  every  sign  has  run, 
jach  of  you  his  hundred  knights  shall  bring, 
al  Usts,  to  fight  before  the  king ; 
len  the  knight,  whom  fate  or  happy  chance 
7ith  his  friends  to  victory  advance, 
race  his  arms  so  far  in  equal  fight, 
Dut  the  bars  to  force  hia  opposite, 
,  or  make  him  recreant  on  the  plain, 
ize  of  valour  and  of  love  shall  gain ; 
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The  vanquisli'd  party  shall  their  claim  release. 

And  the  long  jars  conclude  in  lasting  peace. 

The  charge  be  mine  to  adorn  the  chosen  gromid, 

The  theatre  of  war,  for  champions  so  renown*d  ; 

And  take  the  patron's  place,  of  either  knight^ 

With  eyes  impartial  to  behold  the  fight ; 

And  Heaven  of  me  so  judge  as  I  shaJl  judge  arighl 

If  both  are  satisfied  with  this  accord, 

Swear  by  the  laws  of  knighthood  on  my  sword. 

Who  now  but  Palamon  exults  with  joy  ? 
And  ravish'd  Arcite  seems  to  touch  the  sky : 
The  whole  assembled  troop  was  pleased  as  well, 
Extol  the  award,  and  on  their  knees  they  fell 
To  bless  the  gracious  king.   The  knights  with  leaA 
Departing  from  the  place,  his  last  commands  recei 
On  Emily  with  equal  ardour  look, 
And  from  her  eyes  their  inspiration  took. 
From  thence  to  Thebes'  old  walls  pursue  their  wa; 
Each  to  provide  his  champions  for  the  day. 

It  might  be  deem'd,  on  our  historian's  part, 
Or  too  much  negligence,  or  want  of  art, 
If  he  forgot  the  vast  magnificence 
Of  royal  Theseus,  and  his  large  expense. 
He  first  enclosed  for  lists  a  level  ground. 
The  whole  circumference  a  mile  around  ; 
The  form  was  circular  ;  and  all  without 
A  trench  was  sunk,  to  moat  the  place  about. 
Within  an  amphitheatre  appear'd, 
Kaised  in  degrees,  to  sixty  paces  rear'd  : 
That  when  a  man  was  placed  in  one  degree, 
Height  was  allow'd  for  nim  above  to  see. 

inSatward  was  built  a  gate  of  marble  white ; 
The  like  adom'd  the  western  opposite. 
A  nobler  object  than  this  fabric  was, 
Rome  never  saw ;  nor  of  so  vast  a  space. 
For  rich  with  spoils  of  many  a  conquer'd  land, 
All  arts  and  artists  Theseus  could  command ; 
Who  sold  for  hire,  or  wrought  for  better  fame ; 
The  master-painters,  and  the  carvers,  came. 
So  rose  withm  the  compass  of  the  year 
An  age's  work,  a  glorious  theatre. 
Then  o'er  its  eastern  gate  was  raised  above 
A  ^emple,  sacred  to  the  Queen  of  Love ; 
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-ar  stood  below :  on  either  hand 

ist  with  roses  crown'd,  who  held  a  mjTtle  wand. 

dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  opposed, 
n  the  north  a  turret  was  enclosed, 
Q  the  walls  of  alabaster  white, 
rimson  coral  for  the  queen  of  night, 
akes  in  sylvan  sports  her  chaste  delight, 
hin  these  oratories  might  you  see 
arvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery  : 
)  every  figure  to  the  Hfe  express'd 
)dhead*s  power  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
aus'  temple  on  the  sides  were  seen 
roken  slumbers  of  enamour'd  men, 
•s  that  ev'n  spoke,  and  pity  seem'd  to  call, 
jsuing  sighs  that  smoked  along  the  walL 
[aints,  and  hot  desires,  the  lover's  hell, 
calding  tears  th^t  wore  a  channel  where  they  fell : 
11  around  were  nuptial  bonds,  the  ties, 
e's  assurance,  and  a  train  of  Lies, 
made  in  lust,  conclude  in  perjuries. 
J,  and  Youth,  and  Wealth,  and  Luxury, 
prightly  Hope,  and  short-enduring  Joy ; 
orceries  to  raise  the  infernal  powers, 
igils  framed  in  planetary  hours : 
se,  and  After-thought,  and  idle  Gare, 
)oubts  of  motley  hue,  and  dark  Despair ; 
ions,  and  fantastical  Surmise, 
ealousy  suffused,  with  jaundice  in  her  eyes^ 
During  all  she  view'd,  in  tawny  dress'd ; 
■look'd,  and  with  a  cuckoo  on  her  fist, 
ed  to  her,  on  t'  other  side  advance 
)stly  feast,  the' carol,  and  the  dance, 
•els,  and  music,  poetry,  and  play, 
alls  by  night,  and  tournaments  by  day. 
3se  were  painted  on  the  walls,  and  more ; 
a^ts  and  monuments  of  times  before  : 
thers  added  by  prophetic  doom, 
)vers  yet  unborn,  and  loves  to  come  : 
lere  the  Idalian  mount,  and  Citheron, 
)urt  of  Venus,  was  in  colours  drawn : 
;  the  palace-gate,  in  careless  dress, 
)ose  array,  sat  portress  Idleness  > 

by  the  fount,  Narcissus  pined  alone ; 

Samson  was ;  with  wiser  Solomoii, 
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And  all  the  mighty  names  by  love  undone. 

Medea's  charms  were  there,  Circean  feasts, 

With  bowls  that  tum'd  enamour'd  youths  to  beasts : 

Here  might  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit^ 

And  prowess,  to  the  power  of  love  submit : 

The  spreading  snare  for  all  mankind  is  laid ; 

And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betray'd. 

The  goddess'  self  some  noble  hand  had  wrought ; 

Smiling  she  seem'd,  and  fiill  of  pleasing  thought  : 

From  ocean  as  she  first  began  to  rise. 

And  smooth'd  the  ruffled  seas,  and  clear'd  the  skies ; 

She  trod  the  brine  aU  bare  below  the  breast. 

And  the  green  waves  but  iU  conceal'd  the  rest. 

A  lute  she  held  ;  and  on  her  head  was  seen 

A  wreath  of  roses  red,  and  myrtles  green ; 

Her  turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  air  above ; 

And,  by  his  mother,  stood  an  infanl^  Love, 

With  wings  imfledged  ;  his  eyes  were  banded  o'er ; 

His  hands  a  bow,  his  back  a  quiver  bore, 

Supplied  with  arrows  bright  and  keen,  a  deadly  store. 

But  in  the  dome  of  mighty  Mars  the  red 
With  different  figures  all  the  sides  were  spread ; 
This  temple,  less  in  form,  with  equal  grace, 
Was  imitative  of  the  first  in  Thrace : 
For  that  cold  region  was  the  loved  abode. 
And  sovereign  mansion  of  the  warrior  goo. 
The  landscape  was  a  forest  wide  and  bare ; 
Where  neither  beast,  nor  human  kind  repair ; 
The  fowl,  that  scent  afar,  the  borders  fly. 
And  shun  the  bitter  blast,  and  wheel  aoout  the  sky. 
A  cake  of  scurf  lies  baking  on  the  groimd. 
And  prickly  stubs,  instead  of  trees,  are  found  ; 
Or  woods  with  knots  and  knares  deform'd  and  old ; 
Headless  the  most,  and  hideous  to  behold : 
A  rattUng  tempest  through  the  branches  went. 
That  stripped  'em  bare,  and  one  sole  way  they  bent. 
Heaven  froze  above,  severe,  the  clouds  congeal, 
And  through  the  crystal  vault  appear'd  the  standing  fa 
Such  was  the  face  without :  a  mountain  stood 
Threatening  from  high,  and  overlooked  the  wood : 
Beneath  the  lowering  brow,  and  on  a  bent, 
The  temple  stood -of  Mars  armipotent : 
The  frame  of  bumish'd  steel,  that  cast  a  glare 
From  far,  and  seem'd  to  tha\<f  the  freezing  air. 
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.  long  entry  to  the  temple  led, 

ith  high  walls,  and  horror  over  head  : 

issued  such  a  blast,  and  hollow  roar. 

iten'd  from  the  hinge  to  heave  the  door ; 

ugh  that  door,  a  northern  light  there  shone ; 

11  it  had,  for  windows  there  were  none. 

3  was  adamant ;  eternal  frame  ! 

hew'd  by  Mars  himself,  from  Indian  quarries  canio. 

)ur  of  a  god ;  and  all  along 

ron  plates  were  clench'd  to  make  it  strong. 

bout  was  every  pillar  there  ; 

I'd  mirror  shone  not  half  so  clear. 

iw  I  how  the  secret  felon  wrought, 

ason  labouring  in  the  traitor's  thought, 

iwife  Time  the  ripen'4  plot  to  murder  brought. 

le  red  Anger  dared  the  pallid  Fear  j 

ood  Hypocrisy,  with  holy  leer ; 

ling,  and  demurely  looking  down, 

the  dagger  imderneath  the  gown : 

issinating  wife,  the  household  tiend, 

the  blackest  there,  the  traitor-friend, 

ler  side  there  stood  Destruction  bare ; 

jh'd  Rapine,  and  a  waste  of  war. 

with  sharpen'd  knives  in  cloisters  drawn, 
with  blood  bespread  the  holy  lawn. 
3naces  were  heard,  and  foul  disgrace, 
7ling  infamy,  in  language  base ; 
;e  was  lost  in  sound,  and  silence  fled  the  place, 
er  of  himseh"  yet  saw  I  there, 
3  congeard  was  clotted  in  his  hair : 
es  half  closed,  and  gaping  mouth  he  lay, 
n,  as  when  he  breathed  his  sullen  soul  away. 
u  of  all  the  dome.  Misfortune  sat, 
3my  Discontent,  and  fell  Debate, 
dness  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood ; 
I'd  complaint  on  theft ;  and  cries  of  blood, 
as  the  murder'd  corpse,  in  covert  laid, 
lent  death  in  thousand  shapes  display'd : 
•  to  the  soldier's  rage  resign'd : 
ess  wars,  and  poverty  behind : 
imt  in  fight,  or  forced  on  rocky  shores, 

rash  hunter  strangled  by  the  boars : 
'-born  babe  by  nurses  overlaid ; 

cook  caught  within  the  raging  ^i^\vftxaa^<^ 
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All  ills  of  Mars's  nature,  flame,  and  steel  i 
The  gasping  charioteer,  beneath  the  wheel 
Of  his  own  car ;  the  ruin'd  house  that  falls 
And  intercepts  her  lord  betwixt  the  walls : 
The  whole  division  that  to  Mars  pertains, 
All  trades  of  death  that  deal  in  steel  for  gains, 
"VVere  there :  the  butcher,  armourer,  and  smithy 
Who  forges  sharpened  falchions,  or  the  scythe. 
The  scarlet  Conquest  on  a  tower  was  placed, 
With  shouts,  and  soldiers'  acclamations  graced ; 
A  pointed  sword  hung  threatening  o'er  ms  head, 
Sustain'd  but  by  a  slender  twine  of  thread. 
There  saw  I  Mars's  Ides,  the  Capitol, 
The  seer  in  vain  foretelling  Caasar's  fall  •, 
ITie  last  triumvirs,  and  the  wars  they  move, 
And  Antony,  who  lost  the  world  for  love. 
These,  and  a  thousand  more,  the  fane  adorn ; 
Their  fates  were  painted  ere  the  men  were  bom, 
AU  copied  from  the  heavens,  and  ruhng  force 
Of  the  red  star,  in  his  revolving  course. 
The  form  of  Mars  high  on  a  chariot  stood, 
All  sheathed  in  arms,  and  gruffly  look'd  the  god : 
Two  geomantic  figures  were  displayed 
Above  his  head,  a  warrior  and  a  maid, 
One  when  direct,  and  one  when  retrograde. 
Tired  with  deformities  of  death,  I  haste 
To  the  third  temple  of  Diana  chaste. 
A  sylvan  scene  with  various  greens  was  drawn. 
Shades  on  the  sides,  and  in  the  midst  a  lawn : 
The  silver  Cynthia,  with  her  nymphs  around. 
Pursued  the  flying  deer,  the  woods  with  horns  resound: 
Calisto  there  stood  manifest  of  shame, 
And,  ttirn'd  a  bear,  the  northern  star  became : 
Her  son  was  next,  and,  by  peculiar  grace. 
In  the  cold  circle  held  the  second  place  : 
The  stag  Actocon  in  the  stream  had  spied 
The  naked'  huntress,  and,  for  seeing,  died : 
His  hounds,  unknowing  of  his  change,  pursue 
The  chace,  and  their  mistaken  master  slew. 
Peneian  Daphne  too  was  there  to  see, 
Apollo's  love  before,  and  now  his  tree : 
The  adjoining  fane  the  assembled  Greeks  express'd, 
And  hunting  of  the  Caledonian  beast. 
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CEnides'  valour,  and  his  envied  prize : 

The  fatal  power  of  Atalauta's  eyes ; 

Diana's  vengeance  on  the  victor  shown, 

The  murd'ress  mother,  and  consuming  son ; 

The  Volscian  queen  extended  on  the  plain ; 

The  treason  punish'd,  and  the  traitor  slain. 

The  rest  were  various  huntings,  well  designed, 

And  savage  beasts  destroyed,  of  every  kind. 

The  graceful  goddess  was  array'd  in  green  ; 

About  her  feet  were  httle  beagles  seen, 

That  watch'd  with  upward  eyes  the  motions  of  their  queea 

Her  legs  were  buskin'd,  and  the  left  before 

In  act  to  shoot ;  a  silver  bow  she  bore. 

And  at  her  back  a  painted  quiver  wore. 

She  trod  a  waxing  moon,  that  soon  would  wane, 

And,  drinking  borrowed  Mght,  be  fill'd  again : 

With  downcast  eyes,  as  seeming  to  survey 

The  dark  dominions,  her  alternate  sway. 

Before  her  stood  a  woman  in  her  throes, 

And  call'd  Lucina's  aid  her  burthen  to  disclose. 

All  these  the  painter  drew  with  such  command. 
That  Nature  snatch'd  the  pencil  from  his  hand. 
Ashamed  and  angry  that  his  art  could  feign 
And  mend  the  tortures  of  a  mother's  paiu. 
Theseus  beheld  the  fanes  of  every  god, 
And  thought  his  mighty  cost  was  well  bestow'd. 
So  princes  now  their  poets  should  regard ; 
But  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

The  theatre  thus  raised,  the  hsts  enclosed, 
And  all  with  vast  magnificence  disposed, 
We  leave  the  monarch  pleased,  ana  haste  to  bring 
The  knights  to  combat,  and  their  arms  to  sing. 
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The  day  approach'd  when  fortune  should  decide 
The  important  enterprise,  and  give  the  bride ; 
For  now,  the  rivals  round  the  world  had  sought. 
And  each  his  mmiber,  well  appointed,  brought. 
The  nations,  far  and  near,  contend  in  choice. 
And  send  \h.e  flower  of  war  by  public  voice  •, 
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That  after,  or  before,  were  never  known 

Such  chiefs,  as  each  an  army  seem'd  alone : 

Beside  the  champions,  all  of  high  degree, 

Who  knighthood  loved,  and  deeds  of  chivalry, 

Throng'd  to  the  lists,  and  envied  to  behold 

The  names  of  others,  not  their  own,  enroll'd. 

Nor  seems  it  strange ;  for  every  noble  knight 

AVho  loves  the  fair,  and  is  endued  with  might, 

In  such  a  quarrel  would  be  proud  to  fight. 

There  breathes  not  scarce  a  man  on  British  ground 

(An  isle  for  love,  and  arms,  of  old  renowned) 

But  would  have  sold  his  life  to  purchase  fame, 

To  Palamon  or  Arcite  sent  his  name : 

And  had  the  land  selected  of  the  best, 

Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  world  provide  the  rest 

A  hundred  knights  with  Palamon  there  came. 

Approved  in  fight,  and  men  of  mighty  name ; 

Their  arms  were  several,  as  their  nations  were. 

But  furnish'd  all  alike  with  sword  and  spear. 

Some  wore  coat-armour,  imitating  scale ; 

And  next  their  skins  were  stubborn  shirts  of  mail. 

Some  wore  a  breast-plate  and  a  light  jupon, 

Their  horses  clothed  with  rich  caparison  : 

Some  for  defence  would  leathern  bucklera  use, 

Of  folded  hides ;  and  others  shields  of  Pruss. 

One  hung  a  pole-axe  at  his  saddle-bow, 

And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  shun  the  foe ; 

One  for  his  legs  and  knees  provided  well, 

With  jambeaux  arm'd,  and  double  plates  of  steel : 

This  on  his  helmet  wore  a  lady's  glove, 

And  that  a  sleeve  embroider'd  by  his  love. 

With  Palamon  above  the  rest  in  place, 
Lycurgus  came,  the  surly  king  of  Thrace ; 
Black  was  his  beard  and  manly  was  his  face  ; 
The  balls  of  his  broad  eyes  roU'd  in  his  head. 
And  glared  betwixt  a  yellow  and  a  red : 
He  look'd  a  lion  with  a  gloomy  stare, 
And  o'er  his  eye-brows  hung  his  matted  hair : 
Big-boned,  and  large  of  limbs,  with  sinews  strong. 
Broad-shoulder'd,  and  his  arms  were  round  and  long. 
Four  milk-white  bulls  (the  Thracian  use  of  old) 
Were  yoked  to  draw  his  car  of  bumish'd  gold. 
Upright  he  stood,  and  bore  aloft  his  shield. 
Conspicuous  from  afar,  and  overlook'd  the  field. 
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His  surcoat  was  a  bear-skin  on  his  back  ; 

His  hair  hung  long  behind,  and  glossy  raven  black. 

His  ample  forehead  bore  a  coronet 

With  sparkling  diamonds,  and  with  rubies  set : 

Ten  brace,  and  more,  of  greyhoimds,  snowy  fair. 

And  tall  as  stags,  ran  loose,  and  coursed  around  his  chair, 

A  match  for  pards  in  flight,  in  grappling  for  the  bear : 

With  golden  muzzles  all  their  mouths  were  bound. 

And  collars  of  the  same  their  necks  surround. 

Thus  through  the  fields  Lycurgus  took  his  way  ; 

His  hundred  knights  attend  in  pomp  and  proud  array. 

To  match  this  monarch,  with  strong  Arcite  came 

Emetrius,  king  of  Ind,  a  mighty  name  ! 

On  a  bay  courser,  goodly  to  behold. 

The  trappings  of  his  horse  adom'd  with  barbarous  gold. 

Kot  l^Iars  bestrode  a  steed  with  greater  grace ; 

His  surcoat  o'er  his  arms  was  cloth  of  Thrace, 

Adom'd  with  pearls,  all  orient,  round,  and  great ; 

His  saddle  was  of  gold,  with  emeralds  set ; 

His  shoulders  large  a  mantle  did  attire, 

With  rubies  thick,  and  sparkling  as  the  fire : 

His  amber-colour'd  locks  in  linglets  run. 

With  graceful  negligence,  and  shone  against  the  siUL 

His  nose  was  aquihne,  his  eyes  were  blue, 

Ruddy  his  lips,  and  fresh  and  fair  his  hue : 

Some  sprinkled  freckles  on  his  face  were  seen, 

AVhose  dusk  Set  ofi"  the  whiteness  of  the  skin : 

His  awful  presence  did  the  crowd  surprise. 

Nor  durst  the  rash  spectator  meet  his  eyes : 

Eyes  that  confess'd  him  bom  for  kingly  sway, 

So  fierce,  they  flash'd  intolerable  day. 

His  age  in  nature's  youthful  prime  appeared. 

And  just  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  beard. 

Whene'er  he  spoke,  his  voice  was  heard  around, 

Loud  as  a  trumpet,  with  a  silver  sound : 

A  laurel  wreath'd  his  temples,  fresh,  and  green  ; 

And  myrtle  sprigs,  the  marks  of  love,  were  mix'd  between. 

Upon  his  fist  he  bore,  for  his  delight, 

An  eagle  well  reclaim'd,  and  lily  white. 

His  hundred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war, 

All  arm'd  for  battle  ;  save  their  heads  were  bare. 

Words  and  devices  blazed  on  every  shield. 

And  pleasing  was  the  terror  of  the  field. 
30 
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For  kings,  and  dukes,  and  barons,  you  might  see, 

Like  sparkling  stars,  though  different  in  degree, 

All  for  the  increase  of  arms,  and  love  of  chivalry. 

Before  the  king  tame  leopards  led  the  way, 

And  troops  of  lions  innocently  play. 

So  Bacchus  through  the  conquer'd  Indies  rode. 

And  beasts  in  gambols  frisk'd  before  their  honest  god. 

In  this  array  the  war  of  either  side 
Through  Athens  pass'd  with  miUtary  pride. 
At  prime,  they  enter'd  on  the  Simday  mom  ; 
Rich  tapestry  spread  the  streets,  and  flowers  the  posts  adoru 
The  town  was  all  a  jubilee  of  feasts  ; 
^  Theseus  wilFd,  in  honour  of  his  guests  ; 
Himself  with  open  arms  the  kings  embraced, 
Then  all  the  rest  in  their  degrees  were  graced. 
No  harbinger  was  needful  for  the  night. 
For  every  house  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knight. 

I  pass  the  royal  treat,  nor  must  relate 
The  gifts  bestow'd,  nor  how  the  champions  sate : 
Who  first,  who  last,  or  how  the  knights  address'd 
Their  vows,  or  who  was  fairest  at  the  feast ; 
Whose  voice,  whose  graceful  dance  did  most  surprise ; 
Soft  amorous  sighs,  and  silent  love  of  eyes. 
The  rivals  call  my  Muse  another  way. 
To  sing  their  vigils  for  the  ensuing  day. 

'Twas  ebbing  darkness,  past  the  noon  of  night : 
And  Phosphor,  on  the  confines  of  the  light. 
Promised  the  sun  ;  ere  day  began  to  spring. 
The  tuneful  lark  already  stretch'd  her  wing, 
And  flickering  on  her  nest  made  short  essays  to  sing. 

When  wakeful  Palamon,  preventing  day, 
Took  to  the  royal  lists  his  early  way, 
To  Venus  at  her  fane,  in  her  own  house,  to  pray. 
There,  faUing  on  his  knees  before  her  shrine, 
He  thus  implored  with  prayers  her  power  divine : — 
Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love. 
The  bliss  of  men  below,  and  gods  above  ! 
Beneath  the  sliding  sun  thou  runn'st  thy  race. 
Dost  fairest  shine,  and  best  become  thy  place. 
For  thee  the  winds  their  eastern  blasts  forbear, 
Thy  month  reveals  the  spring,  and  opens  all  the  year. 
Thee,  goddess,  thee  the  storms  of  winter  fly, 
Earth  smiles  with  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the  sky, 
And  birds  to  lays  oi  love  WicVy  Uvae^lxvato-s.  a-^ijly. 


PALAMON  AND  ARCITE.  331 

For  thee  the  lion  loathes  the  taste  of  blood, 

And  roaring  hunts  his  female  through  the  wood ; 

For  thee  the  bulls  rebellow  through  the  groves, 

And  tempt  the  stream,  and  snuff  their  absent  love& 

Tis  thine,  whatever  is  pleasant,  gooc^  or  fair : 

Ail  nature  is  thy  province,  life  thy  care  : 

Thou  mad'st  the  world,  and  dost  the  world  repair 

Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cjtheron, 

Increase  of  Jove,  companion  of  the  sun  ; 

If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  heart, 

Have  pity,  goddess,  for  thou  know'st  the  smart. 

Alas  !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief ; 

To  vent  my  sorrow  would  be  some  rehef ; 

Light  sufferings  give  us  leisure  to  complain ; 

We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pain. 

O  goddess,  tell  thyself  what  I  would  say, 

Thou  know'st  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pray. 

So  grant  my  suit,  as  I  enforce  my  might. 

In  love  to  be  thy  champion,  and  thy  knight ; 

A  servant  to  thy  sex,  a  slave  to  thee, 

A  foe  profess'd  to  barren  chastity. 

Nor  ask  I  fame  or  honour  of  the  field. 

Not  choose  I  more  to  vanquish  than  to  yield : 

In  my  divine  Emilia  make  me  blest. 

Let  Fate,  or  partial  Chance,  dispose  the  rest : 

Find  thou  the  manner,  and  the  means  prepare : 

Possession,  more  than  conquest,  is  my  care. 

Mars  is  the  warrior's  god ;  in  him  it  Ues, 

On  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  prize ; 

With  smihng  aspect  you  serenely  move 

In  your  fifth  orb,  and  rule  the  realm  of  love. 

The  Fates  but  only  spin  the  coarser  cliie, 

The  finest  of  the  wool  is  left  for  you ; 

Spare  me  but  one  small  portion  of  the  twine. 

And  let  the  sisters  cut  below  your  line : 

The  rest  among  the  rubbish  may  they  sweep, 

Or  add  it  to  the  yam  of  some  old  miser's  heap. 

But,  if  you  this  ambitious  prayer  deny, 

(A  wisn,  I  grant,  beyond  mortality,) 

Then  let  me  sink  beneath  proud  Arcite's  arms, 

And  I  once  dead,  let  him  possess  her  charms. 

Thus  ended  he  ;  then  with  observance  due 

The  sacred  incense  on  her  altar  threw ; 
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The  curling  smoke  mounts  heavy  from  the  fires ; 

At  length  it  catches  flame,  and  in  a  blaze  expires ; 

At  once  the  gracious  goddess  gave  the  sign, 

Her  statue  shook,  and  trembled  all  the  shrine : 

Pleased  Palamon  the  tardy  omen  took  ; 

For,  since  the  flames  pursued  the  trailing  smoke, 

He  knew  his  boon  was  granted  ;  but  the  day 

To  distance  driven,  and  joy  adjoum'd  with  long  delay.    . 

Now  morn  with  rosy  light  had  streak'd  the  sky, 
Up  rose  the  sun,  and  up  rose  Emily ; 
Address'd  her  early  steps  to  Cynthia's  fane, 
In  state  attended  by  her  maiden  train. 
Who  bore  the  vests  that  holy  rites  require. 
Incense,  and  odorous  gums,  and  covered  fire. 
The  plenteous  horns  with  pleasant  mead  they  crown, 
Nor  wanted  aught  besides,  in  honour  of  Uie  Moon. 
Now  while  the  temple  smoked  with  hallp.w'd  steam, 
They  wash  the  virgin  in  a  living  stream  ; 
The  secret  ceremonies  I  conceal. 
Uncouth,  perhaps  imlawful,  to  reveal : 
But  such  they  were  as  pagan  use  required, 
Perform'd  by  women  wnen  the  men  retired, 
Whose  eyes  profane  their  chaste  mysterious  rites 
Might  turn  to  scandal,  or  jobscene  delights. 
Well-meaners  think  no  harm  ;  but  for  the  rest, 
Phings  sacred  they  pervert,  and  silence  is  the  best. 
Her  shining  hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loosely  spread, 
A  crown  of  mastless  oak  adorn'd  her  head : 
When  to  the  shrine  approached,  the  spotless  maid 
Had  kindling  fires  on  either  altar  laid : 
(The  rites  were  such  as  were  observed  of  old. 
By  Statins  in  his  Theban  story  told.) 
Then  kneeling  with  her  hands  across  her  breast, 
Thus  lowly  she  preferr'd  her  chaste  request : — 

0  goddess,  haunter  of  the  woodland  green. 
To  whom  both  heaven  and  earth  and  seas  are  seen  ; 
Queen  of  the  nether  skies,  where  half  the  year 
Thy  silver  beams  descend,  and  light  the  gloomy  sphere ; 
Goddess  of  maids,  and  conscious  of  our  hearts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  thy  darts, 
(Which  Niobe's  devoted  issue  felt. 

When  hissing  through  the  skies  the  feather'd  deaths  were 
dealt,) 
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As  I  desire  to  live  a  vii-gin  life, 

Nor  know  the  name  of  mother  or  of  wife. 

Thy  vot'ress  from  my  tender  years  I  am, 

And  love,  like  thee,  the  woods  and  sylvan  game. 

Like  death,  thou  know'st,  I  loathe  the  nuptial  state. 

And  man,  the  tyrant  of  oiu:  sex,  I  hate, 

A  lowly  servant  but  a  lofty  mate  ; 

"WTiere  love  is  duty  on  the  female  side ; 

On  their's  mere  sensual  gust,  and  sought  with  surly 

pride. 
Now  by  thy  triple  shape,  as  thou  art  seen 
In  heaven,  earth,  hell,  and  everywhere  a  queen. 
Grant  this  my  first  desire  ;  let  discord  cease, 
And  make  betwixt  the  rivals  lasting  peace : 
Quench  their  hot  fire,  or  far  from  me  remove 
The  flame,  and  turn  it  on  some  other  love  ; 
Or,  if  my  frowning  stars  have  so  decreed. 
That  one  must  be  rejected,  one  succeed. 
Make  him  my  lord,  within  whose  faithful  breast 
Is  fix'd  my  image,  and  who  loves  me  best. 
But,  oh !  ev'n  that  avert ;  I  choose  it  not. 
But  take  it  as  the  least  unhappy  lot. 
A  maid  I  am,  and  of  thy  virgin  train  ; 
Oh,  let  me  still  that  spotless  name  retain ! 
Frequent  the  forests,  thy  chaste  will  obey. 
And  only  make  the  beasts  of  chace  my  prey ! 

The  flames  ascend  on  either  altar  clear, 
While  thus  the  blameless  maid  addressed  her  prayer. 
When  lo !  the  burning  fire  that  shone  so  bright. 
Flew  off  all  sudden,  with  extinguish'd  light. 
And  left  one  altar  dark,  a  Uttle  space  ; 
Which  tum'd  self-kindled,  and  renew'd  the  blaze  ; 
That  other  victor-flame  a  moment  stood, 
Then  fell,  and  lifeless  left  the  extinguished  wood ; 
For  ever  lost,  the  irrevocable  light 
Forsook  the  blackening  coals,  and  sunk  to  night : 
At  either  end  it  whistled  as  it  flew, 
And  as  the  brands  were  green,  so  dropp'd  the  dew  ; 
Infected,  as  it  fell,  with  sweat  of  sanguine  hue. 

The  maid  from  that  ill  omen  turn'd  her  eyes. 
And  with  loud  shrieks  and  clamours  rent  the  skies, 
Nor  knew  what  signified  the  boding  sign. 
But  found  the  powers  displeased,  and  fear'd  the  wrath 
divine. 


334  PALAICON  AND  ARCITE. 

Then  shook  the  sacred  shrine,  and  sudden  light 
Sprung  through  the  vaulted  roof,  and  made  the  temple 

bright. 
The  power,  behold  !  the  power  in  glory  shone, 
By  her  bent  bow,  and  her  keen  arrows  known  ; 
The  rest,  a  huntress  issuing  from  the  wood, 
Keclining  on  her  cornel  spear  she  stood. 
Then  gracious  thus  began : — Dismiss  thy  fear. 
And  Heaven's  imchanged  decrees  attentive  hear : 
More  powerful  gods  have  torn  thee  from  my  side, 
UnwiUing  to  resign,  and  doom'd  a  bride : 
The  two  contending  knights  are  weigh'd  above  ; 
One  Mars  protects,  and  one  the  Queen  of  Love  : 
But  which  the  man,  is  in  the  Thunderer's  breast ; 
This  he  pronounced, — 'tis  he  who  loves  thee  best. 
The  fire  that,  once  extinct,  revived  again, 
Foreshows  the  love  allotted  to  remain : 
Farewell !  she  said ;  and  vanish'd  from  the  place ; 
The  sheaf  of  arrows  shook,  and  rattled  in  the  case. 
A.ghast  at  this,  the  royal  virgin  stood, 
Disclaim'd,  and  now  no  more  a  sister  of  the  wood : 
But  to  the  parting  goddess  thus  she  pray'd  ; 
Propitious  still  be  present  to  my  aid, 
Nor  quite  abandon  your  once  favour'd  maid. 
Then  sighing  she  return'd  ;  but  smiled  betwixt, 
With  hopes,  and  fears,  and  joys  with  sorrows  mixt. 

The  next  returning  planetary  hour 
Of  Mars,  who  shared  the  heptarchy  of  power. 
His  steps  bold  Arcite  to  the  temple  bent. 
To  adore  with  pagan  rites  the  power  armipotent : 
Then  prostrate  low  before  his  altar  lay, 
And  raised  his  manly  voice,  and  thus  began  to  pray : — 
Strong  god  of  arms  !  whose  iron  sceptre  sways 
The  freezing  North,  and  Hyperborean  seas, 
And  Scythian  colds,  and  Thracia's  wintry  coast. 
Where  stand  thy  steeds,  and  thou  art  honour'd  most ; 
There  most ;  but  everywhere  thy  power  is  known, 
The  fortune  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  own : 
Terror  is  thine,  and  wild  amazement,  flung 
From  out  thy  chariot,  withers  e'en  the  strong : 
And  disarray  and  shameful  rout  ensue, 
And  force  is  added  to  the  fainting  crew. 
Acknowledged  as  thou  art,  accept  my  prayer, 
If  aught  I  have  achieved  desexNe  •t\iY  coxq  : 
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J  utmost  power  with  sword  and  shield 

.  the  death,  unknowing  how  to  yield, 

lling  in  my  rank,  still  kept  the  field : 

)t  my  arms  prevail,  by  tnee  sustained, 

mily  by  conquest  may  be  gain'd. 

ity  on  my  pains  ;  nor  those  unknown 

•s,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  his  own. 

the  pubhc  care  of  all  above, 

iibborn  heart  has  soften'd  into  love : 

•y  her  blandishments  and  powerful  charms. 

yielded  she  lay  curHng  in  thy  arms, 

f  thy  shame,  if  shame  it  may  be  call'd,       » 

Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  net  inthrall'd ; 

vied  ignominy,  sweet  disgrace, 

every  god  that  saw  thee,  wish'd  thy  place  !) 

se  dear  pleasures,  aid  my  arms  in  tight, 

ake  me  conquer  in  my  patron's  right : 

m  young,  a  novice  in  the  trade, 

dI  of  love,  unpractised  to  persuade  : 

ant  the  soothing  arts  that  catch  the  fair, 

ught  myself,  lie  struggUng  in  the  snare  : 

le  I  love,  or  laughs  at  all  my  pain, 

ws  her  worth  too  well ;  and  pays  me  with  disdain. 

re  I  am,  unless  I  win  in  arms, 

id  excluded  from  Emiha's  charms  : 

n  iny  strength  avail,  unless,  by  thee 

i  with  force,  I  gain  the  victory : 

or  the  fire  which  warm'd  thy  generous  heai-t, 

ly  subject's  pains,  and  equal  smart. 

;ne  morrow's  sweat  and  labour  mine, 

.Im  and  honour  of  the  conquest  thine  : 

ihall  the  war,  and  stern  debate,  and  strife 

•tal,  be  the  business  of  my  life  ; 

I  thy  fane,  the  dusty  spoils  among, 

►n  the  bumish'd  roof,  my  banner  shall  be  hung : 

I  with  my  champions'  bucklers,  and  below, 

irms  reversed,  the  achievements  of  my  foe ; 

hile  these  Hrabs  the  vital  spirit  feeds, 

day  to  night,  and  night  to  day  succeeds, 

noking  altar  shall  be  fat  with  food 

3nse,  and  the  grateful  steam  of  blood  ; 

•offerings  morn  and  evening  shall  be  thine  ; 

res  eternal  in  thy  temple  shine. 
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This  bush  of  yellow  beard,  this  length  of  hair, 
"Which  from  my  birth  inviolate  I  bear, 
Guiltless  of  steel,  and  from  the  razor  free, 
Shall  fall,  a  plenteous  crop,  reserved  for  thee. 
So  may  my  arms  with  victory  be  blest, 
I  ask  no  more  ;  let  fate  dispose  the  rest. 

The  champion  ceased  ;  there  followed  in  the  close 
A  hollow  groan :  a  murmuring  sound  arose  ; 
The  rings  of  iron,  that  on  the  doors  were  hung, 
Sent  out  a  jarring  sound,  and  harshly  rung : 
The  bolted  gates  flew  open  at  the  blast. 
The  storfca  rush*d  in,  and  Arcite  stood  aghast : 
The  flames  were  blown  aside,  yet  shone  they  bright, 
Fann'd  by  the  wind,  and  gave  a  ruffled  light. 

Then  from  the  ground  a  scent  began  to  rise, 
Sweet  smelling  as  accepted  sacrifice  : 
This  omen  pleased  ;  and  as  the  flames  aspire 
With  odorous  incense  Arcite  heaps  the  fire  : 
Nor  wanted  hymns  to  Mars,  or  heathen  charms : 
At  length  the  nodding  statue  clash'd  his  arms. 
And,  with  a  sullen  sound,  and  feeble  crj^, 
Half  sunk,  and  half  pronounced  Victory  ! 
For  this,  with  soul  devout,  he  thank'd  the  god. 
And,  of  success  secure,  returned  to  his  abode. 

These  vows  thus  granted,  raised  a  strife  above, 
Betwixt  the  god  of  War,  and  queen  of  Love. 
She,  granting  first,  had  right  of  time  to  plead  ; 
But  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus  ;  but  he  fear'd  his  wife. 
And  seem'd  unwilling  to  decide  the  strife ; 
Till  Saturn  from  his  leaden  throne  arose, 
And  found  a  way  the  difference  to  compose  : 
Though  sparing  of  his  grace,  to  mischief  bent, 
He  seldom  does  a  good  with  good  intent. 
Wayward,  but  wise  ;  by  long  experience  taught, 
To  please  both  parties,  for  ill  ends,  he  sought : 
For  this  advantage  age  from  youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  outridden  though  outrun. 
By  fortune  he  has  now  to  Venus  trined. 
And  with  stem  Mars  in  Capricorn  was  join'd  : 
Of  him  disposing  in  his  own  abode. 
He  soothed  the  goddess,  while  he  gull'd  the  god  :— 
Cease,  daughter,  to  complain,  and  stint  the  strife : 
Thy  Palamon  shall  \ia\e>\i\a  ^xoima^^  V\i^\ 
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And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conquest,  in  the  fight 

With  palm  and  laurel  shall  adoin  his  knight. 

Wide  IS  my  course,  nor  turn  I  to  my  place. 

Till  length  of  time,  and  move  with  tardy  pace. 

Man  feels  me,  when  I  press  the  ethereal  plains, 

M^  hand  is  heavy,  and  the  wound  remains. 

Mme  is  the  shipwreck,  in  a  watery  sign ; 

And  in  an  earthy,  the  dark  dungeon  mine. 

Cold  shivering  agues,  melancholy  care, 

And  bitter  bkstine  winds,  and  poison'd  air. 

Are  mine  ;  and  wilful  death,  resulting  from  despair. 

The  throtling  quinsey  'tis  my  star  appoints. 

And  rheumatism  I  send  to  rack  the  joints  : 

When  churls  rebel  against  their  native  prince, 

I  arm  their  hands,  and  furnish  the  pretence  ; 

And  housing  in  the  lion's  hateful  sign. 

Bought  senates,  and  deserting  troops  are  mine. 

Mine  is  the  privy  poisoning ;  I  command 

Unkindly  seasons,  and  imgrateful  land. 

By  me  kings'  palaces  are  push'd  to  ground, 

^d  miners  crush'd  beneath  their  mines  are  founiL 

Twas  I  slew  Samson,  when  the  pillar'd  hall 

Fell  down,  and  crush'd  the  many  with  the  fall. 

My  looking  is  the  sire  of  pestilence, 

That  sweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  prince. 

Now  weep  no  more,  but  thist  thy  grandsire's  art. 

Mars  shall  be  pleased,  and  thou  perform  thy  part. 

Tis  ill,  though  different  your  complexions  are, 

The  family  of  heaven  for  men  should  war. 

The  expedient  pleased,  where  neither  lost  his  right ; 

Mars  had  the  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night. 

The  management  they  left  to  Chronos'  care  ; 

Now  turn  we  to  the  effect,  and  sing  the  war. 
In  Athens  all  was  pleasure,  mirth,  and  play. 

All  proper  to  the  spring,  and  sprightly  May  : 

Which  every  soul  inspired  with  such  delight, 

'Twas  jesting  all  the  day,  and  love  at  night. 

Heaven  smiled,  and  gladded  was  the  heai-t  of  man  ; 

And  Venus  had  the  world  as  when  it  first  began. 

At  length  in  sleep  their  bodies  they  compose, 

And  dreamt  the  future  fight,  and  early  rose. 
Now  scarce  the  dawiling  day  began  to  spring, 

As  at  a  signal  given,  the  streets  with  clamours  ring  : 

At  once  the  crowd  arose ;  confused  and  higld, 
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Even  from  the  heaven,  was  heard  a  shouting  cxj; 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  roused  the  sky. 
The  gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  wars, 
Sharpening  their  sights,  and  leaning  from  their  stars 
The  neighing  of  the  generous  horse  was  heard, 
For  battle  by  the  busy  groom  prepared : 
Rustling  of  harness,  rattling  of  the  shield. 
Clattering  of  armour  furbish'd  for  the  field. 
Crowds  to  the  castle  mounted  up  the  street^ 
Battering  the  pavement  with  their  coursers'  feet : 
The  greedy  sight  might  there  devour  the  gold 
Of  glittering  arms,  too  dazzling  to  behold  : 
And  polish'd  steel  that  cast  the  view  aside. 
And  crested  morions  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  their  squires 
In  gaudy  liveries  march,  and  quaint  attires. 
One  laced  the  helm,  another  held  the  lance : 
A  third  the  shining  buckler  did  advance. 
The  courser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restless  feet, 
And  snorting  foam'd,  and  champ'd  the  golden  bit. 
The  smiths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride. 
Files  in  their  hands,  and  hammers  at  their  side. 
And  naUs  for  loosen 'd  spears,  and  thongs  for  shields  pi 
The  yeomen  guard  the  streets,  in  seemly  bands  ; 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgels  in 
hands. 
The  trumpets,  next  the  gate,  in  order  placed. 
Attend  the  ^ign  to  sound  the  martial  blast : 
The  palace-yard  is  fill'd  with  floating  tides. 
And  the  last  comers  bear  the  former  to  the  sides. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midst :  the  common  crew 
Shut  out,  the  haU  admits  the  better  few ; 
In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk, 
Serious  in  aspect,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  this  or  t'  other  side. 
As  their  strong  fancy  or  weak  reason  guide : 
Their  wagers  back  their  wishes ;  numbers  hold 
"With  the  fair  freckled  king,  and  beard  of  gold : 
So  vigorous  are  his  eyes,  such  rays  they  cast, 
So  prominent  his  eagle's  beak  is  placed. 
But  most  their  looks  on  the  black  monarch  bend, 
His  rising  muscles,  and  his  brawn 'commend; 
His  double-biting  axe,  and  beamy  spear, 
-Each  asking  a  gigantic  ioxce*  to  t^^t. 
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11  spoke  as  partial  favour  moved  the  mind  ; 
id,  safe  themselves,  at  others'  cost  divined. 
Waked  by  the  cries,  the  Athenian  chief  arose, 
le  knightly  forms  of  combat  to  dispose ; 
id  passing  through  the  obsequious  guards,  he  sato 
inspicuous  on  a  throne,  sublime  in  state ; 
lere,  for  the  two  contending  knights  he  sent : 
m'd  cap-a-pio,  with  reverence  low  they  bent : 
5  smiled  on  both,  and  with  superior  look 
ike  their  offer'd  adoration  took. 
e  people  press  on  every  side  to  see 
eir  awful  prince,  and  hear  his  high  decree, 
en  signing  to  their  heralds  with  his  hand, 
ey  gave  his  orders  from  their  lofty  stand, 
enco  is  thrice  enjoin'd  ;  then  thus  aloud 
eking  at  arms  bespeaks  the  knights  and  listening  crowd 
Our  sovereign  lord  has  ponder'd  in  his  mind 
e  means  to  spare  the  blood  of  gentle  kind ; 
id  of  his  grace,  and  inborn  clemency, 
modifies  his  first  severe  decree  ! 
e  keener  edge  of  battle  to  rebate, 
e  troops  for  honour  fighting,  not  for  hate, 
wills,  not  death  should  terminate  their  strife  ; 
d  wounds,  if  wounds  ensue,  be  short  of  Hfe  : 
t  issues,  ere  the  fight,  his  dread  command, 
it  sHngs  afar,  and  poniards  hand  to  hand, 
banish'd  from  the  field ;  that  none  shall  dare 
bh  shorten'd  sword  to  stab  in  closer  war  ; 
;  in  fair  combat  fight  with  manly  strength, 
•  push  with  biting  point,  but  strike  at  length  ; 
5  tourney  is  allow'd  but  one  career, 
the  tough  ash,  with  the  sharp-grinded  spear, 
.  knights  unhorsed  may  rise  from  off  the  plain, 
1  fight  on  foot  their  honour  to  regain  ; 
•,  if  at  mischief  taken,  on  the  ground 
slain,  but  prisoners  to  the  pilkr  bound, 
either  barrier  placed  ;  nor  (captives  made), 
freed,  or  arm'd  anew  the  fight  invade. 
J  chief  of  either  side,  bereft  of  life, 
yielded  to  his  foe,  concludes  the  strife. 
IS  doomsthe  lord :  now  valiant  knights  and  youngs 
ht  each  his  fill  with  swords  and  maces  long. 
3  herald  ends :  the  vaulted  firmament 
th  loud  acclaims  and  vast  applause,  is  rent  *. 
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Heaven  guard  a  prince  so  gracious  and  so  good, 

So  just,  and  yet  so  provident  of  blood  ! 

This  was  the  general  cry.    The  trumpets  sound, 

And  warlike  symphony  is  heard  around. 

The  marching  troops  through  Athens  take  their  way, 

The  great  earl-marshal  orders  their  array. 

The  fair  from  high  the  passing  pomp  behold ; 

A  rain  of  flowers  is  from  the  windows  roll'd. 

The  casements  are  with  golden  tissue  spread, 

And  horses'  hoofs,  for  earth,  on  silken  tapestry  tread. 

The  king  goes  midmost,  and  the  rivals  ride 

In  equal  rank,  and  close  his  either  side. 

Next  after  these,  there  rode  the  royal  wife, 

"With  Emily,  the  cause  and  the  reward  of  strife. 

The  following  cavalcade,  by  three  and  three. 

Proceed  by  titles  marshall'd  in  degree. 

Thus  through  thg  southern  gate  they  take  their  way, 

And  at  the  list  arrived  ere  prime  of  day. 

There,  parting  from  the  king,  the  chiefs  divide. 

And  wheehng  east  and  west,  before  their  many  ride. 

The  Athenian  monarch  mounts  his  throne  on  high, 

And  after  him  the  queen  and  Emily  : 

Next  these,  the  kindred  of  the  crown  are  graced 

With  nearer  seats,  and  lords  by  ladies  placed. 

Scarce  were  they  seated,  when  with  clamours  loud 

In  rush'd  at  once  a  rude  promiscuous  crowd  : 

The  guards,  and  then  each  other  overbear. 

And  in  a  moment  throng  the  spacious  theatre. 

Now  changed  the  jarring  noise  to  whispers  low, 

As  winds  forsaking  seas  more  softly  blow  ; 

"When  at  the  western  gate,  on  which  the  car 

Is  placed  aloft,  that  bears  the  god  of  war. 

Proud  Arcite,  entering  arm'd  before  his  train, 

Stops  at  the  barrier,  and  divides  the  plain. 

Red  was  his  banner,  and  display'd  abroad 

The  bloody  colours  of  his  patron  god. 

At  that  self  moment  enters  Palamon 
The  gate  of  Venus  and  the  rising  Sun  ; 
Waved  by  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flies. 
All  maiden  white,  and  shares  the  people's  eyes. 
From  east  to  west,  logk  all  the  world  arouncl, 
Two  troops  so  matched  were  never  to  be  found ; 
Such  bodies  built  for  strength,  of  equal  age, 
In  stature  sized  *,  so  "pioMd  «ja.  e<\\iii^age  : 
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The  nicest  eye  could  no  •distinction  make, 
"Where  lay  tne  advantage,  or  what  side  to  take. 

Thus  ranged,  the  herald  for  the  last  proclaims 
A  silence,  while  they  answered  to  their  names : 
For  so  the  king  decreed,  to  shim  with  care 
The  fraud  of  musters  false,  the  common  bane  of  wai*. 
The  tale  was  just,  and  then  the  gates  were  closed ; 
And  chief  to  chief,  and  troop  to  troop  opposed. 
The  heralds  last  retired,  and  loudly  cried, — 
The  fortune  of  the  field  be  fairly  tried. 

At  this,  the  challenger  with  tierce  defy 
His  trumpet  sounds ;  the  challenged  makes  reply : 
With  clangonr  rings  the  field,  resounds  the  vaulted  sky. 
Their  visors  closed,  their  lances  in  the  rest. 
Or  at  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  crest, 
They  vanish  from  the  barrier,  speed  the  race, 
And  spurring  see  decrease  the  middle  space. 
A  cloud*of  smoke  envelops  either  host. 
And  an  at  once  the  combatants  are  lost : 
Darkling  they  join  adverse,  and  shock  unseen, 
Coursers  with  coursers  joustling,  men  with  men  : 
As  labouring  in  eclipse,  a  while  they  stay, 
Till  the  next  blast  of  wind  restores  the  day. 
They  look  anew ;  the  beauteous  form  of  fight 
Is  changed,  and  war  appears  a  grisly  sight. 
Two  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  show'd, 
The  next,  a  field  with  fallen  bodies  strow'd  : 
Not  half  the  number  in  their  seats  are  found  ; 
But  men  and  steeds  He  grovelling  on  the  ground. 
The  points  of  spears  are  stuck  within  the  shield, 
The  steeds  without  their  riders  scour  the  field. 
The  knights,  imhorsed,  on  foot  renew  the  fight ; 
The  glittering  falchions  cast  a  gleaming  light : 
Hauberks  and  helms  are  hew'd  with  many  a  wound, 
Out  spins  the  streaming  blood  and  dyes  tne  ground. 
The  mighty  maces  with  such  haste  descend, 
They  break  the  bones,  and  make  the  solid  armour  bend. 
This  thrusts  amid  the  throng  with  furious  force ; 
Down  goes,  at  onue,  the  horseman  and  the  horse : 
That  courser  stumbles  on  the  fallen  steed, 
And  floundering  throws  the  rider  o'er  his  head. 
One  rolls  along,  a  foot-ball  to  his  foes  ; 
One  with  a  broken  truncheon  deals  his  blows. 

31 
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This  halting,  this  disabled  with  his  wound, 
In  triumph  led,  is  to  the  pillar  bound, 
"Where  by  the  king's  award  he  must  abide : 
There  goes  a  captive  led  on  t'  other  side. 
By  fits  they  cease ;  and  leaning  on  the  lance, 
Ta,ke  breath  a  while,  and  to  new  fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  spared 
His  utmost  force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
The  head  of  this  was  to  the  saddle  bent. 
That  other  backward  to  the  crupper  sent : 
Both  were  by  turns  unhorsed ;  the  jealous  blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  foot  they  close. 
So  deep  their  falchions  bite,  that  every  stroke 
Pierced  to  the  quick  ;  and  equal  wounois  they  gave  and  took 
Borne  far  asunder  by  the  tides  of  men. 
Like  adamant  and  steel  they  meet  again. 

So  when  a  tiger  sucks  the  bullock's  blood, 
A  famish'd  lion  issuing  from  the  wood 
Roars  loudly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  food. 
Each  claims  possession,  neither  will  obey. 
But  both  their  paws  are  fastened  on  the  prey ; 
They  bite,  they  tear ;  and  while  in  vain  they  strive, 
The  swains  come  arm'd  between,  and  both  to  distance  drive 

At  length,  as  fate  foredoom'd,  and  all  things  tend 
By  course  of  time  to  their  appointed  end  ; 
So  when  the  sun  to  west  was  far  declined. 
And  both  afresh  in  mortal  battle  join'd, 
The  strong  Emetrius  came  in  Arcite's  aid, 
And  PaJamon  with  odds  was  overlaid : 
For  turning  short,  he  struck  with  all  his  might 
Full  on  the  helmet  of  the  unwary  knight. 
Deep  was  the  wound ;  he  stagger'd  with  the  blow, 
And  turned  him  to  his  unexpected  foe  ; 
Whom  with  such  force  he  struck,  he  fell'd  him  down, 
And  cleft  the  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 
But  Arcite's  men,  who  now  prevail'd  in  fight. 
Twice  ten  at  once  surround  the  single  knight : 
O'erpower'd,  at  length,  they  force  him  to  the  ground, 
Unyielded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pillar  bound  ; 
And  king  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  vain 
ffis  friend  to  free,  was  tumbled  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  laments  but  Palamon,  compell*d 
No  more  to  try  the  fortune  of  the  field  ! 
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And,  worse  than  death,  to  view  with  hateful  eyes 
His  rival's  conquest,  and  renounce  the  prize ! 

The  royal  judge  on  his  tribunal  placed, 
Who  had  beheld  the  fight  from  first  to  last, 
Bade  cease  the  war ;  pronouncing  from  on  high, 
Arcite  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emuy. 
The  sound  of  tnunpets  to  the  voice  replied, 
And  round  the  roval  lists  the  heralds  cried, — 
Arcito  of  Thebes  has  won  the  beauteous  bride  ! 

The  people  rend  the  skies  with  vast  applause  ; 
All  own  the  chief,  when  Fortune  owns  tne  cause. 
Arcite  is  own'd  e'en  by  the  gods  above, 
And  conquering  Mars  insults  the  Queen  of  Love 
So  laugh'd  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  fail'd, 
And  Jove's  usurping  arms  in  heaven  prevail'd. 
Laugh*d  all  the  powers  who  favour  tyranny ; 
And  all  the  standing  army  of  the  sky. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eyes  appears. 
And  weeping  on  the  lists  distill'd  her  tears ; 
Her  will  refused,  which  grieves  a  woman  most. 
And,  in  her  champion  foird,  the  cause  of  Love  is  lost. 
Till  Saturn  said,  iair  daughter,  now  be  still. 
The  blustering  fool  has  satisfied  his  will ; 
His  boon  is  given  ;  his  knight  has  gain'd  the  day. 
But  lost  the  prize,  the  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  care  shall  be 
To  please  thy  knight,  and  set  thy  promise  free. 

Now  while  the  heralds  run  the  lists  around. 
And  Arcite !  Arcite !  heaven  and  earth  resound ; 
A  mirado  (nor  less  it  could  be  call'd) 
Their  Joy  with  imexpected  sorrow  pall'd. 
The  victor  knight  had  laid  his  helm  aside, 
Part  for  his  ease,  the  greater  part  for  pride : 
Bare-headed,  popularly  low  he  bow'd. 
And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd. 
Then  spurring  at  full  speed,  ran  endlong  on 
Where  Theseus  sate  on  his  imperial  throne  ; 
Furious  he  drove,  and  upward  cast  his  eye, 
Where  next  the  queen  was  placed  his  Emily; 
Then  passing,  to  the  saddle-bow  he  bent : 
A  sweet  regard  the  gracious  virgin  lent ; 
(For  women,  to  the  brave  an  easy  prey, 
Still  follow  Fortune  where  she  leads  the  way :) 
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Just  then,  from  earth  sprung  out  a  flashing  fire, 

By  Pluto  sent,  at  Saturn's  bad  desire  : 

The  starthng  steed  was  seized  with  sudden  fright> 

And,  bounding,  o'er  the  pommel  cast  the  knight : 

Forward  he  flew,  and  pitching  on  his  head. 

He  quiver  d  with  his  feet,  and  lay  for  dead. 

Black  was  his  countenance  in  a  little  space, 

For  all  the  blood  was  gathered  in  his  face. 

Help  was  at  hand :  they  rear'd  him  from  the  ground, 

And  from  his  cumbrous  arms  his  limbs  unboimd ; 

Then  lanced  a  vein,  and  watch'd  returning  breath ; 

It  came,  but  clogg'd  with  s}Tnptoms  of  his  death. 

The  saddle-bow  the  noble  parts  had  pressed. 

All  bruised  and  mortified  his  manly  Breast. 

Him  still  entranced,  and  in  a  litter  laid, 

They  bore  from  field,  and  to  his  bed  convey'd. 

At  length  he  waked,  and  with  a  feeble  cry. 

The  word  he  first  pronoimced,  was — ^Emily  ! 

Meantime  the  king,  though  inwardly  he  moum'd, 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  return'd. 
Attended  by  the  chiefs,  who  fought  the  field ; 
(Now  friendly  mix'd,  and  in  one  troop  compell'd)  : 
Composed  his  looks  to  counterfeited  cheer. 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite's  life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  warrior  train. 
Though  most  were  sorely  wounded,  none  were  slain. 
The  surgeons  soon  despoil'd  'em  of  their  arms. 
And  some  with  salves  they  cure,  and  some  with  charms ; 
Foment  the  bruises,  and  the  pains  assuage. 
And  heal  their  inward  hurts  with  sovereign  draughts  of  sag 
The  king  in  person  visits  all  around. 
Comforts  the  sick,  congratulates  the  sound  ; 
Honours  the  princely  chiefs,  rewards  the  rest, 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  royal  feast. 
None  was  disgraced  ;  for  falling  is  no  shame  ; 
And  cowardice  alone  is  loss  of  fame. 
The  vent'rous  knight  is  from  the  saddle  thrown, 
But  'tis  the  fault  of  fortune,  not  his  own ; 
If  crowds  and  palms  the  conquering  side  adorn, 
The  victor  under  better  stars  was  bom  : 
The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  applause, 
Nor  overpower'd  with  arms  deserts  his  cause  ; 
Unshamed,  though  foil'd,  he  does  the  best  he  can ; 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 
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Thus  Theseus  smiled  on  all  with  equal  grace. 

And  each  was  set  according  to  his  place ; 

With  ease  were  reconciled  the  differing  parts, 

For  envy  never  dwells  in  noble  hearts. 

At  length  they  took  their  leave,  the  time  expired  ; 

Well  pleased,  and  to  their  sevei-al  homes  roiii.  d. 
Meanwhile  the  health  of  Arcite  still  impairs  ; 

From  bad  proceeds  to  worse,  and  mocks  the  leeches' 
cares; 

Swoll'n  is  his  breast ;  his  inward  pains  increase, 

All  means  are  used,  and  all  without  success. 

The  clotted  blood  lies  heavy  on  his  heart, 

Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  spite  of  art ; 

Nor  breathing  veins,  nor  cupping  will  i)ruvail ; 

All  outward  remedies  and  inward  fail : 

The  mould  of  nature's  fabric  is  destroyed, 

Her  vessels  discomposed,  her  virtue  void  : 

The  bellows  of  his  lungs  begin  to  swell : 

All  out  of  frame  is  every  secret  cell, 

Nor  can  the  good  receive,  nor  bad  expcL 

Those  breathing  organs,  thus  within  oppress'd, 

With  venom  soon  distend  the  sinews  of  his  breast. 

Nought  profits  him  to  save  abandon'd  hfe. 

Nor  vomit's  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxative. 

The  midmost  region  batter'd  and  destroyed, 

When  nature  cannot  work,  the  effect  of  art  is  void. 

For  physic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  state, 

Paten  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 

Arcite  is  doom'd  to  die  in  all  his  pride, 

Must  leave  his  youth,  and  yield  his  beauteous  bride, 

Grain'd  hardly,  against  right,  and  unenjoy'd. 

When  'twas  declared  all  hope  of  life  was  past, 

Conscience  (that  of  all  physic  works  the  last) 

Caused  him  to  send  for  Emily  in  haste. 

With  her,  (at  his  desire,)  came  Palamon  ; 

Then  on  his  pillow  raised,  he  thus  begun : — 

No  language  can  express  the  smallest  part 

Of  what  I  feel,  and  sufifer  in  my  heart, 

For  you,  whom  best  I  love  and  value  most ; 

But  to  your  service  I  bequeath  my  ghost ; 

Which  from  this  mortal  body  when  untied, 

IJnseen,  unheard,  shall  hover  at  your  side  ; 

Nor  Mght  you  waking,  nor  your  sleep  offend, 

But  wait  officious,  and  your  stens  attend ; 
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How  I  have  loved,  excuse  my  faltering  tongue^ 

My  spirits  feeble,  and  my  pains  are  strong : 

This  I  may  say,  I  only  grieve  to  die, 

Because  I  lose  my  charming  Emily : 

To  die,  when  Heaven  had  put  you  in  my  power, 

Fate  could  not  choose  a  more  malicious  hour ! 

What  greater  curse  could  envious  Fortime  give, 

Than  just  to  die,  when  I  began  to  live ! 

Vain  men,  how  vanishing  a  bUss  we  crave, 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  the  grave ! 

Never,  oh,  never  more  to  see  the  sun ! 

Still  dark,  in  a  damp  vault,  and  still  alone ! 

This  fate  is  common  ;  but  I  lose  my  breath 

Near  bliss,  and  yet  not  bless'd  before  my  death. 

Farewell ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  arms, 

'Tis  all  I  can  enjoy  of  aU  your  charms : 

This  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  resign ; 

Ah  !  could  I  live  !  but  while  I  live  'tis  mine. 

I  feel  my  end  approach,  and  thus  embraced, 

Am  pleased  to  die  ;  but  hear  me  speak  my  last : 

Ah  !  my  sweet  foe,  for  you,  and  you  alone, 

I  broke  my  faith  with  injured  Palamon. 

But  love  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confounds, 

Strong  love  and  proud  ambition  have  no  bounds. 

And  much  I  doubt,  should  Heaven  my  life  prolong, 

T  should  return  to  justify  my  wrong  : 

For  while  my  former  flames  remain  within. 

Repentance  is  but  want  of  power  to  sin. 

"With  mortal  hatred  I  pursued  his  life, 

Nor  he,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  strife ; 

Nor  I,  but  as  I  loved ;  yet  all  combined, 

^our  beauty,  and  my  impotence  of  mind  ; 

And  his  concurrent  flame,  that  blew  my  fire ; 

For  still  our  kindred  souls  had  one  desu:^. 

He  had  a  moment's  right  in  point  of  time  ; 

Had  I  seen  first,  then  his  had  been  the  crime. 

Fate  made  it  mine,  and  justified  his  right ; 

Nor  holds  this  earth  a  more  deserving  knight, 

For  virtue,  valour,  and  for  noble  blood, 

Truth,  honour,  all  that  is  comprised  in  good ; 

So  help  me  Heaven,  in  all  the  world  is  none 

So  worthy  to  be  loved  as  Palamon. 

He  loves  you  too,  with  such  an  holy  fire, 

As  will  not,  cannot,  but  -^ith  life  expire : 


FALAMON  AND  ARCITE.  2(i7 

Our  vow'd  affections  both  have  often  tried, 
Nor  any  love  but  yours  could  ours  divide. 
Then,  by  my  love's  inviolable  band, 
By  my  long  suffering,  and  my  shorb  command, 
If  e'er  you  plight  your  vows  when  I  am  gone, 
Have  pity  on  the  faithful  Palamon. 

This  was  his  last ;  for  Death  came  on  amain, 
And  exercised  below  his  iron  reign  ; 
Then  upward  to  the  seat  of  hfe  he  goes : 
Sense  fled  before  him,  what  he  touch'd  he  froze : 
Yet  could  he  not  his  closing  eyes  withdraw, 
Though  less  and  less  of  Emily  he  saw  ; 
So,  speechless,  for  a  little  space  he  lay  ; 
Then  grasp'd  the  hand  he  held,  and  sigh*d  his  soul  away. 

But  whither  went  his  soul,  let  such  relate 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  future  state : 
Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe  ; 
Strong  proofe  they  have,  but  not  demonstrative  : 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  faith  itself  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  sure  the  best, 
To  save  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 
The  soul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go. 
Who  better  hve  than  we,  though  less  they  know 
In  Palamon  a  manly  grief  appears  ;' 
Silent,  he  wept,  ashamed  to  show  his  tears : 
Emilia  shrieked  but  once,  and  then,  oppress'd 
With  sorrow,  sunk  upon  her  lover's  breast : 
TiE  Theseus  in  his  arms  convey'd  with  care, 
Far  from  so  sad  a  sight,  the  swooning  fair. 
Twere  loss  of  time  her  sorrow  to  relate ; 
Dl  bears  the  sex  a  youthful  lover's  fate. 
When  just  approaching 'to  the  nuptial  state. 
But  like  a  low-hung  cloud,  it  rains  so  fast. 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  last. 
The  face  of  things  is  changed,  and  Athens  now. 
That  laugh'd  so  mte,  becomes  the  scene  of  woe : 
Matrons  and  maids,  both  sexes,  every  state, 
With  tears  lament  the  knight's  untimely  fate. 
Nor  greater  grief  in  falling  Troy  was  seen 
For  Hector's  death ;  but  Hector  was  not  then. 
Old  men  with  dust  deform'd  their  hoary  hair, 
The  women  beat  their  breasts,  their  cheeks  they  tare. 
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Why  would'st  thou  go,  with  one  consent  they  cry, 
When  thou  hadst  gold  enough,  and  Emily  ? 

Theseus  himself,  who  should  have  cheer'd  the  grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  same  relief ; 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  son, 
Who  various  changes  of  the  world  had  known, 
And  strange  vicissitudes  of  human  fate, 
Still  altering,  never  in  a  steady  state  ; 
Good  after  ill,  and,  after  pain,  dehght ; 
Alternate  like  the  scenes  of  day  and  night : 
Since  every  man,  who  lives,  is  bom  to  die, 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  feUcity, 
With  equal  mind,  what  happens,  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  too  much  for  things  beyond  our  (»m 
Like  pilgrims  to  the  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  end. 
Even  kings  but  play  ;  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  moimt  the  throne. — 
With  words  like  these  the  crowd  was  satisfied. 
And  so  they  would  have  been,  had  Theseus  died. 
But  he,  their  king,  was  labouring  in  his  mind, 
A  fitting  place  for  funeral  pomps  to  find. 
Which  were  in  honour  of  the  dead  designed. 
And  after  long  debate,  at  last  he  found 
(As  love  itself  had  mark'd  the  spot  of  groimd) 
That  grove  for  ever  green,  that  conscious  laund. 
Where  he  with  Palamon  fought  hand  to  hand  : 
That  where  he  fed  his  amorous  desires 
With  soft  complaints,  and  felt  his  hottest  fires. 
There  other  flames  might  waste  his  earthly  part, 
And  bum  his  limbs,  where  love  had  bum'd  his  heart. 

This  once  resolved,  the  peasants^ were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  firs,  and  dodder'd  oaks  to  find. 
With  sounding  axes  to  the  grove  they  go. 
Fell,  split,  and  lay  the  fuel  on  a  row, 
Vulcanian  food  :  a  bier  is  next  prepared. 
On  which  the  lifeless  body  should  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpse  of  Arcite,  in  hke  robes  array'd. 
White  gloves  were  on  his  hands,  and  on  his  head 
A  wreath  of  laurel,  mix'd  with  myrtle,  spread. 
A  sword  keen-edged  within  his  right  he  held, 
The  warhke  emblem  of  the  conquer'd  field : 
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his  manly  visage  on  the  bier : 
lis  countenance,  even  in  death  severe, 
le  palace-hall  they  bore  the  knight, 
olemn  state,  a  public  sight, 
es,  and  bowlings  fill  the  crowded  place, 
jcted  sorrow  sat  on  every  face, 
on  above  the  rest  appears, 
ng  garments,  dew'd  with  gushing  tears : 
a  locks  on  either  shoulder  flow'd, 
the  funeral  of  his  friend  he  vow'd  : 
,  as  chief,  was  next  his  side, 
'idow,  and  a  mourning  bride, 
he  princely  obsequies  might  be 
according  to  his  high  degree, 
that  bore  him  Uving  to  the  fight, 
'd  with  polish'd  steel,  all  shining  bright, 
'd  with  the  achievements  of  the  knight, 
rode  abreast,  and  one  his  shield, 
)f  cornel- wood  another  held  ; 
his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold, 
quiver,  all  of  bumish'd  gold, 
it  of  the  Grecians  next  appear, 
ing,  on  their  shoulders  bore  the  bier  ; 
r  pace  they  march'd,  and  often  staid, 
gh  the  master-street  the  corpse  convey'd. 
J  to  their  tops  with  black  were  spread, 
ihe  pavements  were  with  mourning  hid. 
dde  of  the  pall  old  Egeus  kept, 
3  left  the  royal  Theseus  wept ; 
a  golden  bowl,  of  work  divine, 
Y  fill'd,  and  milk,  and  mix'd  with  ruddy  wine, 
non,  the  kinsman  of  the  slain, 
lim  appeared  the  illustrious  train, 
le  pomp,  came  EmUy  the  bright, 
•'d  fire,  the  funeral  pile  to  light, 
devotion  was  the  service  made, 
5  rites  of  pagan  honour  paid : 
as  the  pile,  a  Parthian  bow, 
ir  drawn,  must  send  the  shaft  below. 
1  was  full  twenty  fathom  broad, 
Hng  straw  beneath  in  due  proportion  strow'd 
seem'd  a  wood  of  rising  green, 
.ur  and  bitumen  cast  between, 
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To  feed  the  flames :  the  trees  were  unctuous  fir, 

And  mountain-ash,  the  mother  of  the  spear ; 

The  mourner  yew,  and  builder  oak  were  there : 

The  beech,  the  swimming  alder,  and  the  plane,  i 

Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  softer  grain,  j 

And  laurels,  which  the  gods  for  conquering  chie&  ordaiiL 

How  they  were  rank'd,  shall  rest  untold  by  me, 

With  nameless  Nymphs  that  lived  in  every  tree ; 

Nor  how  the  Dryads,  or  the  woodland  train, 

Disherited,  ran  howling  o*er  the  plain : 

Nor  how  the  birds  to  foreign  seats  repaired. 

Or  beasts,  that  bolted  out,  and  saw  the  forest  bared : 

Nor  how  the  ground,  now  cleared,  with  ghastly  firight 

Beheld  the  sudden  sun,  a  stranger  to  the  light^ 

The  straw,  as  first  I  said,  was  laid  below .  '  ; 

Of  chips  and  sere-wood  was  the  second  row ;  j 

The  third  of  greens,  and  timber  newly  feU'd  ;  ' 

The  fourth  high  stage  the  fragrant  odours  held, 
And  pearls,  and  precious  stones,  and  rich  array. 
In  midst  of  which,  embalm'd,  the  body  lay. 
The  service  sung,  the  maid  with  mourning  eyes 
The  stubble  fired ;  the  smouldering  flames  arise ; 
This  office  done,  she  sunk  upon  the  ground  ; 
But  what  she  spoke,  recovered  from  her  swound, . 
I  want  the  wit  in  moving  words  to  dress ; 
But  by  themselves  the  tender  sex  may  guess. 
While  the  devouring  fire  was  burning  fast, 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  wealthy  cast ; 
And  some  their  shields,  and  some  tneir  lances  threw, 
And  gave  their  warrior's  ghost  a  warrior's  due. 
Full  bowls  of  wine,  of  honey,  milk,  and  blood, 
Were  pour'd  upon  the  pile  of  burning  wood. 
And  hissing  flames  receive,  and  hungry  lick  the  food. 
Then  thrice  the  mounted  squadrons  ride  around 
The  fire,  and  Arcite's  name  they  thrice  resoimd : 
HaU  !  and  farewell !  they  shouted  thrice  amain, 
Thrice  facing  to  the  left,  and  thrice  they  tum'd  again : 
Still  as  they  turn'd,  they  beat  their  clattering  sMelds ; 
The  women  mix  their  cries  ;  and  clamour  fills  the  fields. 
The  warhke  wakes  continued  all  the  night. 
And  funeral  games  were  play'd  at  new  returning  light ; 
Who  naked  wrestled  best,  besmear'd  with  oil, 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  foil, 
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ot  tell  you,  nor  would  you  attend  ; 
efly  haste  to  my  long  story's  end. 
3  the  rest ;  the  year  was  fully  moum'd, 
lamon  long  since  to  Thebes  retvun'd : 
)y  the  Grecians*  general  consent, 
ens  Theseus  held  his  parliament : 
the  laws  that  passed,  it  was  decreed, 
•nquer'd  Thebes  from  bondage  should  be  freed ; 
ng  homage  to  the  Athenian  throne, 
ih.  the  sovereign  summon'd  Palamon. 
ving  of  the  cause,  he  took  his  way, 
ul  in  mind,  and  still  in  black  array, 
nonarch  mounts  the  throne,  and,  placed  on  high, 
nds  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Emily : 
1,  she  came ;  the  senate  rose,  and  paid 
ng  reverence  to  the  royal  maid. 
3^  soft  whispers  through  the  assembly  went : 
lent  wonder  then  they  watch'd  the  event : 
h'd,  the  king  arose  with  awfiil  grace, 
lought  was  m  his  breast,  and  counsel  in  his  face, 
th  he  sigh'd ;  and  having  first  prepared 
entive  audience,  thus  his  will  declared. — 
IJause  and  Spring  of  motion,  from  above, 
own  on  eartn  the  golden  chain  of  Love : 
IBS  the  efiect,  and  high  was  his  intent, 
)eace  among  the  jamng  seeds  he  sent. 
»od,  and  earth,  and  air,  by  this  were  bound, 
ve,  the  common  link,  the  new  creation  crown'd. 
lin  still  holds  j  for  though  the  forms  decay, 
matter  never  wears  away : 
ae  first  Mover  certain  bounds  has  placed, 
Qg  those  perishable  forms  shall  last : 
I  they  last  beyond  the  time  assign'd 
all-seeing  and  all-making  mind : 
L  their  hours  thejr  may ;  for  will  is  free ; 
'er  pass  the  appointed  destiny, 
oppress'd,  when  weary  of  their  breath, 
off  the  burden,  and  suborn  their  death, 
nee  those  forms  begin,  and  have  their  end, 
o  unalter'd  cause  they  sure  depend  : 
*  the  whole  are  we ;  but  God  the  whole : 
ves  us  life,  and  animating  soul, 
ure  cannot  from  a  part  derive 
ing,  which  the  whole  can  only  give: 
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He  perfect,  stable ;  but  imperfect  we, 
Subject  to  change,  and  different  in  degree ; 
Plants,  beasts,  and  man  ;  and,  as  our  organs  are^ 
We  more  or  less  of  his  perfection  share. 
But  by  a  long  descent,  the  ethereal  fire 
Corrupts  ;  and  forms,  the  mortal  part,  expire : 
As  he  withdraws  his  virtue,  so  they  pass. 
And  the  same  matter  makes  another  mass : 
This  law  the  Omniscient  Power  was  pleased  to  give, 
That  every  kind  should  by  succession  live : 
That  individuals  die,  his  will  ordains  ; 
The  propagated  species  still  remains. 
The  moilarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  trees, 
Shoots  rising  up,  and  spreads  by  slow  degrees ; 
Three  centuries  he  grows,  and  three  he  stays, 
Supreme  in  state,  and  in  three  more  decays  ; 
So  wears  the  paving  pebble  in  the  street, 
And  towns  and  towers  their  fatal  periods  meet : 
So  rivers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie. 
Forsaken  of  their  springs  ;  and  leave  their  channels  dr; 
So  man,  at  first  a  drop,  dilates  with  heat. 
Then,  form'd,  the  little  heart  begins  to  beat ; 
Secret  he  feeds,  imknowing  in  the  cell ; 
'  t  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  shell, 
And  struggles  into  breath,  and  cries  for  aid. ;. 
Then,  helpless,  in  his  mother's  lap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walks,  and  issuing  into  man. 
Grudges  their  life,  from  whence  his  own  began ; 
Reckless  of  laws,  affects  to  rule  alone. 
Anxious  to  reign,  and  restless  on  the  throne : 
First  vegetive,  then  feels,  and  reasons  last ; 
Rich  of  three  souls,  and  lives  all  three  to  waste. 
Some  thus  ;  but  thousands  more  in  flower  of  age; 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  stage. 
Sunk  in  the  first,  in  battle  some  are  slain. 
And  others,  whelm'd  beneath  the  stormy  main. 
What  makes  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  king. 
At  whose  command  we  perish,  and  we  spring  ?   " 
Then  'tis  our  best,  since  thus  ordained  to  die, 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity ; 
Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain  ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  sustain  ; 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  choose  aright, 
Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  the  height. 
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When  we  have  done  our  ancestors  no  shame, 

Bat  served  our  friends,  and  well  secured  our  fame ; 

Then  should  we  wish  our  happy  life  to  close, 

And  leave  no  more  for  fortune  to  dispose : 

So  should  we  make  our  death  a  glad  relief 

From  future  shame,  from  sickness,  and  from  grief  : 

Enjoying  while  we  live  the  present  hoiu*. 

And  dying  in  our  excellence  and  flower. 

Then  round  our  death-bed  every  friend  should  run, 

And  joyous  of  our  conquest  early  won : 

While  the  maUcious  world  with  envious  tears 

Should  grudge  our  happy  end,  and  wish  it  theirs. 

Since  then  our  Arcite  is  with  honour  dead, 

Why  should  we  mourn,  that  he  so  soon  is  freed, 

Or  call  untimely,  what  the  gods  decreed  ? 

^ith  grief  as  just,  a  friend  may  be  deplored, 

^rom  a  foul  prison  to  free  air  restored. 

Ought  he  to  thank  his  kinsman  or  his  wife. 

Could  tears  recall  him  into  wretched  life  ? 

Their  sorrow  hurts  themselves  ;  on  him  is  lost ; 

And  worse  than  both,  ofiends  his  happy  ghost. 

VVhat  then  remains,  but,  after  past  annoy. 

To  take  the  good  vicissitude  of  joy  ? 

To  thank  the  gracious  gods  for  what  they  give, 

Possess  our  souls,  and  while  we  Hve,  to  five  ? 

Ordain  we  then  two  sorrows  to  combine, 

And  in  one  point  the  extremes  of  grief  to  join ; 

That  thence  resulting  joy  may  be  renew'd. 

As  jarring  notes  in  harmony  conclude. 

Then  I  propose  that  Palamon  shall  be 

In  marriage  join'd  with  beauteous  Emily ; 

For  which  already  I  have  gain'd  the  assent 

Of  my  free  peojjle  in  full  parliament. 

Long  love  to  her  has  borne  the  faithful  knight. 

And  well  deserved,  had  Fortime  done  him  right : 

'Tis  time  to  mend  her  fault ;  since  Emily 

By  Arcite's  death  from  former  vows  is  free  : 

If  you,  fair  sister,  i*atify  the  accord. 

And  take  him  for  your  husband  and  your  lord, 

'Tis  no  dishonour  to  confer  your  grace 

On  one  descended  from  a  royal  race  : 

And  were  Jie  less,  yet  years  of  service  past 

From  gi'ateful  souls  exact  reward  at  last ; 

32 
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Pity  is  Heaven's  and  your's  ;  nor  can  slie  find 

A  throne  so  soft  as  in  a  woman's  mind. 

He  said  ; — she  blush'd ;  and  as  o'eraw'd  by  mighty 

Seem'd  to  give  Theseus,  what  she  gave  the  knight. 

Then  turning  to  the  Theban  thus  he  said ; 

Small  arguments  are  needful  to  persuade 

Your  temper  to  comply  with  mjr  command  ; 

And  speaking  thus,  ho  gave  Emilia's  hand. 

Smiled  Venus,  to  behold  her  own  true  knight 

Obtain  the  conquest,  though  he  lost  the  fight, 

And  bless'd  with  nuptial  bliss  the  sweet  laborious  nigh 

Eros,  and  Anteros,  on  either  side, 

One  fired  the  bridegroom,  and  one  warm'd  the  bride ; 

And  long-attending  Hymen,  from  above, 

Shower'd  on  the  bed  the  whole  IdaUan  grove. 

All  of  a  tenor  was  their  after-life, 

No  day  discolour'd  with  domestic  strife  ; 

No  jealousy,  but  mutual  truth  believed, 

Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceived. 

Thus  Heaven,  beyond  the  compass  of  his  thought, 

Sent  him  the  blessing  he  so  dearly  bought. 

So  may  the  Queen  of  Love  long  duty  bless, 
And  all  true  lovers  find  the  same  success. 


THE  COCK  AND  THE  FOX ; 

OR,  THE  TALE  OF  THE  NUN'S  PRIEST. 

There  lived,  as  authors  tell,  in  days  of  yore, 
A  widow  somewhat  old,  and  very  poor : 
Deep  in  a  c^^ll  her  cottage  lonely  stood, 
"Well  thatch'd,  and  under  covert  of  a  wood. 
This  dowager,  on  whom  my  tale  I  found, 
Since  last  she  laid  her  husband  in  the  groimd, 
A  simple  sober  life,  in  patience,  led. 
And  had  but  just  enough  to  buy  her  bread-; 
But  h'uswifing  the  little  Heaven  had  lent, 
She  duly  paid  a  groat  for  quarter  rent ; 
And  pincfi'd  her  belly,  with  her  daughters  two. 
To  bring  the  year  about  with  much  ado. 
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The  cattle  in  her  homestead  were  three  sows, 
An  ewe  call'd  Mally,  and  three  brinded  cows. 
Her  parlour- window  stuck  with  herbs  around, 
Of  savoury  smell ;  and  rushes  strew'd  the  ground. 
A  maple-aresser  in  her  hall  she  had, 
On  which  full  many  a  slender  meal  she  made ; 
For  no  delicious  morsel  pass'd  her  throat ; 
According  to  her  cloth  she  cut  her  coat : 
^'o  poignant  sauce  she  knew,  nor  costly  treat, 
Her  hunger  gave  a  relish  to  her  meat : 
A  sparing  diet  did  her  health  assure  ; 

Or  sick,  a  pepper  posset  was  her  cure. 

Before  the  day  was  done,  her  work  she  sped, 

And  never  went  by  candle-light  to  bed  : 

With  exercise  she  sweat  ill  humours  out. 

Her  dancing  was  not  hindered  by  the  gout. 

Her  poverty  was  glad  ;  her  heart  content, 

N"or  knew  she  what  the  spleen  or  vapours  meant. 
Of  wine  she  never  tasted  through  the  year. 

But  white  and  black  was  all  her  homely  cheer : 

Brown  bread,  and  milk,  (but  first  she  skimm'd  her  bowls) 

Ajid  bacon  rashers  singed  upon  the  coals. 

3n  holy  days  an  egg,  or  two  at  most ; 

But  her  ambition  never  reach'd  to  roast. 
A  yard  she  had  with  palon  enclosed  about, 

Some  high,  some  low,  and  a  dry  ditch  without. 

i^ithin  this  homestead  lived,  without  a  peer. 

For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer ; 

3o  hight  her  cock,  whose  singing  did  sui*pass 

rhe  merry  notes  of  organs  at  the  mass. 

More  certain  was  the  crowing  of  the  cock 

Fo  number  hours,  than  is  an  abbey-clock  ; 

And  sooner  than  the  matin-bell  was  rung, 

He  clapp'd  his  wings  upon  his  roost,  and  sung : 

For  when  degrees  fifteen  ascended  right, 

By  sure  instinct  ho  knew  'twas  one  at  night. 

l£gh  was  his  comb,  and  coi*al-red  withal. 

In  dents  embattled  like  a  castle  wall ; 

His  bill  was  raven-black,  and  shone  like  jet ; 

Blue  were  his  legs,  and  orient  were  his  feet : 

White  were  his  nails,  like  silver  to  behold, 

His  body  glittering  like  the  burnish'd  gold. 

This  gentle  cock,  for  solace  of  his  life, 

Sii  nmsea  had,  besides  his  lawful  wife ; 
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Scandal,  that  spares  no  king,  thougli  ne'er  so  good. 
Says,  they  were  all  of  his  own  flesh  and  bloo{ 
His  sisters  both  by  sire  and  mother's  side ; 
And  sure  their  likeness  showed  them  near  allied* 
But  make  tho  worst,  the  monarch  did  no  more^ 
Than  all  the  Ptolemys  had  done  before : 
When  incest  is  for  interest  of  a  nation, 
'Tis  made  no  sin  by  holy  dispensation. 
Spme  lines  have  been  maintain'd  by  this  alone^ 
Which  by  thair  common  ugliness  are  known. 

But  passing  this  as  from  our  tale  apart. 
Dame  Partlet  was  the  sovereign  of  his  heart : 
Ardent  in  love,  outrageous  in  his  play, 
He  feather'd  her  a  hundred  times  a  day : 
And  she,  that  was  not  only  passing  fair, 
But  was  withal  discreet,  and  debonair. 
Resolved  thp  passive  doctrine  to  fulfil, 
Though  loth  ;  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  will : 
At  board  and  bed  was  afiable  and  kind. 
According  as  their  marriage-vow  did  bind. 
And  as  the  Church's  precept  had  enjoin'd. 
Even  since  she  was  a  se'nnight  old,  they  say. 
Was  chaste  and  humble  to  her  dying  day. 
Nor  chick  nor  hen  was  known  to  disobey. 

By  this  her  husband's  heart  she  did  obtain ; 
What  cannot  beauty,  join'd  with  virtue,  gain ! 
She  was  his  only  joy,  and  he  her  pride  : 
She,  when  he  walked,  went  pecking  by  his  side ; 
If,  spuming  up  the  ground,  he  sprung  a  com. 
The  tribute  in  his  bill  to  her  was  borne. 
But  oh  !  what  joy  it  was  to  hear  him  sing 
In  summer,  when  the  day  began  to  spring, 
Stretching  his  neck,  and  warbling  in  his  throat, 
Solus  cum  sola,  then  was  all  his  note. 
For  in  the  days  of  yore,  the  birds  of  parts 
Were  bred  to  speak,  and  sing,  and  learn  the  liberal  art 

It  happ'd  that  perching  on  the  parlour-beam 
Amidst  his  wives,  he  had  a  deadly  dream, 
Just  at  the  dawn  ;  and  sigh'd,  and  groan'd  so  fast, 
As  every  breath  he  drew  would  be  his  last. 
Dame  Partlet,  ever  nearest  to  his  side, 
Heard  all  his  piteous  moan,  and  how  he  cried 
For  help  from  gods  and  men  ;  and  sore  aghast 
She  peck'd  and  pull'd,  and  waken'd  him  at  last. 
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Dear  hearty  said  she,  for  love  of  Heaven  declare 
Your  pain,  and  make  me  partner  of  your  care. 
You  groan,  Sir,  ever  since  the  morning-light. 
As  something  had  disturbed  your  noble  spright. 
And,  Madam,  well  I  might,  said  Chanticleer, 
Never  was  Shrove-tide-cock  in  such  a  fear. 
Even  still  I  run  all  over  in  a  sweat, 
Mj  princely  senses  not  recovered  yet. 
For  such  a  dream  I  had  of  dire  portent. 
That  much  I  fear  my  body  will  oe  shent : 
It  bodes  I  shall  have  wars  and  woful  si^ife, 
Or  in  a  loathsome  dungeon  end  my  life. 
Know,  dame,  I  dreamt  within  my  troubled  breast^ 
That  in  our  yard  I  saw  a  murderous  beast, 
That  on  my  body  would  have  made  arrest. 
\Yith  waking  eyes  I  ne'er  beheld  his  fellow ; 
His  colour  was  betwixt  a  red  and  yellow : 
Tipp'd  was  his  tail,  and  both  his  pricking  ears 
Were  black  ;  and  much  unlike  his  other  hairs : 
The  rest,  in  shape  a  beagle's  whelp  throughout, 
With  broader  forehead,  and  a  sharper  snout : 
Deep  in  his  front  were  sunk  his  glowing  eyes, 
That  yet  methinks  I  sea  him  with  surprise. 
Reach  out  your  hand,  I  drop  with  clammy  sweat, 
And  lay  it  to  my  heart,  and  feel  it  beat. 

Now  fie  for  shame,  quoth  she,  by  Heaven  above, 
Thou  hast  for  ever  lost  thy  lady's  love  ; 
No  woman  can  endure  a  recreant  kqight. 
He  must  be  bold  by  day,  and  free  by  night : 
Our  sex  desires  a  husband  or  a  friend. 
Who  can  our  honour  and  his  own  defend  ; 
Wise,  hardy,  secret,  liberal  of  his  purse : 
A  fool  is  nauseous,  but  a  coward  worse  : 
No  bragging  coxcomb,  yet  no  baffled  knight. 
How  dar'st  thou  talk  of  love,  and  dar'st  not  fight  1 
How  dar'st  thou  tell  thy  dame  thou  art  affear'd  ? 
Hast  thou  no  manly  heart,  and  hast  a  beard  ? 

If  aught  from  fearful  dreams  may  be  divined. 
They  signify  a  cock  of  dunghill  kind. 
All  dreams,  as  in  old  Galen  I  have  read. 
Are  firom  repletion  and  complexion  bred  ; 
From  rising  fumes  of  indigested  food. 
And  noxious  humours  that  infect  the  blood : 
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And  sure,  my  lord,  if  I  can  read  aright, 

These  foolish  fancies  you  have  had  to-night, 

Are  certain  symptoms  (in  the  canting  style) 

Of  boiling  choler,  and  aboimding  bile  ; 

This  yellow  gall  that  in  your  stomach  floats, 

Engenders  all  these  visionary  thoughts. 

When  choler  overflows,  then  dreams  are  bred 

Of  flames,  and  all  the  family  of  red  ; 

Red  dragons,  and  red  beasts,  in  sleep  we  view. 

For  humours  are  distinguish'd  by  their  "hue. 

From  hence  we  dream  of  wars  and  warlike  things^ 

And  wasps  and  hdrnets  with  their  double  wings. 

Choler  adust  congeals  our  blood  with  fear, 

Then  black  bulls  toss  us,  and  black  devils  tear. 

In  sanguine  airy  dreams  aloft  we  bound, . 

With  rheums  oppress'd,  we  sink  in  rivers  drown'd. 

More  I  could  say,  but  thus  conclude  my  theme. 
The  dominating  humour  makes  the  dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  time  accounted  wise, 
And  he  condemns  them  all  for  empty  lies. 
Take  my  advice,  and  when  we  fly  to  ground, 
With  laxatives  preserve  your  body  soimd, 
And  purge  the  peccant  humours  that  aboimd. 
I  should  be  loth  to  lay  you  on  a  tier ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  *pothecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prescribe  for  your  disease, 
And  save  long  bills,  and  a  damn'd  doctor's  fees. 

Two  sovereign  herbs,  which  I  by  practice  know. 
And  both  at  hand  (for  in  our  yard  they  grow) 
On  peril  of  my  soul  shall  rid  you  wholly 
Of  yellow  choler,  and  of  melancholy : 
You  must  both  purge  and  vomit ;  but  obey. 
And  for  the  love  of  Heaven  make  no  delay.  , 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  complexion  join. 
Beware  the  sun  when  in  a  vernal  sign ; 
For  when  he  mounts  exalted  in  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  body  in  a  flame, 
Replete  with  choler,  I  dare  lay  a  groat, 
A  tertian  ague  is  at  least  your  lot. 
Perhaps  a  fever  (which  the  gods  forefend) 
May  bring  your  youth  to  some  imtimely  end: 
And  therefore.  Sir,  as  you  desire  to  live, 
A  day  or  two  before  your  laxative. 
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Take  just  three  worms,  nor  under  nor  above, 
Because  the  gods  unequal  numbers  love. 
These  digestives  prepare  you  for  your  purge ; 
Of  fiunatory,  centaury,  and  spurge, 
And  of  ground-ivy  add  a  leaf  or  two. 
All  which  within  our  yard  or  garden  grow. 
Eat  these,  and  be,  my  lord,  of  better  cheer : 
Your  father's  son  was  never  bom  to  fear. 

Madam,  quoth  he,  gra'mercy  for  your  care, 
But  Cato,  whom  you  quoted,  you  may  spare : 
'Tis  true,  a  wise  and  worthy  man  he  seems. 
And  (as  you  say)  gave  no  belief  to  dreams : 
But  other  men  of  more  authority. 
And,  by  the  immortal  powers,  as  wise  as  he, 
Af  aintain,  with  sounder  sense,  that  dreams  forebode ; 
For  Homer  plainly  says  they  come  from  God. 
Nor  Cato  said  it :  but  some  modem  fool 
Imposed  in  Gate's  name  on  boys  at  school. 

Believe  me.  Madam,  morning  dreams  foreshow 
The  events  of  things,  and  future  weal  or  woe  : 
Some  truths  are  not  by  reason  to  be  tried, 
But  we  have  sure  experience  for  our  guide. 
An  ancient  author,  equal  with  the  best, 
Relates  this  tale  of  dreams  among  the  rest.   • 

Two  friends  or  brothers,  with  devout  intent, 
On  some  far  pilgrimage  together  went. 
It  happened  so  that,  when  the  sun  was  down, 
They  just  arrived  by  twilight  at  a  town  : 
That  day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  bull, 
'Twas  at  a  feast,  and  every  inn  so  ftdl. 
That  no  void  room  in  chamber,  or  on  ground. 
And  but  one  sorry  bed  was  to  be  found ; 
And  that  so  httle  it  would  hold  but  one, 
Though  tiU  this  hour  they  never  lay  alone. 

So  were  they  forced  to  part ;  one  stay'd  behind, 
His  fellow  sought  what  lodging  he  could  find : 
At  last  he  foimd  a  stall  where  oxen  stood. 
And  that  he  rather  chose  than  lie  abroad. 
Twas  in  a  farther  yard  without  a  door ; 
But,  for  his  ease,  well  litter'd  was  the  floor. 

His  fellow,  who  the  narrow  bed  had  kept, 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  rocker  slept : 
Supine  he  snored  ;  but,  in  the  dead  of  night. 
He  dreamt  his  friend  appeared  before  his  sight^ 
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Who,  with  a  ghastly  look  and  doleful  cry, 
Said,  Help  me,  brother,  or  this  night  I  aio » 
Arise,  and  help,  before  all  help  be  vain. 
Or  in  an  ox's  staU  I  shall  be  slain. 

Roused  from  his  rest  he  waken'd  in  a  start, 
Shivering  with  horror,  and  with  aching  heart ; 
At  length  to  cure  himself  by  reason  tries ; 
Tis  but  a  dream,  and  what  are  dreams  but  lies  f 
So  thinking  changed  his  side,  and  closed  his  eyes. 
His  dream  returns ;  his  friend  appears  again : 
The  murderers  come ;  now  help,  or  I  am  slain : 
'Twas  but  a  vision  stUl,  and  visions  are  but  vain. 
He  dreamt  the  third  ;  but  now  his  Mend  appeared 
Pale,  naked,  pierced  with  wounds,  with  blood  besmeared: 
Thrice  wam'd,  awake  !  said  he  ;  relief  is  late. 
The  deed  is  done  ;  but  thou  revenge  my  fete ! 
Tardy  of  aid,  unseal  thy  heavy  eyes. 
Awake,  and  with  the  dawning  day  arise  : 
Take  to  the  western-gate  thy  ready  way. 
For  by  that  passage  they  my  corpse  convey : 
My  corpse  is  in  a  tumbril  laid,  among 
The  filth  and  ordure,  and  enclosed  with  dung. 
That  cart  arrest,  and  raise  a  common  cry ; 
For  sacred  hunger  of  my  gold  I  die : 
Then  show'd  his  grisly  wounds :  and  last  he  drew 
A  piteous  sigh ;  and  took  a  long  adieu. 

The  frighted  friend  arose  by  break  of  day. 
And  found  the  stall  where  late  his  fellow  lay. 
Then  of  his  impious  host  inquiring  more, 
Was  answered  that  his  guest  was  gone  before : 
Muttering  he  went,  said  he,  by  morning-light, 
And  much  complain'd  of  his  ill  rest  by  night. 
This  raised  suspicion  in  the  pilgrim's  mind ; 
Because  all  hosts  are  of  an  evil  kind. 
And  oft  to  share  the  spoil  with  robbers  join'd. 

His  dream  confirm'd  his  thought ;  with  troubled  look 
Straight  to  the  western-gate  his  way  he  took ; 
There,  as  his  dream  foretold,  a  cart  he  foimd, 
That  carried  compost  forth  to  dung  the  ground. 
This  when  the  pilgrim  saw,  he  stretch'd  his  throaty 
And  cried  out  murder  with  a  yelling  note. 
My  murder'd  fellow  in  this  cart  lies  dead. 
Vengeance  and  justice  on  the  villain's  head ; 
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You,  magistrates,  who  sacred  laws  dispense. 
On  you  I  call  to  punish,  this  offence. 

The  word  thus  given ;  within  a  little  space, 
The  mob  came  roaring  out,  and  throng'd  the  place. 
All  in  a  trice  they  cast  the  cart  to  ground, 
And  in  the  dung  the  murder'd  body  found ; 
Though  breathless,  warm,  and  reeking  from  the  wound. 
Good  Heaven,  whose  darling  attribute  we  tind 
Is  boundless  grace,  and  mercy  to  mankind, 
Abhors  the  cruel ;  and  the  deeds  of  night 
By  wondrous  ways  reveals  in  open  light : 
Murder  may  pass  unpunish'd  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  justice  will  overtake  the  crime. 
And  oft  a  speedier  p^in  the  guilty  feels. 
The  hue  and  cry  of  Heaven  pursues  him  at  the  heels, 
Fresh  from  the  fact ;  as  in  the  present  case. 
The  criminals  are  seized  upon  the  place : 
Carter  and  host  confronted  face  to  face. 
Stiff  in  denial,  as  the  law  appoints. 
On  engines  they  distend  their  tortured  joints : 
So  was  confession  forced,  the  offence  was  known, 
And  public  justice  on  the  offenders  done. 

Here  may  you  see  that  visions  are  to  dread  ; 
And  in  the  page  that  follows  this,  I  read 
Of  two  voung  merchants,  whom  the  hope  of  gain 
Induced  in  partnership  to  cross  the  main  : 
Waiting  till  wiUing  winds  their  sails  supplied. 
Within  a  trading-town  they  long  abide, 
Full  fairly  situate  on  a  haven's  side. 

One  evening  it  befel,  that  looking  out. 
The  wind  they  long  had  wish'd  was  come  about : 
Well  pleased  they  went  to  rest ;  and  if  the  gale 
Till  mom  continued,  both  resolved  to  sail. 
But  as  together  in  a  bed  they  lay, 
The  younger  had  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 
A  man  he  thought  stood  frowning  at  his  side : 
Who  wam'd  him  for  his  safety  to  provide, 
Nor  put  to  sea,  but  safe  on  shore  abide. 
I  come,  thy  genius,  to  command  thy  stay;' 
Trust  not  the  winds,  for  fatal  is  the  day, 
And  death  unhoped  attends  the  watery  way. 

The  vision  said  ;  and  vanished  from  his  sight : 
The  dreamer  waken'd  in  a  mortal  fright ; 
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Then  pull'd  his  drowsy  neighbour,  and  declared 
What  in  his  slumber  he  had  seen  and  heard. 
His  friend  smiled  scornful,  and  with  proud  contemp 
Rejects  as  idle  what  his  fellow  dreamt. 
Stay,  who  will  stay :  for  me  no  fears  restrain, 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  god  of  gain  ; 
Let  each  man  do  as  to  his  fancy  seems, 
I  wait,  not  I,  till  you  have  better  dreams. 
Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  fancy  makes ; 
When  monarch  reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes : 
Compoimds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  cobblers,  and  a  court  of  kingd : 
Light  fumes  are  merry,  grosser  fumes  are  sad : 
Both  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monstrous  forms  in  sleep  we  see, 
That  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e*er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  behind 
Rush  forward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  nurse's  legends  are  for  truths  received, 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  beUeved. 

Sometimes  we  but  rehearae  a  former  play. 
The  night  restores  our  actions  done  by  day ; 
As  hounds  in  sleep  will  open  for  their  prey. 
In  short  the  farce  of  dreams  is  of  a  piece, 
Chimeras  all ;  and  more  absurd,  or  less : 
you,  who  believe  in  tales,  abide  alone  ; 
Whate'er  I  get  this  voyage,  is  my  own. 

Thus  while  he  spake,  he  heard  the'shouting  crew 
That  call'd  aboard,  and  took  his  last  adieu. 
The  vessel  went  before  a  merry  gale. 
And  for  quick  passage  put  on  every  sail ; 
But  when  least  fearM,  and  even  in  open  day, 
The  mischief  overtook  her  in  the  way : 
Whether  she  sprung  a  leak,  I  cannot  find, 
Or  whether  she  was  overset  with  wind. 
Or  that  some  rock  below  her  bottom  rent ; 
But  down  at  once  with  all  her  crew  she  went : 
Her  fellow-ships  from  far  her  loss  descried ; 
Bnt  only  she  was  sunk,  and  all  were  safe  beside. 

By  this  example  you  are  taught  again. 
That  dreams  and  visions  are  not  always  vain : 
But  if,  dear  Partlet,  you  are  still  in  doubt, 
Another  tale  shall  make  the  former  out. 
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the  son  of  Kenulph,  Mercia's  king, 
jIj  life  the  legends  loudly  sing, 
Q  a  dream,  his  murder  did  foretel 
nt  to  point  as  after  it  befel : 
ustances  to  his  nurse  he  told, 
3r,  from  a  child  of  seven  years  old  :) 
m  with  horror  heard,  the  good  old  wife 
ason  coimsell'd  him  to  ^lard  his  hfe  ; 
to  keep  the  secret  in  his  mind, 
fa  vision  small  belief  would  find, 
s  child,  by  promise  bound,  obey'd, 
the  fatal  murder  long  delay'd : 
ia  slain,  he  fell  before  his  time, 
oung  martyr  by  his  sister's  crime, 
is-  told  by  venerable  Bede, 
t  your  better  leism-e,  you  may  read. 
)ius,  too,  relates  the  vision  sent 
*eat  Scipio,  with  the  famed  event : 
is  makes,  but  after  makes  replies, 
J,  that  dreams  are  often  prophecies, 
del,  vou  may  read  in  holy  writ, 
en  the  king  his  vision  did  forget, 
)rd  for  word  the  wondrous  dream  repeat. 
of  patriarch  Joseph  understand, 
Ek  dream  enslaved  the  Egyptian  land, 
3  of  plenty  and  of  dearth  foretold, 
r  their  bread,  their  liberty  they  sold, 
t  the  exalted  butler  be  forgot, 
Those  dream  presaged  his  hanging  lot. 
d  not  Croesus  the  same  death  foresee, 
I  his  vision  on  a  lofty  tree  ? 
of  Hector,  in  his  utmost  pride, 
)f  his  death  the  night  before  he  died  ; 
\  he  warn'd  from  battle  to  refrain, 
to  death  decreed  are  warn'd  in  vain  : 
L  the  dream,  and  by  his  fatal  foe  was  slain, 
tnore  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to  speak, 
ihe  ruddy  day  begins  to  break  ; 
suffice,  that  plaiidy  I  foresee 
n  was  bad,  and  bodes  adversity : 
ler  pills  nor  laxatives  I  Hke, 
y  serve  to  make  the  well-man  sick  : 
his  gain  the  sharp  physician  makes, 
m  gives  a  purge,  but  seldom  takes : 
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ITiev  not  correct,  but  poison  all  the  blood, 
And  ne'er  did  any  but  tho  doctors  good. 
Their  tribe,  trade,  trinkets,  I  defy  them  all ; 
With  every  work  of  Apothecary's  hall. 
These  melaucholy  matters  I  forbear : 

But  let  me  tell  thee,  Partlct  mine,  and  swear, 
That  when  I  view  the  beauties  of  thy  face, 
I  fear  not  death,  nor  dangers,  nor  disgrace: 
So  may  my  soul  have  bliss,  as  when  I  spy 
The  scarlet  red  about  thy  partridge  eye, 
Wliile  thou  art  constant  to  thy  own  true  knight, 
"While  thou  art  mine,  and  I  am  thy  delight, 
All  sorrows  at  thy  presence  take  their  flight. 
For  true  it  is,  as  in  principio, 
MuHer  est  hominis  confusio. 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is, 
That  wolnan  is  to  man  his  sovereign  bliss. 
For  when  by  night  I  feel  your  tender  side, 
Though  for  tho  narrow  perch  I  cannot  ride, 
Yet  I  have  such  a  solace  in  my  mind, 
That  all  my  boding  cares  are  cast  behind  ; 
And  even  already  I  forget  my  dream  : — 
He  said,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the  beam. 
For  day-light  now  began  apace  to  spring, 
The  thrush  to  whistle,  and  the  lark  to  sing. 
Then  crowing  clapp'd  his  wings,  the  appointed  call, 
To  chuck  his  wives  together  in  the  hall. 

By  this  the  widow  had  imbarr'd  the  door, 
And  Chanticleer  went  strutting  out  before. 
With  royal  courage,  and  with  heart  so  light, 
As  show'd  ho  scorn'd  the  visions  of  the  night. 
Now  roaming  in  the  yard,  he  spum'd  the  ground, 
And  gave  to  Partlet  the  first  grain  he  fomid. 
Then  often  feather'd  her  with  wanton  play. 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  ere  prime  of  day  : 
And  took  by  turns  and  gave  so  much  delight. 
Her  sisters  pined  with  envy  at  the  sight. 
He  chuck'd  again,  when  other  corns  he  found. 
And  scarcely  deign'd  to  set  a  foot  to  ground. 
But  swaggor'd  like  a  lord  about  his  hall, 
And  his  seven  wives  came  nmning  at  his  call. 

'Twas  now  the  month  in  which  the  world  begaD^ 
^f  March  beheld  the  first  created  man :) 
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-And  since  the  vernal  equinox,  the  sun, 

In  Aries  twelve  de^ees,  or  more,  had  run  ; 

'When  casting  up  his  eyes  against  the  lighi^ 

IBoth  month,  and  day,  and  hour  he  measured  right ; 

And  told  more  truly  than  the  Ephemeris : 

For  art  may  err,  but  nature  cannot  miss. 

Thus  numbering  times  and  seasons  in  his  breast, 
His  second  crowing  the  third  hour  confess'd. 
Then  turning,  said  to  Partlet,  See,  my  dear, 
How  lavish  nature  has  adom'd  the  year ; 
How  the  pale  primrose  and  blue  violet  spring, 
And  birds  essay  their  throats  disused  to  sing : 
All  these  are  ours  ;  and  I  with  pleasure  see 
Man  strutSng  on  two  legs,  and  aping  me : 
An  unfledged  creature,  of  a  lumpish  frame, 
Endow'd  with  fewer  particles  of  flame ; 
Our  dame  sits  cow'ring  o'er  a  kitchen  fire, 
I  draw  fresh  air,  and  nature's  works  admire : 
And  e'en  this  day  in  more  delight  aboimd^ 
Than,  since  I  was  an  egg,  I  ever  found. 

The  time  shall  come  when  Chanticleer  shall  wish 
His  words  unsaid,  and  hate  his  boasted  bliss : 
The  crested  bird  shall  by  experience  know, 
Jove  made  not  him  his  masterpiece  below ; 
And  learn  the  latter  end  of  joy  is  woe. 
The  vessel  of  his  bUss  to  dregs  is  run. 
And  Heaven  will  have  him  taste  his  other  tun. 

Ye  wise,  draw  near,  and  hearken  to  my  tale, 
Which  proves  that  oft  the  proud  by  flattery  fall : 
The  legend  is  as  true  I  undertake 
As  Tristran  is,  and  Launcelot  of  the  Lake  : 
Which  all  our  ladies  in  such  reverence  hold. 
As  if  in  Book  of  Martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  fox  full-fraught  with  seeming  sanctity. 
That  fear'd  an  oath,  but,  Hke  the  devil,  would  lie  ; 
Who  look'd  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer. 
And  durst  not  sin  before  ho  said  his  prayer  ; 
This  pious  cheat,  that  never  suck'd  the  blood. 
Nor  chew'd  the  flesh  of  lambs, — but  when  he  could ; 
Had  pass'd  three  summers  in  the  neighbouring  wood : 
And  musing  long,  whom  next  to  circumvent. 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  fancy  bent : 
And  in  his  high  imagination  cast, 
%  stratagem  to  gratify  his  taste. 
33 
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The  plot  contrived,  before  the  break  of  day, 
Saint  Reynard  through  the  hedge  had  made  his  way; 
The  pale  was  next,  but  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  the  fence  of  the  forbidden  ground  : 
Yet  fearing  to  be  seen,  within  a  bed 
Of  coleworts  he  conceal'd  his  wily  head  ; 
Then  sculk'd  till  afternoon,  and  watch'd  his  time, 
(As  murderers  use)  to  perpetrate  his  crime. 

0  hypocrite,  ingenious  to  destroy, 

0  traitor,  worse  than  Sinon  was  to  Troy! 

0  vile  subverter  of  the  Gallic  reign. 

More  false  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemagne  ! 

0  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhappy  hour 

Didst  thou  forsake  the  safety  of  thy  bower : 

Better  for  thee  thou  hadst  believed  thy  dream, 

And  not  that  day  descended  from  the  beam  ! 

But  here  the  doctors  eagerly  dispute  : 
Some  hold  predestination  absolute  : 
Some  clerks  maintain,  that  Heaven  at  first  foresee* 
And  in  the  virtue  of  foresight  decrees. 
If  this  be  so  ;  then  prescience  binds  the  will, 
And  mortals  are  not  free  to  good  or  ill ; 
For  what  he  first  foresaw,  ho  must  ordain, 
Or  its  eternal  prescience  may  be  vain  : 
As  bad  for  us  as  prescience  had  not  been  ; 
For  first,  or  last,  he  's  author  of  the  sin. 
And  who  says  that,  let  the  blaspheming  man 
Say  worse  even  of  the  devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  eteraal  power  be  just 
To  pimish  man,  who  sins  because  he  must  ? 
Or  how  can  he  reward  a  virtuous  deed. 
Which  is  not  done  by  us  ;  but  first  decreed  ? 

1  cannot  bolt  this  matter  to  the  bran, 
As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Austin  can  ; 

If  prescience  can  determine  actions  so 

That  we  must  do,  because  he  did  foreknow, 

Or  that  foreknowing,  yet  our  choice  is  free, 

Not  forced  to  sin  by  strict  necessity  ; 

This  strict  necessity  they  simple  call, 

Another  sort  there  is  conditional. 

The  first  so  binds  the  will,  that  things  foreknown 

By  spontaneity,  not  choice,  are  done. 

Thus  galley-slaves  tug  willing  at  their  oar. 

Content  to  work,  in  prospect  of  the  shore  ; 
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But  would  not  work  at  all,  if  not  constrain'd  before. 
That  other  does  not  liberty  constrain, 
But  man  may  either  act,  or  may  refrain. 
Heaven  made  us  agents  free  to  good  or  ill, 
And  forced  it  not,  though  he  foresaw  the  wilL 
Freedom  was  first  bestow'd  on  human  race. 
And  prescience  only  held  the  second  place. 

If  he  could  make  such  agents  wholly  free, 
I  not  dispute,  the  point 's  too  high  for  me ; 
For  Heaven's  unfathom'd  power  what  man  can  sound, 
Or  put  to  his  omnipotence  a  bound  ? 
He  made  us  to  his  image,  all  agree  ; 
That  image  is  the  soul,  and  that  must  be, 
Or  not  the  Maker's  image,  or  be  free. 

But  whether' it  were  better  man  had  been 
By  nature  bound  to  good,  not  free  to  sin, 
I  waive,  for  fear  of  splitting  on  a  rock. 
The  tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  cock  ; 
"Who  had  not  run  the  hazard  of  his  life. 
Had  he  believed  his  dream,  and  not  his  wife : 
For  women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  kind, 
Pervert,  with  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 
A  woman's  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woe. 
And  made  her  man  his  paradise  forego. 
Where  at  heart's  ease  he  lived  ;  and  might  have  been 
As  free  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin. 
For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  do, 
That,  born  to  folly,  they  presumed  to  know, 
And  could  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass  ? 
But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

Silence  in  times  of  suffering  is  the  best, 
Tis  dangerous  to  disturb  an  hornet's  nest. 
In  other  authors  you  may  find  enough. 
But  all  they  say  of  dames  is  idle  stuff. 
Legends  of  lying  wits  together  bound. 
The  wife  of  Bath  would  throw  'em  to  the  ground ; 
These  are  the  words  of  Chanticleer,  not  mine, 
I  honour  dames,  and  think  their  sex  divine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  tale  begun : — 
Lay  Madame  Partlet  basking  in  the  sun. 
Breast-high  in  sand  ;  her  sisters,  in  a  row, 
Enjoy'd  the  beams  above,  the  warmth  below. 
The  cock,  that  of  his  flesh  was  ever  free. 
Sung  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  aeat '. 
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And  so  befel,  that  as  ho  cast  his  eye 

Among  the  coleworts  on  a  butterfly, 

He  saw  false  Reynard  where  he  lay  full  low : 

I  need  not  swear  he  had  no  list  to  crow-: 

But  cried,  cock,  cock,  and  gave  a  sudden  starts 

As  sore  dismay'd  and  frighted  at  his  heart. 

For  birds  and  beasts,  inform'd  by  Nature,  know 

Kinds  opposite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  foe. 

So  Chanticleer,  who  never  saw  a  fox, 

Yet  shunn'd  him  as  a  sailor  shuns  the  rocks. 

But  the  false  loon,  who  could  not  work  his  will 
By  open  force,  employ'd  his  flattering  skill ; 
I  hope,  my  lord,  said  he,  I  not  offend ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  that  am  your  friend  ? 
I  were  a  beast  indeed  to  do  you  wrong, 
I,  who  have  loved  and  honour'd  you  so  long : 
Stay,  gentle  Sir,  nor  take  a  false  alarm, 
For  on  my  soul  I  never  meant  you  harm. 
I  come  no  spy,  nor  as  a  traitor  press, 
To  learn  the  secrets  of  your  soft  recess : 
Far  be  from  Reynard  so  profane  a  thought, 
But  by  the  sweetness  of  your  voice  was  brought : 
For,  as  I  bid  my  beads,  by  chance  I  heard 
The  song  as  of  an  angel  in  the  yard ; 
A  song  that  would  have  charm  d  the  infernal  gods, 
And  banish'd  horror  from  the  dark  abodes  : 
Had  Orpheus  sung  it  in  the  nether  sphere. 
So  much  the  hymn  had  pleased  the  tyrant's  ear. 
The  wife  had  been  detain'd,  to  keep  the  husband  there. 

My  lord,  your  sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  peer  deserving  such  a  son  as  you  : 
He,  with  your  lady-mother,  (whom  Heaven  rest) 
Has  often  graced  my  house,  and  been  my  guest : 
To  view  his  living  features  does  me  good, 
For  I  am  your  poor  neighbour  in  the  wood ; 
And  in  my  cottage  should  be  proud  to  see 
The  worthy  heir  of  my  friend's  family. 

But  since  I  speak  of  singing,  let  me  say. 
As  with  an  upright  heart  I  safely  may, 
That,  save  yourself,  there  breathes  not  on  the  ground 
One  like  your  father  for  a  silver-sound. 
So  sweetly  would  he  wake  the  winter-day. 
That  matrons  to  the  church  mistook  their  way. 
And  thought  they  heard  tVic  Tcvexty  or^an  play. 
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Ind  he  to  raise  his  voice  with  artful  care, 

What  will  not  beaux  attempt  to  please  the  fair  ?) 

)n  tiptoe  stood  to  sing  with  greater  strength, 

^d  stretch'd  his  comely  neck  at  all  the  length : 

Lnd  while  he  strain'd  his  voice  to  pierce  the  skies, 

is  saints  in  raptures  use,  would  shut  his  eyes, 

hat  the  sound  striving  through  the  narrow  throat, 

lis  winking  might  avaS  to  mend  the  note. 

ly  this,  in  song,  he  never  had  his  peer, 

rom  sweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer  ; 

[ot  Maro's  muse,  who  sung  the  mighty  man, 

Tor  Pindar's  heavenly  lyre,  nor  Horace  when  a  swan. 

'our  ancestors  proceed  from  race  divine : 

'com  Brennus  and  Behnus  is  your  Hne  ; 

Tho  gave  to  sovereign  Rome  such  loud  alarms, 

'hat  e'en  the  priests  were  not  excused  from  arms. 

Besides,  a  famous  monk  of  modem  times 
las  left  of  cocks  recorded  in  his  rhymes, 
hat  of  a  parish  priest  the  son  and  heir. 
When  sons  of  priests  were  from  the  proverb  clear) 
Lffronted  once  a  cock  of  noble  kind, 
ind  either  lamed  his  legs,  or  struck  him  blind ; 
or  whixjh  the  clerk  his  father  was  disgraced, 
ind  in  his  benefice  another  placed, 
'ow  sing,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love  of  me, 
et  for  the  sake  of  sweet  Saint  Charity ; 
[ake  hills,  and  dales,  and  earth,  and  heaven  rejoice, 
nd  emulate  your  father's  angel-voice. 
The  cock  was  pleased  to  hear  him  speak  so  fair, 
nd  proud  beside,  as  solar  people  are  ; 
or  could  the  treason  from  the  truth  descry, 
3  was  he  ravish'd  with  this  flattery : 
3  much  the  more,  as  from  a  httle  elf, 
'.e  had  a  high  opinion  of  himself ; 
hough  sickly,  slender,  and  not  large  of  hmb, 
oncluding  all  the  world  was  made  for  him. 

Ye  princes,  raised  by  poets  to  the  gods, 
jid  Alexander'd  up  in  lying  odes, 
lelieve  not  every  flattering  knave's  report, 
liere  's  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  court ; 
Lnd  he  shall  be  received  with  more  regard, 
ind  listen'd  to,  than  modest  truth  is  heard. 

This  Chanticleer,  of  whom  the  story  sings, 
itood  high  upon  his  toes,  and  clapp'd  hia  \nyw%^\ 
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Then  stretched  his  neck,  and  wink*d  with  both  his  etjeBf 
Ambitious  as  he  sought  the  Olympic  prize. 
But  while  he  pain'd  himself  to  raise  his  note, 
False  Reynard  rush'd,  and  caught  him  by  the  throat . 
Then  on  his  back  he  laid  the  precious  load, 
And  sought  his  wonted  shelter  of  the  wood-; 
Swiftly  he  made  his  way,  the  mischief  done. 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  pursued  by  none. 

Alaa,  what  stay  is  there  in  human  state. 
Or  who  can  shun  inevitable  fate  '? 
The  doom  was  written,  the  decree  was  pass'd, 
Ere  the  foimdations  of  the  world  were  cast !  . 
In  Aries  though  the  sun  exalted  stood, 
His  patron-plaiiet  to  procure  his  good ; 
Yet  Saturn  was  his  mortal  foe,  and  he, 
In  Libra  raised,  opposed  the  same  degree : 
The  rays  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  power, 
Each  thwarting  other,  made  a  mingled  hour. 

On  Friday  morn  he  dreamt  this  dirieful  dream, 
Cross  to  the  worthy  native,  in  his  scheme  ! 
Ah,  blissful  Venus,  goddess  of  delight. 
How  could'st  thou  suffer  thy  devoted  knight 
On  thy  own  day  to  fall  by  foe  oppress'd. 
The  wight  of  all  the  world  who  served  thee  best  1 
Who,  true  to  love,  was  aU  for  recreation. 
And  minded  not  the  work  of  propagation. 
Gaufride,  who  could'st  so  well  in  rhyme  complain 
The  death  of  Richard  with  an  arrow  slain, 
"Why  had  not  I  thy  muse,  or  thou  my  heart, 
To  sing  this  heavy  dirge  with  equal  art ! 
That  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain ; 
For  on  that  day  was  Coeur  de  Lion  slain. 
Xot  louder  cries,  when  Ilium  was  in  flames, 
Were  sent  to  heaven  by  woful  Trojan  dames. 
When  Pyrrhus  toss'd  on  high  his  bumish'd  blade, 
And  offer'd  Priam  to  his  father's  shade. 
Than  for  the  cock  the  widow'd  poultry  made. 
Fair  Partlet  first,  when  he  was  borne  from  sight^ 
With  sovereign  shrieks  bewail'd  her  captive  knight  i 
Far  louder  than  the  Carthaginian  wife. 
When  Asdrubal  her  husband  lost  his  life. 
When  she  beheld  the  smouldering  flames  ascend. 
And  all  the  Panic  glories  at  an  end : 
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Willing  into  the  fires  she  plunged  her  head, 

With  greater  ease  than  others  seek  their  bed. 

Not  more  aghast  the  matrons  of  renown, 

When  tyrant  Nero.bum'd  the  imperial  town, 

Shriek'd  for  the  downfal  in  a  doleful  cry, 

Por  which  their  guiltless  lords  were  doom'd  to  die. 

Now  to  my  story  I  return  again : 
The  trembling  widow,  and  her  daughters  twain. 
This  woful  cackling  cry  with  horror  heard, 
Of  those  distracted  damsels  in  the  yard : 
And  starting  up,  beheld  the  heavv  sight, 
How  Reynard  to  the  forest  took  his  night, 
And  cross  his  back,  as  in  triumphant  scorn, 
The  hope  and  pillar  of  the  house  was  borne. 

The  fox,  the  wicked  fox !  was  all  the  cry ; 
Out  from  his  house  i*an  every  neighbour  nigh  : 
The  vicar  first,  and  after  him  the  crew, 
^ith  forks  and  staves  the  felon  to  pursue. 
lUn  Coll  our  dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  band, 
And  Malkin,  with  her  distaff  in  her  hand  : 
IWi  cow  and  calf,  and  family  of  hogs, 
la  panic  horror  of  pursuing  dogs  ; 
With  many  a  deadly  grunt  and  doleful  squeak, 
Poor  swine,  as  if  their  pretty  hearts  would  break. 
The  shouts  of  men,  the  women  in  dismay. 
With  shrieks  augment  the  terror  of  the  day. 
The  ducks,  that  heard  the  proclamation  cried. 
And  fear'd  a  persecution  might  betide, 
Full  twenty  miles  from  town  their  voyage  take, 
Obscure  in  rushes  of  the  hquid  lake. 
The  geese  fly  o'er  the  bam  ;  the  bees  in  arms 
Drive  headlong  from  their  waxen  cells  in  swarms. 
«?ack  Straw  at  London-stone,  with  all  his  rout, 
Struck  not  the  city  with  so  loud  a  shout ; 
Not  when  with  EngHsh  hate  they  did  pursue 
A  Frenchman,  or  an  unbelieving  Jew : 
Not  when  the  welkin  rung  with  "  one  and  all ; " 
And  echoes  bounded  back  from  Fox's  hall : 
Earth  seem'd  to  sink  beneath,  and  heaven  above  to  fall. 
With  might  and  main  they  chased  the  murderous  fox, 
With  brazen  trumpets,  and  inflated  box. 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  sounds. 
Nor  wanted  horns  to  inspire  sagacious  hounds. 
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But  see  how  Fortune  can  confound  the  wise, 
And,  when  they  least  expect  it,  turn  the  dice. 
The  captive-cock,  who  scarce  could  draw  his  breath. 
And  lay  within  the  very  jaws  of  death ; 
Yet  in  this  agony  his  fancy  wrought. 
And  fear  supplied  him  with  this  happy  thought : 
Your's  is  the  prize,  victorious  prince*-'said  he, 
The  vicar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  village  see. 
Enjoy  your  friendly  foi-tune  while  you  may. 
And  bid  the  churls  that  envy  you  the  prey, 
Call  back  their  mongrel  curs,  and  cease  their  cry. 
See,  fools,  the  shelter  of  the  wood  is  nigh. 
And  Chanticleer  in  your  despite  shall  die. 
He  shall  be  pluck'd  and  eaten  to  the  bone. 

'Tis  well  advised,  in  faith  it  shall  be  done  ; 
This  Eeynard  said  :  but  as  the  word  he  spoke, 
The  prisoner  with  a  spring  from  prison  broke : 
Then  stretch'd  his  feather'd  fans  with  all  his  might, 
And  to  the  neighbouring  maple  wing'd  his  flight. 

Whom  when  the  traitor  safe  on  tree  beheld, 
He  cursed  the  gods,  with  shame  and  sorrow  fiU'd ; 
Shame  for  his  folly,  sorrow  out  of  time. 
For  plotting  an  unprofitable  crime  ; 
Yet  mastering  both,  the  artificer  of  hes 
Renews  the  assaidt,  and  his  last  battery  tries. 

Though  I,  said  he,  did  ne'er  in  thought  offend, 
How  justly  may  my  lord  suspect  his  friend  ? 
The  appearance  is  against  me,  I  confess. 
Who  seemingly  have  put  you  in  distress  : 
You,  if  your  goodness  does  not  plead  my  cause. 
May  think  I  broke  all  hospitable  laws. 
To  bear  you  from  your  palace-yard  by  might, 
And  put  your  noble  person  in  a  fright : 
This,  since  you  take  it  ill,  I  must  repent. 
Though  Heaven  can  witness,  with  no  bad  intent 
I  practised  it,  to  make  you  taste  your  cheer 
With  double  pleasure,  first  prepared  by  fear. 
So  loyal  subjects  often  seize  their  prince. 
Forced  (for  his  good)  to  seeming  violence. 
Yet  mean  his  sacred  person  not  the  least  offence. 
Descend  !  so  help  me  Jove  !  as  you  shall  find 
That  Reynard  comes  of  no  dissembling  kind. 

Nay,  quoth  the  cock  ;  but  I  beshrew  us  both, 
If  I  believe  a  saint  upon  his  oath  : 
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An  honest  man  may  take  a  knave's  advice, 
^ut  idiots  only  may  be  cozen'd  twice : 
Once  warn'd  is  weU  bewared :  Not  flattering  lies 
Shall  soothe  me  more  to  sing  with  winking  eyes, 
And  open  mouth,  for  fear  of  catching  flies. 
Who  blindfold  walks  upon  a  river's  brim, 
When  he  should  see,  has  he  deserved  to  swim  ? — 
Better,  sir  Cock,  let  all  contention  cease. 
Come  down,  said  Reynard,  let  us  treat  of  peace.— 
A  peace  with  all  my  soul,  said  Chanticleer ; 
But,  with  your  favour,  I  will  treat  it  here : 
Ajid  lest  the  truce  with  treason  should  be  mix'd, 
'Tis  my  concern  to  have  the  tree  betwixt. 

THE   MORAL. 

In  this  plain  fable  you  the  effect  may  seo 
Of  negligence,  and  fond  creduHty : 
And  learn  besides  of  flatterers  to  beware. 
Then  most  pernicious  when  they  speak  too  fair. 
The  cock  and  fox,  the  fool  and  knave  imply ; 
The  truth  is  moral,  though  the  tale  a  lie. 
Who  spoke  in  parables,  I  dare  not  say ; 
But  sure  he  knew  it  was  a  pleasing  way, 
Soimd  sense,  by  plain  example,  to  convey. 
And  in  a  heathen  author  we  may  find, 
That  pleasure  with  instruction  should  be  join'd ; 
So  take  the  corn,  and  leave  the  chaff  behind. 


THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF : 

OR,  THE  LADY  IN  THE  ARBOUR.       A  VISION. 

Now  turning  from  the  wintry  signs,  the  sun 

His  course  exalted  through  the  Ram  had  run. 

And  whirhng  up  the  skies,  nis  chariot  drove 

Through  Taurus,  and  the  lightsome  realms  of  love ; 

Where  Venus  from  her  orb  descends  in  showers. 

To  glad  the  ground,  and  paint  the  fields  with  flowers : 

When  first  the  tender  blades  of  grass  appear,        ' 

And  buds,  that  yet  the  blast  of  Eurus  fear, 

Stand  at  the  door  of  life,  and  doubt  to  clothe  the  year : 
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Till  gentle  heat,  and  soft  repeated  rains, 
Make  the  green  blood  to  dance  within  their  veins  j 
Then,  at  their  call,  embolden'd  out  they  come, 
And  swell  the  gems,  and  burst  the  narrow  room ; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  blooms  display, 
Salute  the  welcome  sun,  and  entertain  the  day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  souls  the  sweets  repair 
To  scent  the  skies,  and  purge  the  unwholesome  air : 
Joy  spreads  the  heart,  and,  with  a  general  song. 
Spring  issues  out,  and  leads  the  jolly  months  along. 

In  that  sweet  season,  as  in  bed  I  lay. 
And  sought  in  sleep  to  pass  the  night  away, 
I  turn'd  my  weary  side,  but  still  in  vain. 
Though  fuU  of  youthful  health,  and  void  of  pain : 
Cares  I  had  none,  to  keep  me  from  my  rest. 
For  love  had  never  enter'd  in  my  breast ; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  supply, 
Nor  did  she  slumber  till  that  hour  deny. 
I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true, 
Much  joy  had  dried  away  the  balmy  dew : 
Seas  would  be  pools,  without  the  brushing  air, 
To  curl  the  waves  ;  and  sure  some  little  care 
Should  weary  nature  so,  to. make  her  want  repair. 

When  Chanticleer  the  second  watch  had  sung^ 
Scorning  the  scorner  sleep,  from  bed  I  spnmg  ; 
And  dressing,  by  the  moon,  in  loose  array, 
Pass'd  out  in  open  air,  preventing  day. 
And  sought  a  goodly  grove,  as  fancy  led  my  way. 
Straight  as  a  line  in  beauteous  order  stood 
Of  oaks  unshorn  a  venerable  wood  ; 
Fresh  was  the  grass  beneath,  and  every  tree, 
At  distance  planted  in  a  due  degree. 
Their  branching  arms  in  air  with  equal  space 
Stretched  to  their  neighbours  with  a  long  embrace : 
And  the  new  leaves  on  every  bough  were  seen, 
Some  ruddy-colour'd,  some  of  hghter  green. 
The  painted  birds,  companions  of  the  spring, 
Hopping  from  spray  to  spray,  were  heard  to  sing. 
Both  eyes  and  ears  i-eceived  a  like  delight, 
Enchanting  music,  and  a  charming  sight. 
On  Philomel  I  fix'd  my  whole  desire  ; 
And  listen'd  for  the  queen  of  all  the  choir  ; 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heavenly  voice  to  sing ; 
An<]  wanted  yet  an  omen  to  tha  a^rin^. 
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ing  long  in  vain,  I  took  the  way, 
rough  a  path,  but  scarcely  printed,  lay  ; 
J  mazes  oft  it  seem'd  to  meet, 
'd,  as  lightly  press'd  by  fairy  feet. 
g  I  waflk'd  alone,  for  still  methought 
strange  end  so  strange  a  path  was  wrought : 

led  me  where  an  arbour  stood, 
:d  receptacle  of  the  wood : 
e  unmark'd,  though  oft  I  walk'd  the  green, 

progress  I  had  never  seen  : 
id  at  once  with  wonder  and  dehght, 

around  me,  new  to  the  transporting  sight. 
Qch'd  with  turf,  and  goodly  to  be  seen, 
£  young  grass  arose  in  fresher  green  : 
Qd  was  newly  made,  no  sight  could  pass 
bhe  nice  partitions  of  the  grass  ; 
■imited  sods  so  closely  lay ; 
round  the  shades  defendid  it  from  day  : 
nores  with  eglantine  were  spread, 
about  the  sides,  a  covering  over  head, 
be  fragrant  brier  was  wove  between, 
more  and  flowers  were  mix'd  with  green, 
lire  seem'd  to  vary  the  delight, 
sfied  at  once  the  smell  and  sight, 
ter  workman  of  the  bower  was  known 
fairy-lands,  and  built  for  Oberon  ; 
ning  leaves  with  such  proportion  drew, 
e  by  measure,  and  by  nile  they  grew  ; 
d  tongue  can  half  the  beauty  tell : 
I  but  hands  divine  could  work  so  well, 
f  and  sides  were  Hke  a  parlour  made, 
cess,  and  a  cold  summer  shade  ; 
;e  was  set  so  thick,  no  foreign  ej^e 
ons  placed  within  it  could  espy  : 
lat  pass*d  without  with  ease  was  seen, 

fence  nor  tree  was  placed  between, 
rder'd  with  a  field  ;  and  some  was  plain 
5s,  and  some  was  sow'd  with  rising  grain. 
w  the  dew  with  spangles  deck'd  the  ground) 
T  spot  of  earth  was  never  found, 
md  look'd,  and  still  with  new  delight ; 

my  soul,  such  pleasures  fiU'd  my  sight ; 

fresh  eglantine  exhaled  a  breath, 

dours  v/ere  of  power  to  raise  from  de"eik.l\i. 
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Nor  sullen  discontent,  nor  anxious  care, 
Even  though  brought  thither,  could  inhabit  there 
But  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  foe  ; 
For,  this  sweet  place  could  only  pleasure  know. 

Thus  a,s  I  mu-ed,  I  cast  aside  my  eye, 
And  saw  a  medlar-tree  was  planted  nigh. 
The  spreading  branches  made  a  goodly  show, 
And  full  of  opening  blooms  was  every  bough, 
A  goldfinch  there  I  saw  with  gaudy  pride 
Of  painted  plumes,  that  hopp'd  from  side  to  side, 
Still  pecking  as  she  pass'd  ;  and  still  she  drew 
The  sweets  from  every  flower,  and  suck'd  the  dew : 
Sufficed  at  length,  she  warbled  in  her  throat, 
And  tuned  her  voice  to  many  a  merry  note, 
But  indistinct,  and  neither  sweet  nor  clear. 
Yet  such  as  sooth'd  my  soul,  and  pleased  my  ear. 

Her  short  perfortnance  was  no  sooner  tried, 
When  she  I  sought,  the  nightingale,  replied : 
So  sweet,  so  shrill,  so  variously  she  sung, 
That  the  grove  echoed,  and  the  valleys  rung  : 
And  I  so  ravish'd  with  her  heavenly  note, 
I  stood  entranced,  and  had  no  room  for  thought. 
But  all  o'erpower'd  with  ecstasy  of  bliss, 
"Was  in  a  pleasing  dream  of  paradise  ; 
At  length  I  waked  ;  and  looking  round  the  bower 
Search'd  every  tree,  and  pried  on  every  flower. 
If  any  where  by  chance  I  might  espy 
The  rural  poet  of  the  melody  : 
Por  still  methought  she  sung  not  far  away  ; 
At  last  I  found  her  on  a  laurel  spray. 
Close  by  my  side  she  sat,  and  fair  in  sight, 
Pull  in  a  Hue,  against  her  opposite  ; 
"Where  stood  with  eglantine  the  laurel  twined  ; 
And  both  their  native  sweets  were  well  conjoin'd. 

On  the  green  bank  I  sat,  and  listen'd  long ; 
(Sitting  was  more  convenient  for  the  song:) 
Nor  tiU  her  lay  was  ended  could  I  move, 
But  wish'd  to  dwell  for  ever  in  the  grove. 
Only  methought  the  time  too  swiftly  pass'd. 
And  every  note  I  fear'd  would  be  the  last. 
My  sight,  and  smell,  and  hearing  were  employ 'd, 
Aiid  all  three  senses  in  full  gust  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  the  rest  surpass, 
The  sweet  possession  of.  \\iQ  i«Arj  \)\a.c^  \ 
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Smgley.and  conscious  to  myself  alone 
Of  pleasures  to  the  excluded  world  unknown ; 
Pleasures  which  no  where  else  were  to  be  found. 
And  all  Elysium  in  a  spot  of  ground. 

Thus  while  I  sat  intent  to  see  and  hear, 
And  drew  perfumes  of  more  than  vital  air, 
All  suddenly  I  heard  the  approaching  sound 
Of  vocal  music  on  the  enchanted  groimd : 
An  host  of  saints  it  seem'd  so  full  the  choir ; 
As  ii  the  bless*d  above  did  all  conspire 
To  join  their  voices,  and  neglect  the  lyre. 
At  length  there  issued  from  the  grove  behind 
A  fair  assembler  of  the  female  kind : 
A  train  less  fair,  as  ancient  fathers  tell, 
Seduced  the  sons  of  heaven  to  rebeL 
I  pass  their  form,  and  every  charming  grace, 
Ijess  than  an  angel  would  their  worth  debase :  ' 
But  their  attire,  like  hveries  of  a  kind, 
All  rich  and  rare,  is  fresh  within  my  mind. 
In  velvet,  white  as  snow,  the  troop  was  gown'd, 
The  seams  with  sparkling  emeralds  set  around  : 
Their  hoods  and  sleeves  the  same  ;  and  purfled  o'er 
With  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  shining  store 
Of  eastern  pomp :  their  long  descending  train, 
With  rubies  edged  and  sapj[)hires,  swept  the  plain  : 
High  on  their  heads,  with  jewels  richly  set. 
Each  lady  wore  a  radiant  coronet. 
Beneath  the  circles,  all  the  choir  was  graced 
With  chaplets  green  on  their  fair  foreheads  placed. 
Of  laurel  some,  of  woodbine  many  more  ; 
And  wreaths  of  Agnus  castus  others  bore  ; 
These  last,  who  with  those  virgin-crowns  were  dress'd, 
Appeared  in  higher  honour  than  the  rest. 
They  danced  around  ;  but  in  the  midst  was  seen 
A  lady  of  a  more  majestic  mien  ; 
By  stature,  and  by  beauty,  mark'd  their  sovereign  queen. 

She  in  the  midst  began  with  sober  grace  ; 
Her  servants'  eyes  were  fix'd  upon  her  face, 
And  as  she  moved  or  tum'd,  her  motions  view'd. 
Her  measures  kept,  and  step  by  step  pursued. 
Rethought  she  "trod  the  ground  with  greater  grace, 
With  more  of  godhead  shining  in  her  face  ; 
And  as  in  beauty  she  surpass'd  the  choir. 
So,  nobler  than  the  rest  was  her  attire. 

34 
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A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  enclosed  her  brow, 

Plain  without  pomp,  and  rich  without  a  show ; 

A  branch  of  Agnus  castus  in  her  hand. 

She  bore  aloft  (her  sceptre  of  command)  ; 

Admired,  adored  by  all  the  circling  crowd. 

For  wheresoe'er  she  tum'd  her  face,  they  bow'd : 

And  as  she  danced,  a  roimdelay  she  sung, 

In  honour  of  the  laurel,  ever  young : 

She  raised  her  voice  on  high,  and  sung  so  dear, 

The  fawns  came  scudding  from  the  groves  to  hear : 

And  all  the  bending  forest  lent  an  ear. 

At  every  close  she  made,  the  attending  throng 

Replied,  and  bore  the  burden  of  the  song : 

So  just,  so  small,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  note, 

It  seem'd  the  music  melted  in  the  throat. 

Thus  dancing  on,  and  singing  as  they  danced. 
They  to  the  middle  of  the  mead  advanced, 
Till  round  my  arbour  a  new  ring  they  made, 
And  footed  it  about  the  sacred  shade. 
O'erjoy'd  to  see  the  joUy  troop  so  near, 
But  somewhat  awed,  I  shook  with  holy  fear ; 
Yet  not  so  much,  but  that  I  noted  weU 
Who  did  the  most  in  song  or  dance  excel. 

Not  long  I  had  observed,  when  from  afar 
I  heard  a  sudden  symphony  of  war  ; 
The  neighing  coursers,  and  the  soldiers*  cry. 
And  sounding  trumps  that  seem'd  to  tear  the  sky : 
I  saw  soon  after  this,  behind  the  grove 
From  whence  the  ladies  did  in  order  move, 
Come  issuing  out  in  arms  a  warrior  train. 
That  like  a  deluge  pour'd  upon  the  plain  : 
On  barbed  steeds  they  rode  in  proud  array. 
Thick  as  the  college  of  the  bees  in  May, 
When  swarming  o'er  the  dusky  fields  they  fly. 
New  to  the  flowers,  and  intercept  "the  sky. 
So  fierce  they  drove,  their  coursers  were  so  fleets 
That  the  turf  trembled  underneath  their  feet. 

To  tell  their  costly  furniture  were  long. 
The  summer's  day  would  end  before  the  song : 
To  purcha.se  but  the  tenth  of  all  their  store, 
Would  make  the  mighty  Persian  monarch  poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  rest 
The  trumpets  issued  in  white  mantles  dress'd  : 


THE  FLOWER  AND  TH£  LEAF.  379 

A  numerous  troop,  and  all  their  heads  around 
With  chaplets  green  of  cerrial-oak  were  crown'd ; 
And  at  each  trumpet  was  a  banner  bound, 
Which  waving  in  the  wind  display *d  at  large 
Their  masters'  coat  of  arms,  and  knightly  charge. 
Broad  were  the  banners,  and  of  snowy  hue, 
A  purer  web  the  silk-worm  never  drew. 
ITie  chief  about  their  necks  the  scutcheons  wore, 
With  orient  pearls  and  jewels  powder'd  o'er : 
Broad  were  their  collars  too,  and  every  one 
Was  set  about  with  many  a  costly  stone. 
!Next  these,  of  kings  at  arms  a  goodlv  train 
In  proud  array  came  pi-ancing  o'er  the  plain : 
Their  cloaks  were  cloth  of  silver  mix'd  with  gold. 
And  garlands  green  around  their  temples  roll'd : 
Rich  crowns  were  on  their  royal  scutcheons  placed, 
With  sapphires,  diamonds,  and  with  rubies  graced : 
And  as  the  trumpets  their  appearance  made, 
So  these  in  habits  were  alike  array'd ; 
But  with  a  pace  more  sober,  and  more  slow , 
And  twenty,  rank  in  rank,  they  rode  a-row. 
The  pursuivants  came  next,  ia  number  more  ; 
And  like  the  heralds  each  his  scutcheon  bore : 
Clad  in  white  velvet  all  their  troop  they  led, 
With  each  an  oaken  chaplet  on  his  head. 

Nine  royal  knights  in  equal  rank  succeed, 
Each  warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  steed ; 
In  golden  armour  glorious  to  behold  ; 
The  rivets  of  their  aims  were  nail'd  with  gold. 
Their  surcoats  of  white  ermine  fur  were  made  ; 
With  cloth  of  gold  between,  that  cast  a  glittering  shade. 
The  trappings  of  their  steeds  were  of  the  same  ; 
The  golden  fringe  even  set  the  ground  on  flame, 
And  drew  a  precious  trail :  a  crown  divine 
Of  laurel  did  about  their  temples  twine. 

Three  henchmen  were  for  every  knight  assign'd, 
All  in  rich  livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind  ; 
White  velvet,  but  unshorn,  for  cloaks  they  wore, 
And  each  within  his  hand  a  truncheon  bore  : 
The  foremost  held  a  helm  of  rare  device  ; 
A  prince's  ransom  would  not  pay  the  price. 
The  second  bore  the  buckler  of  his  knight. 
The  third  of  cornel- wood  a  spear  upright, 
Headed  with  piercing  ateel,  and  polish' d  bng|h.\». 
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Like  to  their  lords  their  equipage  was  seen. 

And  all  their  foreheads  crown'd  with  garlands  gieen. 

And  after  these  came  arm*d  with  spear  and  shield 
An  host  so  great  as  covered  all  the  field : 
And  all  their  foreheads,  hke  the  knights  before, 
With  laurels  evergreen  were  shaded  o'er, 
Or  oak,  or  other  leaves  of  lasting  kind, 
Tenacious  of  the  stem,  and  firm  against  the  wind. 
Some  in  their  hands,  beside  the  lance  and  shield, 
The  boughs  of  woodbine  or  of  hawthorn  held, 
Or  branches  for  their  mystic  emblems  took. 
Of  palm,  of  laurel,  or  of  cerrial-oak. 
Thus  marching  to  the  trumpet's  lofty  soimd. 
Drawn  in  two  fines  adverse  they  wheel'd  around. 
And  in  the  middle  meadow  took  their  ground. 
Among  themselves  the  tourney  they  divide. 
In  eqiial  squadrons  ranged  on  either  side. 
Then  turn'd  their  horses'  heads,  and  man  to  man. 
And  steed  to  steed  opposed,  the  jousts  began. 
They  lightly  set  their  lances  in  the  rest, 
And,  at  the  sign,  against  each  other  press'd : 
They  met.    I  sitting  at  my  ease  beheld 
The  mix'd  events,  and  fortunes  of  the  field. 
Some  broke  their  spears,  some  tumbled  horse  and  maHy 
And  roimd  the  field  the  lighten'd  coursers  ran. 
An  hour  and  more,  like  tides,  in  equal  sway 
They  rush'd,  and  won  by  turns,  and  lost  the  day . 
At  length  the  nine  (who  still  together  held) 
Their  fainting  foes  to  shameful  flight  compell'd. 
And  with  resistless  force  o'er-ran  the  field. 
Thus,  to  their  fame,  when  finish'd  was  the  fight^ 
The  victors  from  their  lofty  steeds  alight : 
Like  them  dismounted  all  the  warlike  train. 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  oer  the  plain : 
Till  to  the  fair  assembly  they  advanced, 
"Who  near  the  secret  arbour  sung  and  danced. 

The  ladies  left  their  measures  at  the  sight. 
To  meet  the  chiefs  returning  from  the  fight, 
And  each  with  open  arms  embraced  her  chosen  knight. 
Amid  the  plain  a  spreading  laurel  stood, 
The  grace  and  ornament  of  all  the  wood : 
That  pleasing  shade  they  sought,  a  soft  retreat 
From  sudden  April  showers,  a  shelter  from  the  heat : 
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Her  leafy  arms  with  such  extent  were  spread, 

So  near  the  clouds  was  her  aspiring  head, 

That  hosts  of  birds,  that  wing  the  hquid  air, 

Perch'd  in  the  boughs,  had  nightly  lodging  there ; 

And  flocks  of  sheep  beneath  the  shade  from  far 

Might  hear  the  rattling  hail,  and  wintry  war ; 

From  heaven's  inclemency  here  found  retreat, 

Enjoy 'd  the  cool,  and  shunn'd  the  scorching  heat : 

A  hundred  knights  might  there  at  ease  abide ; 

And  every  knight  a  lady  by  his  side  : 

The  trunk  itself  such  odours  did  bequeath. 

That  a  Moluccan  breeze  to  these  was  common  breath. 

The  lords  and  ladies  here,  approaching,  paid 

Their  homage,  with  a  low  obeisance  made  ; 

And  seem'd  to  venerate  the  sacred  shade. 

These  rites  performed,  their  pleasures  they  pursue. 

With  songs  of  love,  and  mix  with  measures  new ; 

Around  the  holy  tree  their  dance  they  frame, 

And  every  champion  leads  his  chosen  dame. 

I  cast  my  sight  upon  the  farther  field. 
And  a  fresh  object  of  delight  beheld  : 
For  from  the  region  of  the  "West  I  heard 
New  music  soimd,  and  a  new  troop  appear'd  ; 
Of  knights  and  ladies  mix'd  a  jolly  band. 
But  all  on  foot  they  march'd,  and  hand  in  hand. 

The  ladies  dress'd  in  richest  robes  were  seen 
Of  Florence  satin,  flower' d  with  white  and  green, 
And  for  a  shade  betwixt  the  bloomy  gridelin. 
The  borders  of  their  petticoats  below 
Were  guarded  thick  with  rubies  on  a  row ; 
And  every  damsel  wore  upon  her  head 
Of  flowers  a  garland  blended  white  and  red. 
Attired  in  mantles  aU  the  knights  were  seen, 
That  gratified  the  view  with  cheerful  green : 
Their  chaplets  of  their  ladies'  colours  were. 
Composed  of  white  and  red,  to  shade  their  shining  hair. 
Before  the  merry  troop  the  minstrels  play'd  ; 
All  in  their  masters'  hveries  were  array'd. 
And  clad  in  green,  and  on  their  temples  wore 
The  chaplets  white  and  red  their  ladies  bore. 
Their  instruments  were  various  in  their  kind, 
Some  for  the  bow,  and  some  for  breathing  wind : 
The  psaltry,  pipe,  and  hautboy's  noisy  band, 
And  the  soft  lute  trembUng  beneath  the  touching  hand. 
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A  tuft  of  daisies  on  a  flowerv  lav 
They  saw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their  way ; 
To  this  both  knights  and  dames  their  homage  maAe, 
And  due  obeisance  to  the  daisy  paid. 
And  then  the  band  of  flutes  began  to  play, 
To  which  a  Luly  sung  a  virelay : 
And  still  at  every  close  she  would  repeat 
The  burden  of  the  song,  The  daisy  is  so  sweet. 
The  daisy  is  so  sweet, — when  she  begun. 
The  troop  of  knights  and  dames  continued  on. 
The  concert  and  the  voice  so  charmed  my  ear, 
And  soothed  my  soul,  that  it  was  heaven  to  hear. 
But  soon  their  pleasure  pass'd :  at  noon  of  day, 
The  sun  with  sultry  beams  began  to  play : 
Not  Sirius  shoots  a  fiercer  flame  from  high, 
When  with  his  poisonous  breath  he  blasts  the  sky ; 
Then  droop'd  the  fading  flow'rs  (their  beauty  flea) 
And  closed  their  sickly  eyes,  and  hung  the  head. 
And  rivell'd  up  with  heat,  lay  dying  in  their  bed. 
The  ladies  gasp'd,  and  scarcely  could  respire  ; 
The  breath  they  drew,  no  longer  air,  but  fire  ; 
The  fainty  knights  were  scorch'd,  and  knew  not  where 
To  run  for  shelter,  for  no  shade  was  near  ; 
And  after  this  the  gathering  clouds  amain 
Pour'd  down  a  storm  of  rattling  hail  and  rain  : 
And  lightning  flash'd  betwixt :  the  field  and  flowers^ 
Burnt  up  before,  were  buried  in  the  showers. 
The  ladies  and  the  knights,  no  shelter  nigh. 
Bare  to  the  weather  and  the  wintry  sky. 
Were  dropping  wet,  disconsolate,  and  wan, 
And  through  their  thin  array  received  the  rain : 
While  those  in  white,  protected  by  the  tree. 
Saw  pass  in  vain  the  assault,  and  stood  from  danger  free^ 
But  as  compassion  moved  their  gentle  minds, 
When  ceased  the  storm,  and  silent  were  the  winds, 
Displeased  at  wliat,  not  sufi*ering,  they  had  seen. 
They  went  to  cheer  the  faction  of  the  green  : 
The  queen  in  white  array,  before  her  band, 
Saluting,  took  her  rival  by  the  hand  ; 
So  did  the  knights  and  dames,  with  courtly  grace. 
And  with  behaviour  sweet  their  foes  embrace. 
Then  thus  the  queen  with  laurel  on  her  brow. 
Fair  sister,  I  have  sufFer'd  in  your  woe  ; 
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^or  shall  be  wanting  aught  within  mjj  power 

feyonr  relief  in  my  refreshing  bower. 

Ilhat  other  answer'd  with  a  lowly  look, 

ind  soon  the  gracious  invitation  took : 

i^or  ill  at  ease  both  she  and  all  her  train 

\e  scorching  sun  had  borne,  and  beating  rain. 

like  courtesy  was  used  by  all  in  white, 

ach  dame  a  dame  received,  and  every  knight  a  knight. 

he  laurel  champions  with  their  swords  invade 

be  neighbouring  forests,  where  the  jousts  were  made, 

nd  sere-wood  from  the  rotten  hedges  took, 

Qd  seeds  of  latent  fire  from  flints  provoke  : 

cheerful  blaze  arose,  and  by  the  fire 

ley  warm'd  their  frozen  feet,  and  dried  their  wet  attire. 

jfresh'd  with  heat,  the  ladies  sought  around 

)r  virtuous  herbs,  which  gathered  from  the  ground 

ley  squeezed  the  juice,  and  cooling  ointment  made, 

hich  on  their  sun-burnt  cheeks,  and  their  chapt  skins 

they  laid : 
len  sought  green  salads,  which  they  bade  them  eat, 
sovereign  remedy  for  inward  heat. 
The  Lady  of  the  Leaf  ordain'd  a  feast, 
id  made  the  Lady  of  the  Flower  her  guest : 
hen,  lo  !  a  bower  ascended  on  the  plain, 
ith  sudden  seats  ordain'd,  and  large  for  either  train, 
lis  bower  was  near  my  pleasant  arbour  placed, 
lat  I  could  hear  and  see  whatever  pass'd : 
le  ladies  sat  with  each  a  knight  between, 
stinguish'd  by  their  colours,  white  and  green  ; 
le  vanquish'd  party  with  the  victors  join*d, 
3r  wanted  sweet  discourse — ^the  banquet  of  the  mind, 
santime,  the  minstrels  play'd  on  either  side, 
lin  of  their  art,  and  for  the  mastery  vied : 
le  sweet  contention  lasted  for  an  hour, 
ad  reach'd  my  secret  arbour  from  the  bower. 
The  sun  was  set ;  and  Vesper,  to  supply 
is  absent  beams,  had  lighted  up  the  sky. 
"hen  Philomel,  ofiicious  all  the  day 
>  sing  the  service  of  the  ensuing  May, 
led  from  her  laurel  shade,  and  wing*d  her  flight 
irectly  to  the  queen  array'd  in  white  ; 
nd  hopping,  sat  familiar  on  her  hand, 
new  musician,  and  increased  the  band. 
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Why  both  the  bands  m  worship  disagree, 
And  some  adore  the  flower,  and  some  the  tree  ? 

Just  is  your  suit,  fair  daughter,  said  the  dame : 
Those  laurell'd  chiefs  were  men  of  mighty  fame ; 
Nine  worthies  were  they  call'd  of  different  rites. 
Three  Jews,  three  Pagans,  and  three  Christian  km'ghta 
These,  as  you  see,  ride  foremost  in  the  field, 
As  they  the  foremost  rank  of  honour  held. 
And  all  in  deeds  of  chivalry  excelled ; 
Their  temples  wreath'd  with  leaves,  that  still  renew ; 
FxDr  deathless  laurel  is  the  victor's  due : 
Who  bear  the  bows  were  knights  in  Arthur's  reign. 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  peers  of  Charlemagne :    • 
For  bows  the  strength  of  brawny  arms  imply, 
Emblems  of  valour  and  of  victory.  ^ 

Behold  an  order  yet  of  newer  date,  ' 

Doubling  their  number,  equal  in  their  state ; 
Our  England's  ornament,  the  crown's  defence. 
In  battle  brave,  protectors  of  their  prince : 
Unchanged  by  fortune,  to  their  sovereign  true, 
For  which  their  manly  legs  are  boimd  with  blue. 
These,  of  the  Garter  call'd,  of  faith  unstain'd 
In  fighting  fields  the  laurel  have  obtain'd. 
And  well  repaid  the  honours  which  they  gain'd. 
The  laurel  wreaths  were  first  by  Caesar  worn. 
And  still  they  Caesar's  successors  adorn : 
One  leaf  of  this  is  immortality, 
And  more  of  worth  than  all  the  world  can  buy. 

One  doubt  remains,  said  I,  the  dames  in  green, 
What  were  their  quahties,  and  who  their  queen  'i 
Flora  commands,  said  she,  those  nymphs  and  knights, 
Who  lived  in  slothful  ease  and  loose  delights ; 
Who  never  acts  of  honour  durst  pursue. 
The  men  inglorious  knights,  the  ladies  all  untrue : 
Who,  nursed  in  idleness,  and  train'd  in  courts, 
Pass'd  all  their  precious  hours  in  plays  and  sports, 
Till  death  behind  came  stalking  on  unseen. 
And  wither'd  (like  the  storm)  the  freshness  of  their  greeu 
These,  and  their  mates,  enjoy  their  present  hour, 
And  therefore  pay  their  homage  to  the  Flower. 
But  knights  in  knightly  deeds  should  persevere, 
And  still  continue  what  at  first  they  were ; 
Continue  and  proceed  in  honour's  fair  career. 
No  room  for  cowardice  or  dull  delay ; 
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From  good  to  better  they  should  urge  their  way. 

For  ima  with  golden  spurs  the  chiefs  are  graced, 

With  pointed  rowels  arm'd  to  mend  their  haste. 

For  this  with  lasting  leaves  their  brows  are  bound ; 

For  laurel  is  the  sign  of  labour  crown'd, 

Which  bears  the  bitter  blast,  nor  shaken  falls  to  ground : 

From  winter  winds  it  suffers  no  decay, 

For  ever  fresh  and  fair,  and  every  month  is  May. 

Even  when  the  vital  sap  retreats  below, 

Even  when  the  hoary  nead  is  hid  in  snow. 

The  life  is  in  the  leaf,  and  still  between 

The  fits  of  falling  snow,  appears  the  streaky  green. 

Not  so  the  flower,  which  lasts  for  httle  space, 

A  short-lived  good,  and  an  uncertain  grace ; 

This  way  and  that  the  feeble  stem  is  driven, 

Weak  to  sustain  the  storms,  and  injuries  of  heaven. 

Propp'd  by  the  spring,  it  hfts  aloft  the  head, 

But  of  a  sickly  beauty,  soon  to  shed  ; 

In  summer  living,  and  in  winter  dead. 

For  things  of  tender  kind,  for  pleasure  made. 

Shoot  up  with  swift  increase,  and  sudden  are  decay'd. 

With  humble  words,  the  wisest  I  could  frame. 
And  proffer'd  service,  I  repaid  the  dame ; 
That,  of  her  grace,  she  gave  her  maid  to  know 
The  secret  meaning  of  this  moral  show. 
And  she,  to  prove  what  profit  I  had  made 
Of  mystic  truth,  in  fables  first  convey 'd. 
Demanded,  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Whether  the  Leaf  or  Flower  I  would  obey  ? 
I  chose  the  Leaf ;  she  smiled  with  sober  cheer, 
And  wish'd  me  fair  adventure  for  the  year. 
And  gave  me  charms  and  sigils,  for  defence 
Against  ill  tongues  that  scandal  innocence : 
But  I,  said  she,  my  fellows  must  pursue, 
Already  past  the  plain,  and  out  of  view. 

We  parted  thus :  I  homeward  sped  my  way, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  wood  till  dawn  of  day : 
And  met  the  merry  crew  who  danced  about  the  May. 
Then  late  refresh'd  with  sleep,  I  rose  to  write 
The  visionary  vigils  of  the  night. — 

Blush,  as  thou  may'st,  my  little  book  with  shame ! 
Nor  hope  with  homely  verse  to  purchase  fame ; 
For  such,  thy  maker  cnose ;  and  so  designed 

Tliy  simple  style  to  suit  thy  lowly  kind. 


388 
THE  WIFE  OF  BATH. 

HER  TALE. 

In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fiU'd  the  throne, 

Whose  acts  and  fame  to  foreign  lands  were  blown ; 

The  king  of  elfs  and  little  fairy  queen 

Gamboll'd  on  heaths,  and  danced  on  every  green ; 

And  where  the  jolly  troop  had  led  the  round, 

The  grass  unbidden  rose,  and  mark'd  the  ground : 

Nor  darkling  did  they  dance,  the  silver  light 

Of  Phoebe  served  to  guide  their  steps  aright. 

And  with  their  tripping  pleased,  prolong  the  night. 

Her  beams  they  follow'd,  where  at  fiill  she  play'd, 

No  longer  than  she  shed  her  horns  they  staid, 

From  thence  with  airy  flight  to  foreign  lands  convey'd. 

Above  the  rest  our  Britain  held  they  dear. 

More  solemnly  they  kept  their  sabbaths  here. 

And  made  more  spacious  rings,  and  reveU'd  half  tjje  jgbx, 

1  speak  of  ancient  times,  for  now  the  swain 
Returning  late  may  pass  tlie  woods  in  vain. 
And  never  hope  to  see  the  nightly  train ; 
In  vain  the  dairy  now  with  mints  is  dress'd. 
The  dairy-maid  expects  no  fairy  guest, 
To  skim  the  bowls,  and  after  pay  the  feast. 
She  sighs,  and  shakes  her  empty  shoes  in  vain, 
No  silver  penny  to  reward  her  pain : 
For  priests  with  prayers,  and  other  godly  gear, 
Have  made  the  merry  gobUns  disappear  ; 
And  where  they  play'd  their  merry  pranks  before, 
Have  sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  floor  : 
And  friars  that  through  the  wealthy  regions  run, 
(Thick  as  the  motes  that  twinkle  in  the  sun,) 
Resort  to  farmers  rich,  and  bless  their  halls, 
And  exorcise  the  beds,  and  cross  the  walls  : 
This  makes  the  fairy  choirs  forsake  the  place, 
When  once  'tis  hallow'd  with  the  rites  of  grace : 
But  in  the  walks  where  wicked  elves  have  been, 
The  learning  of  the  parish  now  is  seen, 
The  midnight  parson  posting  o'er  the  green 
With  gown  tuck'd  up  to  wakes  ;  for  Sunday  nezt^ 
With  humming  ale  encouraging  his  text ; 
Nor  wants  the  holy  ker  to  country-girl  betwixt. 
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}m  fiends  and  imps  he  sets  the  village  free, 
ere  haunts  not  any  incubus,  but  he. 
e  maids  and  women  need  no  danger  fear 
walk  by  night,  and  sanctity  so  near : 
r  by  some  haycock,  or  some  shady  thorn, 
tells  his  beads  both  even-song  and  mom. 
t  so  befel  in  this  king  Arthur's  reign, 
usty  knight  was  pricking  o'er  the  plain ; 
)acnelor  he  was,  and  of  the  courtly  train, 
lappen'd  as  he  rode,  a  damsel  gay 
russet-robes  to  market  took  her  way: 
m  on  the  girl  he  cast  an  amorous  eye, 
straight  she  walk'd,  and  on  her  pasterns  high: 
«eing  her  behind  he  liked  her  pace, 
w  turning  short,  he  better  likes  her  face, 
lights  in  haste,  and,  full  of  youthful  fire, 
force  accomplishd  his  obscene  desire : 
a  done,  away  he  rode,  not  unespied, 
•  swarming  at  his  back  the  country  cried : 
i  once  in  view  they  never  lost  the  sight 
;  seized,  and  piuion'd  brought  to  court  the  knights 
?hen  courts  of  kiqgs  were  held  in  high  renown, 
>  made  the  common  brothels  of  the  town : 
3re,  virgins  honourable  vows  received, 
:  chaste  as  maids  in  monasteries  lived ; 
3  king  himself^  to  nuptial  ties  a  slave, 
bad  example  to  his  poets  gave : 
i  they,  not  bad,  but  in  a  vicious  age, 
i  not,  to  please  the  prince,  debauch'd  the  stage. 
Tow  what  should  Arthur  do  ?    He  loved  the  knight^ 
J  sovereign  monarchs  are  the  source  of  right : 
ved  by  the  damsel's  tears  and  common  cry, 
doom'd  the  brutal  ravisher  to  die. 
J  fair  Geneura  rose  in  his  defence, 
d  pray'd  so  hard  for  mercy  from  the  prince, 
it  to  his  queen  the  king  the  ofiender  gave, 
d  left  it  in  her  power  to  kill  or  save  ; 
is  gracious  act  the  ladies  all  approve, 
10  thought  it  much  a  man  should  die  for  love ; 
d  with  their  mistress  join'd  in  close  debate, 
)vering  their  kindness  with  dissembled  hate ;) 
lot  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  fate, 
last  agreed,  they  call'd  him  by  consent 
for©  the  queen  and  female  parliament ; 
33 
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And  the  fair  speaker,  rising  from  the  chair, 
Did  thiis  the  judgment  of  the  house  declare. 

Sir  knight,  though  I  have  ask'd  thy  hfe,  yet  still 
Thy  destiny  depends  upon  my  will : 
Nor  hast  thou  other  surety  than  the  grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  oiu:  offended  race. 
But  as  our  kind  is  of  a  softer  mould. 
And  cannot  blood  without  a  sigh  behold, 
I  grant  thee  life :  reserving  still  the  power 
To  take  the  forfeit  when  I  see  my  hour : 
Unless  thy  answer  to  my  next  demand 
Shall  set  thee  free  from  our  avenging  hand. 
The  question,  whose  solution  I  require, 
Is, — What  the  sex  of  women  most  desire  ? — 
In  this  dispute  thy  judges  are  at  strife ; 
Beware  ;  for  on  thy  wit  depends  thy  Ufe. 
Yet  (lest,  surprised,  unknowing  what  to  say, 
Thou  damn  thyself)  we  give  thee  farther  day : 
A  year  is  thine  to  wander  at  thy  will ; 
And  learn  from  others,  if  thou  want'st  the  skill 
But,  not  to  hold  oiu*  proffer'd  turn  in  scorn, 
Good  sureties  will  we  have  for  thy  return ; 
That  at  the  time  prefix'd  thou  shalt  obey. 
And  at  thy  pledge's  peril  keep  thy  day. 

Woe  was  the  knight  at  this  severe  command ; 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  bootless  to  withstand : 
The  terms  accepted,  as  the  fair  ordain. 
He  put  in  bail  for  his  return  again. 
And  promised  answer  at  the  day  assigned. 
The  best,  with  Heaven's  assistance,  he  could  tind. 

His  leave  thus  taken,  on  his  way  he  went 
With  heavy  heart,  and  full  of  discontent. 
Misdoubting  much,  and  fearful  of  the  event. 
'Twas  hard  the  truth  of  such  a  point  to  find, 
As  was  not  yet  agreed  among  the  kind. 
Thus  on  he  went ;  still  anxious  more  and  more, 
Ask'd  all  he  met,  and  knock'd  at  every  door ; 
Inquired  of  men  ;  but  made  his  chief  request 
To  learn  from  women  what  they  loved  the  best. 
They  answered  each  according  to  her  mind 
To  please  herself,  not  all  the  female  kind. 
One  was  for  wealth,  another  was  for  place  ; 
Crones,  old  and  ugly,  wish'd  a  better  face. 
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3  widow's  wish  was  oftentimes  to  wed  ; 

3  wanton  maids  were  all  for  sport  a-bed. 

le  said  the  sex  were  pleased  with  handsome  lies, 

1  some  gross  flattery  loved  without  disguise : 

.th  is,  says  one,  he  seldom  fails  to  win 

0  flatters  well,  for  that 's  our  darling  sin. 
long  attendance,  and  a  duteous  mind, 

1  work  even  with  the  wisest  of  the  kind. 
■■  thought  the  sex's  prime  felicity 

3  from  the  bonds  of  wedlock  to  oe  free : 
ir  pleasures,  hours,  and  actions  all  their  own, 
I  imcontroll'd  to  give  account  to  none, 
le  with  a  husband-fool ;  b\it  such  are  curst, 
fools  perv'erse  of  husbands  are  the  worst : 
women  would  be  counted  chaste  and  wise, 
should  our  spouses  see,  but  with  our  eyes ; 
fools  will  prate ;  and  though  they  want  the  wit 
ind  close  faults,  yet  open  blots  will  hit ; 
ugh  better  for  their  ease  to  hold  their  tongue, 
Woman-kind  was  never  in  the  wrong, 
loise  ensues^  and  quarrels  last  for  life  ; 
wife  abhors  the  fool,  the  fool  the  wife. 
I  some  men  say,  that  gi'eat  delight  have  we, 
30  for  truth  extoU'd,  and  secresy : 
I  constant  in  one  purpose  still  to  dwell ; 
I  not  our  husband  s  counsels  to  reveaL 
that 's  a  fable :  for  our  sex  is  frail, 
anting  rather  than  not  tell  a  tale. 
)  leaky  sieves  no  secrets  we  can  hold : 
ness  the  famous  tale  that  Ovid  told. 
!idas  the  king,  as  in  his  book  appears, 
Phoebus  was  endow'd  with  asses^  ears, 
ich  under  his  long  locks  he  well  conceal'd, 
monarchs'  vices  must  not  be  reveal'd) 
fear  the  people  have  'em  in  the  wind, 

0  long  ago  were  neither  dumb  nor  blind : 
apt  to  think  from  heaven  their  title  springa^ 

je  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  kings. 
3  Midas  knew  ;  and  durst  communicate 
lone  but  to  his  wife,  his  ears  of  state ; 
must  bo  trusted,  and  he  thought  her  fit, 
passing  prudent,  and  a  parlous  wit. 
this  sagacious  confessor  ho  went, 

1  told  her  what  a  gift  the  gods  had  Beti\.  \ 
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But  told  it  under  matrimonial  seal, 
With  strict  injunction  never  to  reveal. 
The  secret  heard,  she  plighted  him  her  trotb, 
(And  sacred  sure  is  every  woman's  oath) 
The  royal  malady  should  rest  unknown. 
Both  for  her  husband's  honour  and  her  own  ; 
But  ne'ertheless  she  pined  with  discontent ; 
The  counsel  nmibled  till  it  found  a  vent. 
The  thing  she  knew  she  was  obhged  to  hide  ; 
By  interest  and  by  oath  the  wife  was  tied ; 
But,  if  she  told  it  not,  the  woman  died. 
Loth  to  betray  a  husband  and  a  prince, 
But  she  must  burst,  or  blab,  and  no  pretence 
Of  honour  tied  her  tongue  from  self-defence. 
A  marshy  gi'ound  commodiously  was  near, 
Thither  she  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  fear, 
Lest  if  a  word  she  spoke  of  any  thing, 
That  word  might  be  the  secret  of  the  king. 
Thus  full  of  counsel  to  the  fen  she  went, 
Griped  aU  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  vent ; 
Arrived,  by  pure  necessity  compell'd, 
On  her  majestic  marrow-bones  she  kneel'd : 
Then  to  the  water's  brink  she  laid  her  head, 
And,  as  a  bittern  bumps  within  a  reed, 
To  thee  alone,  O  lake,  she  said,  I  tell, 
(And,  as  thy  queen,  command  thee  to  conceal,) 
Beneath  his  locks  the  king  my  husband  weais 
A  goodly  royal  pair  of  asses'  ears  ! — 
Now  I  have  eased  my  bosom  of  the  pain. 
Till  the  next  longing  fit  return  again. 

Thus  through  a  woman  was  the  secret  knowa; 
Tell  us,  and  in  effect  you  tell  the  town. 
But  to  my  tale ; — The  knight  with  heavy  cheer, 
Wand'ring  in  vain,  had  now  consumed  the  year  i 
One  day  was  only  left  to  solve  the  doubt, 
Yet  knew  no  more  than  when  he  first  set  out. 
But  homo  ho  must,  and  as  the  award  had  been, 
Yield  up  his  body  captive  to  the  queen. 
In  this  despairing  state  he  happ'd  to  ride^ 
Ab  fortune  led  him,  by  a  forest  side : 
Lonely  the  vale,  and  fiill  of  horror  stood, 
^Aawn  with  the  shade  of  a  religious  wood : 
^^^^^Aill  before  him  at  the  noon  of  night, 
^■UU  waa  \ip,  wiOl  ^o\.  «i  ^<»axil  "^vjgoJC^ 
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He  saw  a  choir,  of  ladies  in  a  round 
That  featly  footing  seem'd  to  skim  the  ground : 
Thus  dancing  hand  in  hand,  so  light  they  were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  earth  or  air. 
At  speed  he  drove,  and  came  a  sudden  guest. 
In  hope  where  many  women  were,  at  least 
Some  one  by  chance  might  answer  his  request. 
But  £Eister  than  his  horse  the  ladies  flew, 
And  in  a  trice  were  vanish'd  out  of  view. 

One  only  hag  remain'd ;  but  fouler  far 
Than  grandame  apes  in  Indian  forests  are  ; 
Against  a  withered  oak  she  leaned  her  weight, 
Propp'd  on  her  trusty  staff,  not  half  upright. 
And  dropp'd  an  awkward  court'sy  to  the  knight. 
Then  said,  What  makes  you,  Sir,  so  late  abroad 
Without  a  guide,  and  this  no  beaten  road  1 
Or  want  you  aught  that  here  you  hope  to  find. 
Or  travel  for  some  trouble  in  your  mind  ? 
The  last  I  guess ;  and  if  I  read  aright, 
Those  of  our  sex  are  bound  to  serve  a  knight ; 
Perhaps  good  counsel  may  your  grief  assuage. 
Then  tell  your  pain ;  for  wisdom  is  in  age. 

To  this  the  knight :  Good  mother,  would  you  know 
The  secret  cause  and  spring  of  all  my  woe  1 
My  life  must  with  to-morrow's  light  expire. 
Unless  I  tell  what  women  most  desire. 
Now  could  you  help  me  at  this  hard  essay. 
Or  for  your  inborn  goodness,  or  for  pay ; 
Yours  is  my  life,  redeem'd  by  your  advice, 
Ask  what  you  please,  and  I  will  pay  the  price : 
The  proudest  kerchief  of  the  court  shall  rest 
Well  satisfied  of  what  they  love  the  best. 
Plight  me  thy  faith,  quotn  she,  that  what  I  ask, 
Thy  danger  over,  and  performed  thy  task, 
That  thou  shalt  give  for  hire  of  thy  demand ; 
Here  take  thy  oath,  and  seal  it  on  my  hand ; 
I  warrant  thee,  on  peril  of  my  life. 
Thy  words  shall  please  both  widow,  maid,  and  wife. 

More  words  there  needed  not  to  move  the  knight, 
To  take  her  offer,  and  his  truth  to  plight. 
With  that  she  spread  a  mantle  on  the  ground, 
And,  first  inquiring  whither  he  was  bound. 
Bade  him  not  fear,  though  long  and  rough  the  way^ 
At  court  be  should  arrive  ere  break  oi  day  \ 
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His  horse  should  find  the  way  without  a  guide. 
She  said :  with  furv  thev  began  to  ride, 
Ho  on  the  midst,  the  beldam  at  his  side. 
The  horse,  what  devil  drove  I  cannot  tell, 
But  only  this,  they  sped  their  journey  well : 
And  all  the  way  the  crone  informed  the  knight. 
How  he  should  answer  the  demand  aright. 

To  court  they  came ;  the  news  was  quickly  spread 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  his  head. 
The  female  senate  was  assembled  soon. 
With  all  the  mob  of  women  in  the  town : 
The  queen  sat  lord  chief  justice  of  the  hall, 
And  bade  the  crier  cite  the  criminal. 
The  knight  appear'd;  and  silence  they  proclaim: 
Then  first  the  culprit  answer'd  to  his  name : 
And,  after  forms  of  law,  was  last  required 
To  name  the  thing  that  women  most  desired. 

The  oflfender,  taught  his  lesson  by  the  way. 
And  by  his  counsel  ordered  what  to  say, 
Thus  bold  began :  My  lady  liege,  said  he, 
AVhat  all  your  sex  desire  is,  Sovereignty ! 
The  wife  affects  her  husband  to  command ; 
All  must  be  hers,  both  money,  house,  and  land. 
The  maids  are  mistresses  even  in  their  name ; 
And  of  their  servants  full  dominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  peril  of  my  head,  I  say, 
A  blunt  plain  truth,  the  sex  aspires  to  sway, 
You  to  rule  all,  while  we,  like  slaves,  obey. 
There  was  not  one,  or  widow,  maid  or  wife, 
But  said  th©  knight  had  well  deserved  his  life. 
Even  fair  Geneura,  with  a  blush,  confess'd 
The  man  had  found  what  women  love  the  best. 

Up  starts  the  beldam,  who  was  there  unseen, 
And,  reverence  made,  accosted  thus  the  queen ; 
My  liege,  said  she,  before  the  court  arise, 
May  I,  poor  wretch,  find  favour  in  your  eyes. 
To  grant  my  just  request :  'twas  I  who  taught 
^he  knight  this  answer,  and  inspired  his  thought; 
Kone  but  a  woman  could  a  man  direct 
To  tell  us  women,  what  we  most  affect. 
Bat  first  I  swore  him  on  his  knightly  troth 
^Adhere  demand  performance  of  lus  oath), 
M^Wjitlie  boon  tnat  next  I  should  desire ; 
^VUb  faith,  and  I  expect  my  hire : 
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My  promise  is  fulfill'd :  I  saved  his  life, 
And  claim  his  debt,  to  take  me  for  his  wife. 
The  knight  was  ask'd,  nor  could  his  oath  deny, 
But  hoped  they  would  not  force  him  to  comply. 
The  women,  who  would  rather  wrest  the  laws, 
Than  let  a  sister-plaintiff  lose  the  cause, 
(As  judges  on  the  bench  more  gracious  are. 
And  more  attent  to  brothers  of  the  bar) 
Cried,  one  and  aU,  the  suppliant  should  have  right, 
And  to  the  grandame-hag  adjudged  the  knight. 

In  vain  he  sigh'd,  and  oft  with  tears  desired. 
Some  reasonable  suit  might  be  required. 
But  still  the  crone  was  constant  to  her  note  ; 
The  more  he  spoke,  the  more  she  stretch'd  her  throat. 
In  vain  he  proffer'd  all  his  goods,  to  save 
His  body  destined  to  that  living  grave. 
The  liquorish  hag  rejects  the  pelf  with  scorn  ; 
And  nothing  but  the  man  would  serve  her  turn. 
■  Not  all  the  wealth  of  eastern  kings,  said  she,* 
Have  power  to  part  my  phghted  love,  and  me : 
And,  old  and  ugly  as  I  am,  and  poor. 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  faith  I  swore  ; 
For  mine  thou  art  by  promise,  during  life. 
And  I  thy  loving  and  obedient  wife. 

My  love !  nay  rather  my  damnation  thou. 
Said  he  :  nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  vow  ; 
The  fiend  thy  sire  hath  sent  thee  from  below. 
Else,  how  couldst  thou  my  secret  sorrows  know  ? 
Avaunt,  old  witch,  for  I  renounce  thy  bed  : 
The  queen  may  take  the  forfeit  of  my  head, 
Ere  any  of  my  race  so  foul  a  crone  shall  wed. 
Both  heard,  the  judge  pronounced  against  the  knight ; 
So  was  he  married  in  his  own  despite : 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  owl, 
Not  able  to  sustain  a  sight  so  fouL 
Perhaps  the  reader  thiris  I  do  him  wrong. 
To  pass  the  marriage  feast,  and  nuptial  song : 
Mirth  there  was  none,  the  man  was  a-la-mort, 
And  little  courage  had  to  make  his  court. 
To  bed  they  went,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride : 
Was  never  such  an  ill-pair'd  couple  tied : 
Restless  ho  toss'd,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro. 
And  roll'd,  and  wriggled  further  off,  for  woe. 
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The  good  old  wife  lay  smiling  by  his  side, 
And  caught  hihi  in  her  quivering  arms,  and  cried, 
When  you  iny  ravish'd  predecessor  saw, 
You  were  not  then  become  this  man  of  straw  ; 
Had  vou  been  such,  you  might  have  'scaped  the  law. 
Is  this  the  custom  of  King  Arthur's  court  ? 
Are  all  round-table  knights  of  such  a  sort  ? 
Remember  I  am  she  who  saved  your  life, 
Your  loving,  lawful,  and  complying  wife  : 
Not  thus  you  swore  in  your  unhappy  hour, 
Nor  I  for  this  return  employed  my  power. 
In  time  of  need  I  was  your  faithful  friend ; 
Nor  did  I  since,  nor  ever  will  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  loved  lord,  'tis  much  unkind ; 
What  fury  has  possess'd  your  alter'd  mind  ? 
Thus  on  my  wedding  night — without  pretence- 
Come,  turn  this  way,  or  tell  me  my  offence. 
If  not  your  wife,  let  reason's  rule  persuade ; 
Name  but  my  fault,  amends  shall  soon  be  made. . 

Amends !  nay,  that  *s  impossible,  said  he, 
What  change  of  age  or  ugliness  can  be  ? 
Or  could  Medea's  magic  mend  thy  face. 
Thou  art  descended  from  so  mean  a  race. 
That  never  knight  was  match'd  with  such  disgrace. 
What  wonder,  madam,  if  I  move  my  side, 
When,  if  I  turn,  I  turn  to  such  a  bride  1 
And  is  this  all  that  troubles  you  so  sore  ? 
And  what  the  devil  couldst  thou  wish  me  more  ? 
Ah,  Benedicite  !  repHed  the  crone  : 
Then  cause  of  just  complaining  have  you  none. 
The  remedy  to  this  were  soon  appHed, 
Would  you  be  hke  the  bridegroom  to  the  bride : 
But,  for  you  say  a  long-descended  race. 
And  wedth,  and  dignity,  and  power,  and  place, 
]\Iake  gentlemen,  and  that  your  high  degree 
Is  much  disparaged  to  be  match'd  with  me ; 
Know  this,  my  lord,  nobihty  of  blood 
Is  but  a  glittering  and  feUacious  good : 
The  nobleman  is  he,  whose  noble  mind 
Is  fill'd  with  inborn  worth,  unborrow'd  from  his  kiod 
The  King  of  Heaven  was  in  a  manger  laid. 
And  took  his  earth  but  from  an  humble  Maid ; 
TTien  what  can  birth,  or  mortal  men,  bestow  ? 
Since  floods  no  higher  than  their  fountains  flow. 
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We,  who  for  name  and  empty  honom:  strive, 

Our  true  nobility  from  him  aerive. 

Your  ancestors,  who  puff  your  mind  with  pride. 

And  vast  estates  to  mighty  titles  tied, 

Did  not  your  honour,  but  their  own  advance ; 

For  virtue  comes  not  by  inheritance. 

If  you  tralineate  from  your  father's  mind, 

What  are  you  else  but  of  a  bastard  kind  1 

Do  as  your  great  progenitors  have  done. 

And,  by  their  virtues,  prove  yourself  their  son. 

No  father  can  infuse  or  wit  or  grace  ; 

A  mother  comes  across,  and  mars  the  race : 

A  grandsire  or  a  grandame  taints  the  blood, 

And  seldom  three  descents  continue  good. 

"Were  virtue  by  descent,  a  noble  name 

Could  never  villanise  his  father's  fame : 

But,  as  the  first,  the  last  of  all  the  line, 

"Would,  hke  the  sun,  even  in  descending,  shine. 

Take  fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkest  house 

Betwixt  King  Arthur's  coiut  and  Caucasus  ; 

If  you  depart,  the  flame  shall  still  remain, 

And  the  bright  blaze  enlighten  all  the  plain : 

Nor,  tiU  the  fuel  perish,  can  decay. 

By  nature  form'd  on  things  combustible  to  prey. 

Such  is  not  man,  who,  mixing  better  seed 

tVith  worse,  begets  a  base  degenerate  breed : 

The  bad  corrupts  the  good,  and  leaves  behind 

No  trace  of  all  the  great  begetter's  mind. 

The  father  sinks  within  his  son,  we  see. 

And  often  rises  in  the  third  degree  ; 

If  better  luck  a  better  mother  give. 

Chance  gave  us  being,  and  by  chance  we  hve. 

Such  as  our  atoms  were,  even  such  are  we. 

Or  call  it  chance,  or  strong  necessity : 

Thus  loaded  with  dead  weight,  the  will  is  free. 

And  thus  it  needs  must  be :  for  seed  conjoin'd 

Lets  into  nature's  work  the  imperfect  kind : 

But  fire,  the  enlivener  of  the  general  frame, 

Is  one,  its  operation  still  the  same. 

Its  principle  is  in  itself :  while  ours 

Works,  as  confederates  war,  with  mingled  powers; 

Or  man  or  woman,  whichsoever  fails : 

And,  oft,  the  vigour  of  the  worst  prevails 
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Miher  with  sulphur  blended  alters  hue, 

And  casts  a  dusky  gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 

Thus,  in  a  brute,  their  ancient  honour  end% 

And  the  fair  mermaid  in  a  fish  descends : 

The  line  is  gone — ^no  longer  duke  or  earl ; 

But,  by  himself  degrade(^  turns  a  churL 

Nobihty  of  blood  is  but  renown 

Of  thy  great  fathers  by  their  virtue  known, 

And  a  long  trail  of  lignt,  to  thee  descending  down : 

If  in  thy  smoke  it  ends,  their  glories  shine ; 

But  infamy  and  villanage  are  thine. 

Then  what  I  said  before  is  plainly  showed, 

The  true  nobility  proceeds  from  God : 

Nor  left  us  by  inheritance,  but  given 

By  boimty  of  our  stars,  and  grace  of  Heaven. 

Thus  from  a  captive  Servius  Tullius  rose, 

Whom  for  his  virtues  the  first  Bomans  chose : 

Fabricius  from  their  walls  repell'd  the  foe, 

Whose  noble  hands  had  exercised  the  plough. 

From  hence,  my  lord,  and  love,  I  thus  conclude, 

That  though  my  homely  ancestors  were  rude, 

Mean  as  I  am,  yet  I  may  have  the  grace 

To  make  you  father  of  a  generous  race : 

And  noble  then  am  I,  when  I  begin, 

In  virtue  clothed,  to  cast  the  rags  of  sin. 

If  poverty  be  my  upbraided  crime. 

And  you  believe  in  Heaven,  there  was  a  time 

When  He,  the  great  controller  of  our  fate, 

Deign*d  to  bo  man,  and  hved  in  low  estate ; 

Which  He  who  had  the  world  at  his  dispose. 

If  poverty  were  vice,  had  never  chose. 

Philosophers  have  said,  and  poets  sing, 

That  a  glad  poverty's  an  honest  thing. 

Content  is  wealth,  the  riches  of  the  mind  ; 

And  happy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find. 

But  the  base  miser  starves  amidst  his  store. 

Broods  on  his  gold,  and,  griping  still  at  more^ 

Sits  sadly  pining,  and  believes  he 's  poor. 

The  ragged  beggar,  though  he  want  relief 

Has  not  to  lose,  and  sings  before  the  thief. 

Want  is  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good. 

Because  its  virtues  are  not  understood : 

Yet  many  things,  impossible  to  thought, 

Have  been  by  need  to  iuW.  "^eti^c^Voxi  brought : 


THE  WIFE  OF  BATH'S  TALE.  399 

The  daring  of  the  soul  proceeds  from  thence, 

Sharpness  of  wit,  and  active  diligence  ; 

Prudence  at  once,  and  fortitude,  it  gives, 

And,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives ; 

For  even  that  indigence,  that  brings  me  low. 

Makes  me  myself,  and  Him  above,  to  know  ; 

A  good  which  none  would  challenge,  few  would  choose, 

A  fair  possession,  which  mankind  refuse. 

If  we  from  wealth  to  poverty  descend 
Want  gives  to  know  the  flatterer  from  the  fiiend. 
If  I  am  old  and  ugly,  well  for  you. 
No  lewd  adulterer  will  my  love  pursue ; 
Nor  jealousy,  the  bane  of  married  life. 
Shall  haunt  you  for  a  withered  homely  wife : 
For  age  and  ugUness,  as  all  agree. 
Are  the  best  guards  of  female  chastity. 

Yet  since  I  see  your  mind  is  worldly  bent, 
I  '11  do  my  best  to  further  your  content. 
And  therefore  of  two  gifts  in  my  dispose, 
Think  ere  you  speak,  I  grant  you  leave  to  choose : — 
Would  you  I  should  be  still  deform'd  and  old, 
Nauseous  to  touch,  and  loathsome  to  behold ; 
On  this  condition,  to  remain  for  hfe, 
A  careful,  tender,  and  obedient  wife. 
In  all  I  can  contribute  to  your  ease. 
And  not  in  deed,  or  word,  or  thought  displease  ? 
Or  would  you  rather  have  me  young  and  fair, 
And  take  the  chance  that  happens  to  your  share  ? 
Temptations  are  in  beauty  and  in  youth, 
And  how  can  you  depend  upon  my  truth  ? 
Now  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  bliss, 
And  thank  yourself,  if  aught  should  fall  amiss. 

Sore  sigh'd  the  knight,  who  this  long  sermon  heard  : 
At  length  considering  aU,  his  heart  he  cheer'd  ; 
And  thus  replied :  My  lady,  and  my  wife, 
To  your  wise  conduct  I  resign  my  life  ; 
Choose  you  for  me,  for  well  you  imderstand 
The  future  good  and  ill,  on  either  hand : 
But  if  an  humble  husband  may  request, 
Provide,  and  order  all  things  for  the  best ; 
Yours  be  the  care  to  profit,  and  to  j)lease : 
And  let.  your  subject  servant  take  his  ease. 

Then  thus  in  peace,  quoth  she,  concludes  the  stiife^ 
Since  I  am  turn'd  the  husband,  you  the  wife-: 
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The  matrimonial  victory  is  mine, 
Wliicli,  having  fairly  gain'd,  I  will  resign. 
Forgive  if  I  have  said  or  done  amiss, 
And  seal  the  bargain  with  a  friendly  kiss : 
I  promised  you  but  one  content  to  share. 
But  now  I  will  become  both  good  and  fair. 
Xo  nuptial  quarrel  shall  disturb  your  ease  ; 
The  business  of  my  life  shall  be  to  please : 
And  for  my  beauty,  that,  as  time  shall  try, 
But  draw  the  curtein  first,  and  cast  your  eye. 

He  look'd,  and  saw  a  creature  heavenly  fair. 
In  bloom  of  youth,  and  of  a  charming  air. 
With  joy  he  turn'd,  and  seized  her  ivory  arm  ; 
And,  like  Pygmalion,  found  the  statue  warm. 
Small  alignments  there  needed  to  prevail, 
A  storm  of  kisses  pour'd  as  thick  as  haiL 
Thus  long  in  mutual  bliss  they  lay  embraced, 
And  their  first  love  continued  to  the  last : 
One  sunshine  was  their  life,  no  cloud  between  ; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  couple  seen. 

And  so  may  all  our  lives  like  theirs  be  led  ; 
Heaven  send  the  maids  young  husbands  fresh  in  bod ; 
May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can, 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man. 
And  some  devouring  plague  pursue  their  lives, 
Who  will  not  well  be  govem'd  by  their  wives. 
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A  PARISH  priest  was  of  the  pilgrim  train  ; 
An  awful,  reverend,  and  religious  man, 
His  eyes  diffused  a  venerable  grace, 
And  charity  itself  was  in  his  face. 
Rich  was  his  soul,  though  his  attire  was  poor ; 
(As  God  had  clothed  his  own  ambassador  ;) 
For  such,  on  earth,  his  bless'd  Redeemer  bore. 
Of  sixty  years  he  seem'd  ;  and  well  might  last 
To  sixty  more,  but  that  he  lived  too  fast ; 
Refined  ^jimself  to  soul,  to  curb  the  sense  ; 
And  made  almost  a  sin  of  abstinence. 
Yet,  had  his  aspect  nothing  of  severe, 
But  such  a  face  as  promised  him  sincere. 
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Kothing  reserved  or  sullen  was  to  see : 

But  sweet  regards ;  and  pleasing  sanctity  : 

Mild  was  his  accent,  and  nis  action  free. 

"With,  eloquence  innate  his  tongue  was  arm*d  ; 

Though  harsh  the  precept,  yet  the  preacher  charmed. 

Tor  letting  down  the  golden  chain  from  higfa^ 

He  drew  his  audience  upward  to  the  sky ; 

And  oft,  with  holy  hymns,  he  charmed  their  ears : 

(A  music  more  melodious  than  the  spheres  :) 

For  David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  rest, 

His  lyre  ;  and  after  him  he  sung  the  best. 

He  bore  his  great  commission  in  his  look  : 

But  sweetly  tempered  awe  ;  and  soften'd  aU  he  spoke. 

He  preach'd  the  joys  of  heaven,  and  pains  of  hell ; 

Ana  wam'd  the  sinner  with  becoming  zeal ; 

But  on  eternal  mercy  loved  to  dwelL 

He  taught  the  gospel  rather  than  the  law  ; 

And  forced  himself  to  drive  ;  but  loved  to  draw. 

For  fear  but  freezes  minds  ;  though  love,  Uke  heat, 

Exhales  the  soul  subHme,  to  seek  her  native  seat. 

To  threats  the  stubborn  sinner  oft  is  hard ; 
\Vrapp'd  in  his  crimes,  against  the  storm  prepared ; 
But,  when  the  milder  beams  of  mercy  play, 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  cloak  away. 
Lightning  and  thunder  (heaven's  artillery) 
As  harbingers  before  the  Almighty  fly : 
Those  but  proclaim  his  style,  and  disappear ; 
The  stiUer  sound  succeeds,  and  God  is  tnere ! 

The  tithes,  his  parish  freely  paid,  he  took  ; 
But  never  sued,  or  cursed  with  bell  and  book. 
With  patience  bearing  wrong  ;  but  offering  none  ; 
Since  every  man  is  free  to  lose  his  own. 
The  country  churls,  according  to  their  kind, 
(Who  grudge  their  dues,  and  love  to  be  behind,) 
The  less  he  sought  his  offerings,  pinch'd  the  more^ 
And  praised  a  priest  contented  to  be  poor. 

Yet  of  his  little  he  had  some  to  spare, 
To  feed  the  femish'd,  and  to  clothe  the  bare : 
For  mortified  he  was  to  that  degree, 
A  poorer  than  himself  he  would  not  see. 
True  priests,  he  said,  and  preachers  of  the  word, 
Were  only  stewards  of  their  sovereign  Lord  ; 
Kothing  was  theirs  ;  but  all  the  public  store  : 
latnisted  riches,  to  relieve  the  poor. 
36 
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Who,  should  thej  steal,  for  want  of  his  relief 
He  judged  himself  accomplice  with  the  thie£ 

Wide  was  his  parish  ;  not  contracted  close 
In  streets,  but  here  and  there  a  straggling  hoiise ; 
Yet  still  he  was  at  hand,  without  request, 
To  serve  the  sick,  to  succour  the  distress'd  ; 
Tempting,  on  foot,  alone,  without  affright, 
The  dangers  of  a  dark  tempestuous  night. 

All  this  the  good  old  man  perform'd  alone. 
Nor  spared  his  pains ;  for  curate  he  had  none. 
Nor  durst  he  trust  another  with  his  care  ; 
Nor  rode  himself  to  Paul's,  the  public  fair, 
To  chaffer  for  preferment  with  his  gold. 
Where  bishoprics  and  sinecures  are  sold. 
But  duly  watch'd  his  flock  by  night  and  day, 
And  from  the  prowling  wolf  redeem*d  the  prey. 
And  hungry  sent  the  wily  fox  away. 

The  proud  he  tamed,  tne  penitent  he  cheer'd ; 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fcar'd. 
His  preaching  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought ; 
(A  Hving  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught ;) 
For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squared  : 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 
For  priests,  he  said,  are  patterns  for  the  rest : 
(The  gold  of  heaven,  who  bear  the  God  impresa'd :) 
But  when  the  precious  coin  is  kept  unclean, 
The  sovereign's  image  is  no  longer  seen. 
If  they  be  foul  on  whom  the  people  trust, 
Well  may  the  baser  brass  contract  a  rust. 

The  prelate,  for  his  holy  life  he  prized  ; 
The  worldly  pomp  of  prelacy  despised. 
His  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  show  ; 
Nor  was  his  kingdom  of  the  world  below. 
Patience  in  want,  and  poverty  of  mind, 
These  marks  qf  Church  and  Churchmen  he  design'd. 
And  Hving  taught,  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  crown  he  wore  was  of  the  pointed  thorn  : 
In  purple  he  was  crucified,  not  born. 
They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree, 
Are  not  his  sons,  but  those  of  Zebedee. 

Not  but  he  knew  the  signs  of  earthly  power 
Might  well  become  Saint  Peter's  successor ; 
The  holy  father  holds  a  double  reign. 
The  prince  may  keep  his  pomp,  the  fisher  must  be  plain. 
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Such  was  the  saint ;  who  shone  with  every  grace, 
Reflecting,  Moses-like,  his  Maker's  face. 
God  saw  his  image  lively  was  express'd ; 
And  his  own  work,  as  in  creation,  bless*d. 

The  tempter  saw  him  too  with  envious  eye ; 
And,  as  on  Job,  demanded  leave  to  try. 
He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  aeposed, 
And  high  and  low  with  happy  Harry  closed. 
This  prince,  though  great  in  arms,  the  priest  withstood : 
Near  though  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  of  blood. 
Had  Richard,  unconstrained,  resigned  the  throne, 
A  king  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own  ; 
The  title  stood  entail'd,  had  Richard  had  a  son. 

Conquest,  an  odious  name,  was  laid  aside. 
Where  all  submitted,  none  the  battle  tried. 
The  senseless  plea  of  right  by  providence 
Was,  by  a  flattering  priest,  invented  since  ;  • 

And  lasts  no  longer  than  the  present  sway ; 
But  justifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play. 

The  people's  right  remains  ;  let  those  who  dare 
Dispute  their  power,  when  they  the  judges  are. 

He  join'd  not  in  their  choice,  because  he  knew 
Worse  might,  and  often  did,  from  change  ensue. 
Much  to  himself  he  thought ;  but  little  spoke ; 
And,  imdeprived,  his  benefice  forsook. 

Now,  through  the  land,  his  cure  of  souls  he  stretched  ; 
And  Hke  a  primitive  apostle  preach'd. 
Still  cheerful,  ever  constant  to  his  call. 
By  many  follow'd,  loved  by  most,  admired  by  all. 
With  what  he  begg'd,  his  brethren  he  reheved. 
And  gave  the  charities  himself  received. 
Gave  while  he  taught,  and  edified  the  more. 
Because  he  show'd  by  proof,  'twas  easy  to  be  poor. 

He  went  not  with  the  crowd  to  see  a  shrine  ; 
But  fed  us,  by  the  way,  with  food  divine. 

In  deference  to  his  virtues,  I  forbear 
To  show  you  what  the  rest  in  orders  were : 
This  briUiant  is  so  spotless  and  so  bright. 
He  needs  no  foil,  but  shines  by  his  own  proper  light. 
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SIGISMONDA  AND  GUISCARDO. 

While  Norman  Tancred  in  Salerno  reign'a, 
The  title  of  a  gracious  prince  he  gain'd ; 
Till  tum'd  a  tyrant  in  his  latter  days, 
He  lost  the  lustre  of  his  fonner  praise  ; 
And,  from  the  bright  meridian  where  he  stood 
Descending,  dipp'd  his  hands  in  lovers'  blood. 

This  prince,  of  fortime's  favour  long  possessed. 
Yet  was  with  one  fair  daughter  only  bless'd ; 
And  bless'd  he  might  have  been  with  her  alone :  , 
But  oh  !  how  much  moi-e  happy,  had  he  none ! 
She  waa  his  care,  his  hope,  and  his  dehght, 
Most  in  his  thoifght,  and  ever  in  his  signt : 
Next,  nay  beyond  his  life,  he  held  her  dear  ; 
She  hved  by  him,  and  now  he  lived  in  her. 
For  this,  when  ripe  for  marriage,  he  delay'd 
Her  nuptial  bands,  and  kept  her  long  a  maid, 
As  envying  any  else  should  share  a  part 
Of  what  was  his,  and  claiming  all  her  heart. 
At  length,  as  public  decency  required. 
And  aU  his  vassals  eagerly  desired. 
With  mind  averse,  he  rather  underwent 
His  people's  will,  than  gave  his  own  consent. 
So  was  she  torn,  as  from  a  lover's  side. 
And  made,  almost  in  his  despite,  a  bride. 

Short  were  her  marriage  joys  ;  for,  in  the  prime 
Of  youth,  her  lord  expired  before  his  time  : 
And  to  her  father's  court  in  little  space 
Restored  anew,  she  held  a  higher  place  ; 
More  loved,  and  more  exalted  into  grace. 
This  princess,  fresh  and  young,  and  feir  and  wise. 
The  worshipp'd  idol  of  her  father's  eyes. 
Did  all  her  sex  in  every  grace  exceed, 
And  had  more  wit  beside  than  women  need. 

Youth,  health,  and  ease,  and  most  an  amorous  mindy 
To  second  nuptials  had  her  thoughts  inclined  ; 
And  former  joys  had  left  a  secret  sting  behind. 
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But,  prodigal  in  every  other  grant, 

Her  sire  left  unsuppfied  her  only  want ; 

And  she,  betwixt  her  modesty  and  pride, 

Her  wishes,  which  she  could  not  help,  would  hide. 

Resolved  at  last  to  lose  no  longer  time, 
And  yet  to  please  herself  without  a  crime, 
She  cast  her  eyes  around  the  court,  to  find 
A  worthy  subject  suiting  to  her  mind, 
To  him  in  holy  nuptials  to  be  tied, 
A  seeming  widow,  and  a  secret  bride. 
Among  the  train  of  courtiers,  one  she  found 
With  all  the  gifts  of  bounteous  nature  crown'd, 
Of  gentle  blood ;  but  one  whose  niggard  fiate 
Had  set  him,  far  below  her  high  estate  ; 
Guiscard  his  name  was  call'd,  of  blooming  age, 
Now  squire  to  Tancred,  and  before,  his  page  : . 
To  him,  the  choice  of  all  the  shining  crowd, 
Her  heart  the  noble  Sigismonda  vow'd. 

Yet  hitherto  she  kept  her  love  conceal'd. 
And  with  those  graces  every  day  beheld 
The  graceful  youth  ;  and  every  day  increased 
The  raging  fires  that  bum'd  within  her  breast; 
Some  secret  charm  did  all  his  acts  attend. 
And  what  his  fortune  wanted,  hers  could  mend ; 
Till,  as  the  fire  will  force  its  outward  way. 
Or,  in  the  prison  pent,  consume  the  prey ; 
So  long  her  earnest  eyes  on  his  were  set, 
\t  length  their  twisted  rays  together  met ; 
^nd  he,  surprised  with  humble  joy,  survej/^d 
Dne  sweet  regard,  shot  by  the  royal  maid : 
^ot  weU  assured,  while  doubtful  hopes  he  nursed, 
\.  second  glance  came  gliding  like  the  first ; 
\nd  he,  who  saw  the  sharpness  of  the  dart, 
►Vithout  defence  received  it  in  his  heart. 
!n  public,  though  their  passion  wanted  speech, 
iTet  mutual  looks  interpreted  for  each ; 
Time,  ways,  and  means  of  meeting  were  denied  ; 
3ut  all  those  wants  ingenious  love  supplied, 
rhe  inventive  god,  who  never  fails  his  part. 
Inspires  the  wit,  when  once  he  warms  the  heart. 

When  Guiscard  next  was  in  the  circle  seen. 
Where  Sigismonda  held  the  place  of  queen, 
A  hollow  cane  within  her  hand  she  brought. 
But  in  the  concave  had  enclosed  a  note  ; 
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With  tliis  she  seem'd  to  play,  and,  as  in  sporty 
Toss'd  to  her  love,  in  presence  of  the  court ; 
Take  it,  she  said  ;  and  when  your  needs  require^ 
This  httle  brand  will  serve  to  light  your  fire. 
He  took  it  with  a  bow,  and  soon  divined 
The  seeming  toy  was  not  for  nought  designed : 
But  when  retired,  so  long  with  curious  eyes 
He  view'd  his  present,  that  he  foimd  the  prize. 
Much  was  in  httle  writ ;  and  all  convey'd 
With  cautious  care,  for  fear  to  be  betray'd 
Bv  some  false  confident,  or  favourite  maid. 
Tne  time,  the  place,  the  manner  how  to  meet, 
Were  all  in  punctual  order  plainly  set : 
But  since  a  trust  must  be,  she  thought  it  best 
To  put  it  out  of  laymen's  power  at  least ; 
And  for  their  solemn  vows  prepared  a  priest. 

Guiscard  (her  secret  purpose  understood) 
With  joy  prepared  to  meet  the  coming  good  ; 
Nor  pains  nor  danger  was  resolved  to  spare, 
But  use  the  means  appointed  by  the  fair. 

Next  the  proud  psdace  of  Salerno  stood 
A  mount  of  rough  ascent,  and  thick  with  wood, 
rhrough  this  a  cave  was  dug  with  vast  expense ; 
The  work  it  seem'd  of  some  suspicious  prince. 
Who,  when  abusing  power  with  lawless  might, 
From  public  justice  would  secure  his  flight. 
The  passage  made  by  many  a  winding  way, 
Keach'd  ev'n  the  room  in  which  the  tyrant  lay. 
Fit  for  his  purpose,  on  a  lower  floor 
He  lodged,  whose  issue  was  an  iron  door 
From  whence,  by  stairs  descending  to  the  ground. 
In  the  blind  grot  a  safe  retreat  he  found. 
Its  outlet  ended  in  a  brake  o'ergrown 
With  brambles,  choked  by  time,  and  now  unknowu, 
A  rift  there  was,  which  fi-om  the  mountain's  he.t;at 
Convey'd  a  gHmmering  and  mahgnant  light, 
A  breathing-place  to  draw  the  damps  away, 
A  twihght  of  an  intercepted  day. 
The  tyrant's  den,  whose  use,  though  lost  to  fame. 
Was  now  the  apartment  of  the  royal  dame  ; 
The  cavern  only  to  her  father  tnowu, 
By  him  was  to  his  darhng  daughter  shown. 

Neglected  long  she  let  the  secret  rest, 
Till  love  recaUl'd  it  to  her  labouring  breast^ 
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ed  as  the  way  by  heaven  design'd 
ler,  by  the  means  he  taught,  to  blind. 
1  not  women  do,  when  need  inspires 
J,  or  love  their  inclination  fires  ! 
ealousy  of  state  the  invention  found, 
refined  upon  the  former  ground. 
',  the  tyrant  had  reserved,  to  fly 

hate,  now  served  to  bring  two  lovers  uiglL 

me,  who  long  in  vain  had  kept  the  key, 

lesire,  explored  the  secret  way  ; 

d  the  stairs,  and,  wading  through  the  night, 

all  the  deep  recess,  and  issued  into  light. 

ler  letter  had  so  well  explain'd, 

•ucted  youth  might  compass  wliat  remain'd ; 

m-mouth  alone  was  hard  to  find, 

ihe  path,  disused,  was  out  of  mind  : 

hat  quarter  of  the  copse  it  lay, 

)y  certain  level  could  survey : 

the  wood  perplex'd  with  thorns  ho  knew) 

>f  leather  o'er  his  limbs  he  drew ; 

J  provided,  search' d  the  brake  around, 

;hokcd  entry  of  the  cave  he  found. 

lU  prepared,  the  promised  hour  arrived, 

xpected,  and  so  well  contrived  : 

e  to  friend,  the  impatient  lover  went, 

rom  the  thorns,  and  trod  the  deep  descent. 

cious  priest,  who  was  suborn'd  before, 

idy  posted  at  the  postern  door  ; 

Is  in  distant  rcoms  were  sent  to  rest ; 

ling  wanted  but  the  invited  guest. 

and  knocking  thrice  without  delay, 
ing  lady  heard,  and  tum'd  the  key  ; 
invaded  him  with  all  her  charms, 
first  step  he  made  was  in  her  arms  : 
lem  outside,  boisterous  as  it  was, 
7,  and  bent  beneath  her  strict  embrace : 
•  side  the  kisses  flew  so  thick, 
her  he  nor  she  had  breath  to  speak. 

man,  amazed  at  what  he  saw, 
te  to  sanctify  the  bliss  by  law  ; 
ter'd  fast  the  matrimony  o'er, 
jommitted  sin  should  get  before. 

perform'd,  he  left  the  pair  alone, 
le  knew  he  could  not  go  too  soon  •, 
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His  presence  odious,  when  his  task  was  done. 
What  thoughts  he  had  beseems  me  not  to  say  ; 
Though  some  surmise  he  went  to  fast  and  pray, 
And  needed  both  to  drive  the  tempting  thoughts  away, 

The  foe  once  gone,  they  took  their  full  delight ; 
Twos  restless  rage,  and  tempest  all  the  night ; 
For  greedy  love  6ach  moment  would  employ, 
And  grudge  the  shortest  pauses  of  their  joy. 
Thus  were  their  loves  auspiciously  begun, 
And  thus  with  secret  care  were  carried  on. 
The  stealth  itself  did  appetite  restore. 
And  look'd  so  hke  a  sin,  it  pleased  the  more. 

The  cave  was  now  become  a  common  way, 
The  wicket,  often  open'd,  knew  the  key : 
Love  rioted  secure,  and  long  enjoy 'd, 
Was  ever  eager,  and  was  never  cloy'd. 

But  as  extremes  are  short,  of  ill  and  good, 
And  tides  at  highest  mark  regorge  their  flood  ; 
So  fate,  that  could  no  more  improve  their  joy, 
Took  a  malicious  pleasure  to  destroy. 

Tancred,  who  fondly  loved,  and  whose  delight 
Was  placed  in  his  fair  daughter's  daily  sight, 
Of  custom,  when  his  state  affairs  were  done. 
Would  pass  his  pleasing  hours  with  her  alone  ; 
And,  as  a  father's  privilege  allowed, 
Without  attendance  of  the  officious  crowd. 

It  happen'd  once,  that  when  in  heat  of  day 
He  tried  to  sleep,  as  was  his  usual  way. 
The  balmy  slumber  fled  his  wakeful  eyes. 
And  forced  him,  in  his  own  despite,  to  rise  : 
Of  sleep  forsaken,  to  reUeve  his  care. 
He  sought  the  conversation  of  the  fair  ; 
But  with  her  train  of  damsels  she  was  gone, 
In  shady  walks  the  scorching  heat  to  shun : 
Ho  would  not  violate  that  sweet  recess. 
And  found-besides  a  welcome  heaviness, 
That  seized  his  eyes  ;  and  slumber,  which  forgot^ 
When  call'd  before  to  come,  now  came  imsou^t. 
From  light  retired,  behind  his  daughter's  be<5 
He  for  approaching  sleep  composed  his  head  ; 
A  chair  was  ready,  for  that  use  designed. 
So  quilted,  that  he  lay  aX.  ^^^  T^cim^d*, 
The  curtains  closely  dra.^wii,^i\i^\\^^^.<i^^t^«^ 
As  if  he  had  contrived  to  ^iaxxoa^^^*. 
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['bus  covep'd  with  an  artificial  night, 

3eep  did  his  oflSce  soon,  and  seal'd  his  sight. 

With  Heaven  averse,  in  this  ill-omen'd  hour 
^as  Guiscard  summon'd  to  the  secret  bower, 
Jid  the  feir  nymph,  with  expectation  fired, 
rom  her  attending  damsels  was  retired : 
3r,  true  to  love,  she  measured  time  so  right, 
3  not  to  miss  one  moment  of  delight. 
16  garden,  seated  on  the  level  floor, 
e  left  behind,  and  locking  every  door, 
ought  all  secure  ;  but  Httle  did  she  know, 
nd  to  her  fate,  she  had  enclosed  her  foe. 
tending  Guiscard,  in  his  leathern  frock, 
»od  ready,  with  his  thrice-repeated  knock : 
rice  with  a  doleful  sound  the  jarring  grate 
ig  deaf  and  hollow,  and  presaged  their  fate 
3  door  unlock'd,  to  know  delight  they  haste, 
1,  panting  in  each  other's  arms  embraced, 
jh  to  the  conscious  bed,  a  mutual  freight, 
i  heedless  press  it  with  their  wonted  weight. 
"he  sudden  Dound  awaked  the  sleeping  sire, 
1  show'd  a  sight  no  parent  can  desire  ; 

opening  eyes  at  once  with  odious  view 
1  love  discovered,  and  the  lover  knew  : 
would  have  cried  ;  but  hoping  that  he  dreamt, 
azement  tied  his  tongue,  and  stopp'd  the  attempt. 
J  ensuing  moment  all  the  truth  declared, 

now  he  stood  collected,  and  prepared, 

malice  and  revenge  had  put  him  on  his  guard. 

0  like  a  Hon  that  unheeded  lay, 
sembling  sleep,  and  watchful  to  betray, 
;h  inwaid  rage  he  meditates  his  prey. 

1  thoughtless  pair,  indulging  their  desires, 
jmate  kindled,  and  then  quench'd  their  fires  ; 
•  thinking  in  the  shades  of  death  they  play'd, 

I  of  themselves,  themselves  alone  survey'd, 
I,  too  secure,  were  by  themselves  betray'd. 
g  time  dissolved  in  pleasure  thus  they  lay, 
nature  could  no  more  suffice  their  play ; 
n  rose  the  youth,  and  through  the  cave  again 
um'd  ;  the  princess  mingled  with  her  train, 
-esolved  his  unripe  vengeance  to  defer, — 
I  royal  spy, — when  now  the  coast  was  clear. 
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Sought  not  the  garden,  but  retired  unseen, 
To  brood  in  secret  on  his  gather'd  spleen, 
And  methodise  revenge :  to  death  he  grieved ; 
And,  but  he  saw  the  crime,  had  scarce  beheved. 
The  appointment  for  the  ensuing  night  he  heard ; 
And  therefore  in  the  cavern  had  prepared 
Two  brawny  yeomen  of  his  trusty  guard. 

Scarce  had  unwary  Guiscard  set  his  foot 
Within  the  foremost  entrance  of  the  grot, 
When  these  in  secret  ambush  ready  lay, 
And  rushing  on  the  sudden,  seized  the  prey : 
Encumber'd  with  his  frock,  without  defence. 
An  easy  prize,  they  led  the  prisoner  thence. 
And,  as  commanded,  brought  before  the  prince. 
The  gloomy  sire,  too  sensible  of  wrong 
To.  vent  his  rage  in  words,  restrained  his  tongue  ; 
And  only  said,  Thus  servants  are  preferred. 
And,  trusted,  thus  their  sovereigns  they  reward. 
Had  I  not  seen,  had  not  these  eyes  received 
Too  clear  a  proof,  I  could  not  have  believed. 

He  paused  and  choked  the  rest.    The  youth  who  saw 
His  forfeit  life  abandon'd  to  the  law, 
The  judge  the  accuser,  and  the  oftence  to  him 
Who  had  both  power  and  will  to  avenge  the  crime. 
No  vain  defence  prepared  ;  but  thus  replied : 
The  faults  of  love  by  love  are  justified : 
With  imresisted  might  the  monarch  reigns, 
He  levels  mountains,  and  he  raises  plains  ; 
And,  not  regarding  difference  of  degree. 
Abased  your  daughter,  and  exalted  me. 

This  bold  return  with  seeming  patience  heard, 
The  prisoner  was  remitted  to  the  guard. 
The  sullen  tyrant  slept  not  all  the  night, 
But,  lonely  walking  by  a  winking  light, 
Sobb'd,  wept,  and  groan'd,  and  beat  his  wither'd  breast, 
But  would  not  violate  his  daughter's  rest ; 
Who  long  expecting  lay,  for  bliss  prepared, 
Listening  for  noise,  and  grieved  that  none  she  heard  ; 
Oft  rose,  and  oft  in  vain  employ'd  the  key, 
And  oft  accused  her  lover  of  delay ; 
And  pass'd  the  tedious  hours  in  anxious  thoughts  away. 

The  morrow  came ;  and  at  his  usiial  hour 
Old  Tancred  visited  his  daughter's  bower ; 
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Her  cheek  (for  such  his  custom  was)  he  klss'd, 

Then  bless'd  her  kneeling,  and  her  maids  dismissed. 

The  royal  dignity  thus  far  maintained, 

^'ow  left  in  private,  ho  no  longer  feign'd ; 

But  all  at  once  his  grief  and  rage  appeared, 

And  floods  of  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  beard. 

0  Sigismonda !  he  began  to  say : 
Thrice  he  began,  and  thrice  was  forced  to  stay. 
Till  words,  with  often  trying,  found  their  way . 
I  thought,  0  Sigismonda  (but  how  bhnd 
Are  parents'  eyes,  their  children's  faults  to  find  !) 
Thy  virtue,  birth,  and  breeding  were  above 
A  mean  desire,  and  vulgar  sense  of  love  : 
^OT  less  than  sight  and  hearing  could  convince 
So  fond  a  father,  and  so  just  a  prince, 
Of  such  an  unforeseen,  and  imbelieved  offence. 
Then  what  indignant  sorrow  must  I  have, 
To  see  thee  he  subjected  to  my  slave ! 
A  man  so  smelling  of  the  people's  lee, 
The  court  receivea  him  first  for  charity : 
And  since,  with  no  degree  of  honour  graced, 
But  only  suJBTer'd,  where  he  first  was  placed  : 
A  grovelling  insect  still ;  and  so  design'd 
By  nature's  hand,  nor  bom  of  noble  kind : 
A  thing,  by  neither  man  nor  woman  prized. 
And  scarcely  known  enough  to  be  despised. 
To  what  has  Heaven  reserved  my  age  1    Ah  !  why 
Should  man,  when  nature  calls,  not  choose  to  die, 
Kather  than  stretch  the  span  of  hfe,  to  find 
Such  ills  as  fate  has  wisely  cast  behind, 
For  those  to  feel,  whom  fond  desire  to  live 
^akes  covetous  of  more  than  Hfe  can  give  ! 
Each  has  his  share  of  good  ;  and  when  'tis  gone, 
llie  guest,  though  hungry,  cannot  rise  too  soon. 
But  I,  expecting  more,  in  my  own  wrong 
Protracting  life,  have  lived  a  day  too  long, 
tf  yesterday  could  be  recalFd  again. 
Even  now  would  I  conclude  my  happy  reign : 
^ut  'tis  too  late,  my  glorious  race  is  run, 
^nd  a  dark  cloud  o'ertakes  my  setting  sun. 
5adst  thou  not  loved,  or  loving  saved  the  shame, 
ff  not  the  sin,  by  some  illustrious  name ; 
Hiis  Httle  comfort  had  relieved  mjr  mind, 
Twas  frailty,  not  unusual  to  thy  kind : 
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But  thy  low  fall  beneath  thy  royal  blood, 
Shows  downward  appetite  to  mix  with  mud; 
Thus  not  the  least  excuse  is  left  for  thee, 
Nor  the  least  refuge  for  unhappy  me. 

For  him  I  have  resolved :  whom  by  surprise 
I  took,  and  scarce  can  call  it,  in  disguise  ; 
For  such  was  his  attire,  as,  with  intent 
Of  nature,  suited  to  his  mean  descent : 
The  harder  question  yet  remains  behind, 
What  pains  a  parent  and  a  prince  can  find 
To  punish  an  offence  of  this  degenerate  kind. 

As  I  have  loved,  and  yet  I  love  thee,  more 
Than  ever  father  loved  a  child  before  ; 
So  that  indulgence  draws  me  to  forgive  ; 
Nature,  that  gave  thee  Hfe,  would  have  thee  live. 
But,  as  a  public  parent  of  the  state. 
My  justice,  and  thy  crime,  requires  thy  fate. 
Fain  would  I  choose  a  middle  course  to  steer  ; 
Nature  's  too  kind,  and  justice  too  severe  : 
Speak  for  us  both,  and  to  the  balance  bring 
On  either  side  the  father  and  the  king. 
Heaven  knows,  my  heart  is  bent  to  favour  thee  ; 
Make  it  but  scanty  weight,  and  leave  the  rest  to  lae. 

Here  stopping  with  a  sigh,  he  pour'd  a  flood 
Of  tears,  to  make  his  last  expression  good. 
She,  who  had  heard  him  speak,  nor  saw  alone 
The  secret  conduct  of  her  love  was  known, 
But  he  was  taken  who  her  soul  possess'd. 
Felt  all  the  pangs  of  sorrow  in  her  breast ; 
And  httle  wanted,  but  a  woman's  heart, 
With  cries  and  tears,  had  testified  her  smart ; 
But  inborn  worth,  that  fortune  can  control, 
New  strung,  and  stiffer  bent  her  softer  soul ; 
The  heroine  assumed  the  woman's  place, 
Oonfirm'd  her  mind,  and  fortified  her  face  : 
Why  should  she  beg,  or  what  could  she  pretend, 
When  her  stern  father  had  condemn'd  her  friend  ? 
Her  life  she  might  have  had  ;  but  her  despair 
Of  saving  his,  had  put  it  past  her  care  ; 
Resolved  on  fate,  she  woiUd  not  lose  her  breath. 
But.  rather  than  not  die,  solicit  death. 
Fix'd  oil  this  thought,  she  not,  as  women  use, 
Her  fault  by  common  frailty  would  excuse  ; 
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But  boldly  justified  hei:  innocence, 

And,  while  the  fact  was  own'd,  denied  the  offence  : 

Then  with  dry  eyes,  and  with  an  open  look, 

She  met  his  glance  mid-way,  and  thus  undaunted  spoke : 

Tancred,  I  neither  am  disposed  to  make 
Request  for  life,  nor  offer'd  life  to  take  ; 
Much  less  deny  the  deed  ;  but  least  of  all 
Beneath  pretended  justice  weakly  fall. 
My  words  to  sacred  truth  shall  be  confined, 
My  deeds  shall  show  the  greatness  of  my  mind. 
That  I  have  loved,  I  own  ;  that  still  I  love, 
I  call  to  witness  all  the  powers  above  : 
Yet  more  I  own  :  to  Guiscard's  love  I  give 
The  small  remaining  time  I  have  to  live  ; 
And  if  beyond  this  hfe  desire  can  be, 
Not  fate  itself  shall  set  my  passion  free. 
This  first  avow'd  ;  nor  folly  warp'd  my  mind. 
Nor  the  frail  texture  of  the  female  kind 
Betray'd  my  virtue  :  for,  too  well  I  knew 
What  honour  was,  and  honour  had  his  due. 
Before  the  holy  priest  my  vows  were  tied. 
So  came  I  not  a  strumpet,  but  a  bride. 
This  for  my  fame,  and  for  the  public  voice  : 
Yet  more,  his  merits  justified  my  choice  ; 
AVhich  had  they  not,  the  first  election  thine, 
That  bond  dissolved,  the  next  is  freely  mine  : 
Or  grant  I  err'd,  (which  yet  I  must  deny) 
Had  parents  power  even  second  vows  to  tie. 
Thy  little  care  to  mend  my  widow'd  nights. 
Has  forced  me  to  recourse  of  marriage  rites, 
To  fiU  an  empty  side,  and  follow  known  delights. 
What  have  1  done  in  this,  deserving  blame  ? 
State-laws  may  alter — Nature's  are  the  same  ; 
Those  are  usurp'd  on  helpless  woman-kind. 
Made  without  our  consent,  and  wanting  power  to  bind 

Thou,  Tancred,  better  shouldst  have  understood. 
That  as  thy  father  gave  thee  flesh  and  blood. 
So  gavest  thou  me  :  not  from  the  quarry  hew'd. 
But  of  a  softer  mould,  with  sense  endued  ; 
Even  softer  than  thy  own,  of  suppler  kind. 
More  exQuisite  of  taste,  and  more  than  man  refined. 
Nor  need'st  thou  by  thy  daughter  to  be  told, 
Though  now  thy  sprightly  blood  with  age  be  cold. 
37 
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Thou  hast  been  young  :  and  eanst  remember  still, 

That  when  thou  hadst  the  power,  thou  hadst  the  will , 

And  from  the  past  experience  of  thy  fires, 

Canst 'tell  with  what  a  tide  our  strong  desires 

Come  rushing  on  in  youth,  and  what  their  rage  requiroB. 

And  grant  thy  youth  was  exercised  in  arms, 
When  love  no  leisure  found  for  softer  charms, 
My  tender  age  in  luxury  was  train'd, 
With  idle  ease  and  pageants  entertained  ; 
My  hours  my  own,  my  pleasures  unrestrained  : 
So  bred,  no  wonder  if  I  took  the  bent 
That  seem'd  even  warranted  by  thy  consent ; 
For,  when  the  father  is  too  fondly  kind, 
Such  seed  he  sows,  such  harvest  shall  he  find. 
Blame  then  thyself,  as  reason's  law  requires, 
(Since  nature  gave,  and  thou  foment'st  my  fires  ;) 
If  still  those  appetites  continue  strong. 
Thou  may'st  consider,  I  am  yet  but  young : 
Consider  too  that,  having  been  a  wife, 
I  must  have  tasted  of  a  better  Hfc, 
And  am  not  to  be  blamed,  if  I  renew 
By  lawful  means  the  joys  which  then  I  knew. 
Where  was  the  crime,  if  pleasure  I  procured. 
Young,  and  a  woman,  and  to  bhss  inured  1 
That  was  my  case,  and  this  is  my  defence  : 
I  pleased  myself,  I  sliunn'd  incontinence, 
And,  urged  by  strong  desires,  indulged  my  sense. 

Left  to  myself,  I  must  avow,  I  strove. 
From  public  shame  to  screen  my  secret  love, 
And,  well  acquainted  with  thy  native  pride, 
Endeavour'd,  what  I  could  not  help,  to  hide  ; 
For  which  a  woman's  wit  an  easy  way  supplied. 
How  this,  so  well  contrived,  so  closely  laid. 
Was  knov/n  to  thee,  or  by  what  chance  betrayed, 
Is  not  my  care  ;  to  please  thy  pride  alone, 
I  could  have  wish'd  it  had  been  still  unknown. 

Nor  took  I  Guiscard  by  blind  fancy  led, 
Or  hasty  choice,  as  many  women  wed  ; 
But  with  deUberate  care,  and  ripen'd  thought, 
At  leisure  first  designed,  before  I  wrought : 
On  him  I  rested,  after  long  debate. 
And  not  without  considering,  fix'd  my  fate  : 
His  tiame  was  equal,  though  by  mine  inspired ; 
(For  so  the  difference  of  our  birth  required  ;) 


SIOISMONDA  A^sD  GUISCARDO.  415 

tad  ho  been  bom  like  me,  like  me  his  love 

fad  first  begun,  what  mine  was  forced  to  move  : 

ut  thus  beginning,  thus  wo  persevere  ; 

ur  passions  yet  continue  what  they  were, 

or  length  of  trial  makes  our  joys  the  less  sincere. 

At  this  my  choice,  though  not  by  thine  allow*<^ 

\j  judgment  herding  with  the  common  crowd) 

lou  takest  imjust  oflence ;  and,  led  by  them, 

3st  less  the  merit,  than  the  man  esteem. 

)o  sharply,  Tancred,  by  thy  pride  betray'd, 

ist  thou  against  the  laws  of  kind  inveigh'd  : 

•r  all  the  offence  is  in  opinion  placed, 

liich  deems  high  birth  by  lowly  choice  debased. 

lis  thought  alone  with  fury  fires  thy  breast, 

or  holy  mamage  justifies  the  rest) 

At  I  have  sunk  the  glories  of  the  state, 

id  mix'd  my  blood  with  a  plebeian  mate  ; 

which  I  wonder  thou  shouldst  oversee 

perior  causes,  or  impute  to  me 

e  fault  of  fortune,  or  th«  fates'  decree. 

call  it  Heaven's  imperial  power  alone, 

lich  moves  on  springs  of  justice,  though  imknown. 

b  this  we  see,  though  order'd  for  the  best, 

3  bad  exalted,  and  the  good  oppress'd ; 

mitted  laurels  grace  the  lawless  brow, 

3  unworthy  raised,  the  worthy  cast  below. 

Jut  leaving  that :  search  we  the  secret  springj;, 

i  backward  trace  the  principles  of  things ; 

;re  shall  we  find,  that  when  the  world  began, 

)  common  mass  composed  the  mould  of  man ; 

)  paste  of  flesh  on  all  degrees  bestow'd, 

i  Kneaded  up  aUke  with  moist'ning  blood. 

)  same  ahnignty  power  inspired  the  frame 

;h  kindled  life,  and  form'd  the  souls  the  same  : 

)  faculties  of  intellect  and  will 

pensed  with  equal  hand,  disposed  with  equal  skill, 

e  liberty  indulged,  with  choice  of  good  or  ill : 

IS  bom  alike,  from  virtue  first  began 

5  difference  that  distinguished  man  from  man  : 

claim'd  no  title  from  descent  of  blood, 

i  that,  which  made  him  noble,  made  him  good  : 

rm'd  with  more  particles  of  heavenly  flame  ; 

wing'd  his  upward  flight,  and  soar'd  to  fame  ; 

)  rest  remain 'd  below,  a  tribe  without  a  "naxii^i. 
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This  law,  though  custom  now  diverts  the  course^ 
As  nature's  institute,  is  yet  in  force  ; 
Unpancell'd,  though  disused  ;  and  he,  whose  mind 
Is  virtuous,  is  alone  of  noble  kind  ; 
Though  poor  in  fortune,  of  celestial  race  ; 
And  he  commits  the  crime  who  calls  him  base. 

Now  lay  the  line  ;  and  measure  all  thy  comt 
By  inward  virtue,  not  external  poii; ; 
And  find  whom  justly  to  prefer  above 
The  man  on  whom  my  judgment  placed  my  love : 
So  shalt  thou  see  his  parts  and  person  shine  ; 
And  thus  compared,  tae  rest  a  base  degenerate  ]md. 
Nor  took  I,  when  I  tirat  survey"'d  thy  court. 
His  valour,  or  his  virtues,  on  report ; 
But  trusted  what  I  ought  to  trust  alone. 
Relying  on  thy  eyes,  and  not  my  own  ; 
Thy  praise  (and  thine  was  then  the  public  voice) 
First  recommended  Guiscard  to  my  choice. 
,  Directed  thus  by  thee,  I  look'd,  and  found 
A  man  I  thought  deserving  to  be  crown'd  ; 
First  by  my  father  pointed  to  my  sight. 
Nor  less  conspicuous  by  his  native  light ; 
His  mind,  his  mien,  the  features  of  his  face, 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  race : 
These  were  thy  thoughts,  and  thou  could'st  judge  aright 
Till  interest  made  a  jaundice  in  thy  sight ; 
Or  should  I  grant  thou  didst  not  rightly  see  ; 
Then  thou  wert  first  deceived,  and  I  deceived  by  thee. 
But  if  thou  shalt  allege,  through  pride  of  mind. 
Thy  blood  with  one  of  base  condition  join'd, 
'Tis  false  ;  for  'tis  not  baseness  to  be  poor  ; 
His  poverty  augments  thy  crime  the  more  ; 
Upbraids  thy  justice  with  the  scant  regard 
Of  worth  ;  whom  princes  praise,  they  should  reward 
Are  these  the  kings  entrusted  by  the  crowd 
With  wealth,  to  be  dispensed  for  common  good  ? 
The  people  sweat  not  for  their  king's  delight, 
To  enrich  a  pimp,  or  raise  a  parasite  ; 
Theirs  is  the  toil ;  and  he,  who  well  has  served 
His  country,  has  his  country's  wealth  deserved. 
Ev'n  mighty  monarchs  oft  are  meanly  born, 
And  kings  by  birth  to  lowest  rank  return ; 
All  subject  to  the  power  of  giddy  chance, 
For  fortune  can  depress,  ox  c^u  ^^wsicica  \ 
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^ut  true  nobility  is  of  the  mind, 

^ot  given  by  chance,  and  not  to  chance  resign'cL 

Tor  the  remaining  doubt  of  thy  decree, 

IThat  to  resolve,  and  how  dispose  of  me. 

Be  wam'd  to  cast  that  useless  care  aside, 

Myself  alone  will  for  myself  provide. 

If  in  thy  doting  and  decrepit  age, 

Thy  soul,  a  stranger  in  thy  youth  to  i-ago. 

Begins  in  cruel  deeds  to  take  delight. 

Gorge  with  my  blood  thy  barbarous  appetite  ; 

For  I  so  little  am  disposed  to  pray 

For  life,  I  would  not  cast  a  wish  away. 

Such  as  it  is,  the  offence  is  all  my  own ; 

And  what  to  Guiscard  is  already  done. 

Or  to  be  done,  is  doom'd  by  thy  decree. 

That,  if  not  executed  first  by  thee, 

Shall  on  my  person  be  perform'd  by  me. 

Away !  with  women  weep,  and  leave  me  here, 
Fix'd,  like  a  man,  to  die  without  a  tear ; 
Or  save,  or  slay  us  both  this  present  hour  ; 
'Tis  all  that  fate  has  left  within  thy  power. 

She  said  :  nor  did  her  father  fail  to  find 
In  all  she  spoke,  the  greatness  of  her  mind ; 
Yet  thought  she  was  not  obstinate  to  die. 
Nor  deem'd  the  death  she  promised  was  so  nigh. 
Secure  in  this  belief,  he  left  the  dame. 
Resolved  to  spare  her  life  and  save  her  shame  ; 
But  that  detested  object  to  remove. 
To  wreak  his  vengeance,  and  to  cure  her  love. 

Intent  on  this,  a  secret  order  sign'd 
The  death  of  Guiscard  to  his  guards  enjoin'd  ; 
Strangling  was  chosen,  and  the  night  the  time, 
A  mute  revenge,  and  blind  as  was  the  crime  : 
His  faithful  heart,  a  bloody  sacrifice, 
Tom  from'his  breast,  to  glut  the  tyrant's  eyes. 
Closed  the  severe  command  :  for  (slaves  to  pay) 
What  kiugs  decree,  the  soldier  must  obey : 
Waged  against  foes ;  and  when  the  wars  are  o'er. 
Fit  only  to  maintain  despotic  power : 
Dangerous  to  freedom,  and  desired  alone 
By  kings  who  seek  an  arbitrary  throne 
Such  were  these  guards  ;  as  ready  to  have  slain 
The  prince  himself,  allured  N/itK  greatev  ^i\v\i-. 
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So  was  the  charge  j^rfjrm'd  with  better  wiD, 
By  men  inure^l  lo  blo«>i,  and  exercised  in  ilL 

Xow,  though  the  sullen  sire  had  eased  his  mind, 
TTie  pomp  of  his  revenge  was  yet  behind, 
A  pomp  prepared  to  grace  the  present  he  designed. 
A  goblet  rich  with  gems,  and  rough  with  gold. 
Of  depth,  and  brea^ith,  the  precious  pledge  to  hold. 
With  cruel  care  he  chose  :  the  hollow  part 
Enclosed,  the  lid  conceal'd,  the  lover's  heart : 
Then  of  his  triLsted  mischiefs  one  he  sent. 
And  bade  him  with  these*  words  the  gift  present : 
Thy  father  sends  thee  this  to  cheer  thy  breast. 
And  glad  thy  sight  with  what  thou  lov'st  the  best ; 
As  thou  hast  pleased  his  eyes,  and  joy'd  his  mind. 
With  what  he  loved  the  most  of  human  kind. 

Ere  this  the  royal  dame,  who  well  had  weigh'd 
The  consequence  of  what  her  sire  had  said, 
Fix'd  on  her  fate,  against  the  expected  hour. 
Procured  the  means  to  have  it  in  her  power  ; 
For  this,  she  had  distill'd  with  early  care 
The  juice  of  simples  friendly  to  despair, 
A  magazine  of  death  :  and  thus  prepared, 
Secure  to  die,  the  fiital  message  heard : 
Then  smiled  severe  ;  nor  with  a  troubled  look, 
Or  trembling  hand  the  funeral  present  took ; 
Ev'n  kept  her  countenance,  when  the  lid  removed 
Disclosed  the  heai-t,  unfortunately  loved. 
She  needed  not  be  told,  within  whose  breast 
It  lodged  ;  the  message  had  explain'd  the  rest. 
Or  not  amazed,  or  hiding  her  surprise. 
She  sternly  on  the  bearer*fix'd  her  eyes  : 
Then  thus :  Tell  Tancred,  on  his  daughter's  part, 
The  gold,  though  precious,  equals  not  the  heart : 
But  he  did  Well  to  give  his  best ;  and  I, 
Who  wish'd  a  worthier  urn,  forgive  his  poverty ! 

At  this  she  curb'd  a  groan,  that  else  had  come. 
And,  paiLsing,  view'd  the  present  in  the  tomb ; 
Then  to  the  heart  adored  devoutly  glued 
I  lor  lips,  and  raising  it,  her  speech  renew'd : 
Ev'n  from  my  day  of  birth,  to  this,  the  bound 
Of  my  unhappy  being,  I  have  found 
My  father's  care  and  tenderness  express'd ; 
But  this  last  act  of  love  excels  the  rest : 
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^or  this  so  dear  a  present,  bear  him  back 
T'he  best  return  that  I  can  Hve  to  make. 

The  messenger  despatch' d,  again  she  view'd 
The  loved  remains,  and  sighing  thus  pursued : 
Source  of  my  life,  and  lord  of  my  desires. 
In  whom  I  fived,  with  whom  my  soul  expires, 
Poor  heart,  no  more  the  spring  of  vital  heat, 
Cursed  be  the  hands  that  tore  thee  from  thy  seat  f 
The  course  is  finished  which  thy  fates  decreed, 
And  thou  from  thy  corporeal  prison  freed ; 
Soon  hast  thou  reach'd  the  goal  with  mended  pace, 
i  world  of  woes  despatch'd  in  Uttle  space. 
Forced  by  thy  worth,  thy  foe  in  death  become 
rhy  friend,  has  lodged  thee  in  a  costly  tomb, 
rhere  yet  remained  thy  fufieral  exequies. 
The  weeping  tribute  of  thy  widow's  eyes, 
And  those,  indulgent  Heaven  has  found  the  way 
That  I,  before  my  death,  have  leave  to  pay. 
Vly  father  ev'n  in  cruelty  is  kind, 
3r  Heaven  has  tum'd  the  malice  of  his  mind 
To  better  uses  than  his  hate  designed ; 
And  made  th'  insult,  which  in  his  gift  appears. 
The  means  to  mourn  thee  with  my  pious  tears  ; 
Which  I  will  pay  thee  down,  before  I  go, 
And  save  myself  thepains  to  weep  below, 
[f  souls  can  weep.    Though  once  I  meant  to  meet 
My  fate  with  face  unmoved  and  eyes  unwet, 
^et  since  I  have  thee  here  in  naiTow  room, 
Mj  tears  shall  set  thee  first  afloat  within  thy  tomb : 
Then  (as  I  know  thy  spirit  hovers  nigh) 
Jnder  thy  friendly  conduct  wilFI  fly 
To  regions  imexplored,  secure  to  share 
rhy  state :  nor  hell  shall  pimishment  appear ; 
And  heaven  is  double  heaven,  if  thou  art  there  ! 
She  said :  her  brimful  eyes,  that  ready  stood. 
And  only  wanted  will  to  keep  a  flood, 
^leasea  their  watery  store,  and  pour'd  amain, 
Jike  clouds  low  hung,  a  sober  shower  of  rain ; 
^lute  solemn  sorrow,  free  from  female  noise, 
such  as  the  majesty  of  grief  destroys  ; 
For,  bending  o'er  the  cup,  the  tears  she  shed 
>eem*d  by  the  posture  to  discharge  her  head, 
3'er-fill'd  before  ;  and  (oft  her  mouth  applied 
To  the  cold  heart,)  she  kiss'd  at  once,  ana  cx\a^ 
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Her  maids,  who  stood  amazed,  nor  knew  the  causa 
Of  her  complaining,  nor  whose  heart  it  was  ; 
Yet  all  due  measures  of  her  mourning  kept, 
Did  otfice  at  the  dirge,  and  by  infection  wept ; 
And  oft  inv|uireil  the  occasion  of  her  grief, 
,Unanswer  d  but  by  sighs)  and  ofter'd  vain  relief. 
At  length,  her  stock  of  tears  already  shed. 
She  wiped  her  eyes,  she  raised  her  drooping  head, 
And  thus  pursued  :  Oh  ever  ^thful  heart ! 
I  have  i^»erform\l  the  ceremonial  part, 
The  decencies  of  grief ;  it  rests  behind, 
That,  as  our  Wilies  were,  our  souls  be  join'd  ; 
To  thy  whateVr  abode  my  shade  convey, 
A.nd  as  an  elder  ghost,  direct  the  way. 
She  said  ;  and  bade  the  vial  to  be  brought, 
WTiere  she  before  had  brew'd  the  deadly  draught : 
First  pouring  out  the  med'cinable  bane, 
The  heart,  her  tears  had  rinsed,  she  bathed  again  ; 
Then  down  her  throat  the  death  securely  throws. 
And  quaffs  a  long  oblivion  of  her  woes. 

This  done,  she  mounts  the  genial  bed,  and  there 
(Her  body  hrst  composed  with  honest  care) 
Attends  the  welcome  rest ;  her  hands  yet  hold 
Close  to  her  hei\rt  the  monumental  gold ; 
Nor  farther  woi\l  she  spoke,  but  closed  her  sight. 
And,  quiet,  sought  the  covert  of  the  night. 

The  damsels,  who  the  while  in  silence  moum'd. 
Not  knowing,  nor  suspecting  death  subom'd, 
Yet,  as  their  duty  was,  to  Tancred  sent. 
Who,  conscious  of  the  occasion,  fear'd  the  event. 
Alarm'd,  and  with  presaging  heart,  he  came, 
And  drew  the  curt^uns,  and  exposed  the  dame 
To  loathsome  hght :  then  with  a  late  relief 
Made  efforts  vain  to  mitigate  her  grief. 
She,  what  she  could,  excluding  day,  her  eyes 
Kept  tirmly  seal'd,  and  sternly  thus  repHes  : 

Tancred  I  restrain  thy  tears,  imsought  by  me^ 
And  sorrow  unavailing  now  to  thee  : 
Did  ever  man  before  afflict  his  mind 
To  see  the  effect  of  what  himself  designed  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  hast  remaining  in  thy  heart 
Some  sense  of  love,  some  unextinguish'd  part 
Of  former  kindness,  largely  once  profess'o. 
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by  that  adjure  thy  harden'd  breast, 
ieny  thy  daughter's  last  re(][uest : 
ret  love  which  I  so  long  enjoy 'd, 
U  concealed  to  gratify  thy  pride, 
ist  disjoin'd  ;  but,  with  my  dying  breath, 
t,  I  beg  thee,  to  disjoin  our  death  ; 
T  his  corpse  by  thy  command  is  laid, 
let  mine  in  pubho  bo  convey'd  ; 
I  in  open  view,  and  side  by  side, 
ledgcd  as  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride, 
►rince's  anguish  hinder'd  his  reply : 
),  who  felt  her  fate  approaching  nigh, 
he  cold  heart,  and  heaving  to  her  breast, 
•ecious  pledge,  she  said,  securely  rest ! 
jcents  were  her  last ;  the  creeping  death 
*d  her  senses  first,  then  stopped  her  breath, 
she  for  disobedience  justly  died  : 
was  justly  puuish'd  for  his  pride : 
th,  least  guilty,  sufFer'd  for  the  ofi'euco 
violated  to  his  prince  ; 
ie  repenting  of  his  cruel  deed, 
imon  sepulchre  for  both  decreed  ; 
d  the  wretched  ^mir  in  royal  state, 
their  monument  inscribed  their  fate. 
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le  cities  in  Romanian  lands, 

}f,  and  most  renown'd,  Ravenna  stands : 

in  ancient  times  with  arms  and  arts, 
1  inhabitants,  with  generous  hearts, 
odore  the  brave,  above  the  rest, 
'ts  of  fortune  and  of  nature  bless'd, 
smost  place  for  wealth  and  honour  held, 
in  feats  of  chivalry  excell'd. 
loble  youth  to  madness  loved  a  dame, 
degree,  Honoria  was  her  name : 
ihe  fairest,  but  of  haughty  mind, 
cer  than  became  so  soft  a  kind ; 
■  her  birth,  (for  equal  she  had  none,) 

she  scom'd  ;  but  hated  him  alone. 
1,  his  constant  courtship,  nothing  gpiti'd', 
the  more  be  ioved,  the  more  diadam^^. 
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1 

He  lived  with  all  the  pomp  he  could  devise. 

At  tilts  and  toumametits  obtained  the  prize ; 

But  found  no  favour  in  his  lady's  eyes : 

R<jlentless  as  a  rock,  the  lofty  maid 

Turn'd  all  to  poison  that  he  did  or  said : 

^^or  pi-ayers,  nor  tears,  nor  offer'd  vows,  could  move ; 

The  work  went  backward  ;  and,  the  more  he  strove 

To  advance  his  suit,  the  farther  from  her  love. 

Wearied  at  length,  and  wanting  remedy, 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  resolved  to  die. 
But  pride  stood  ready  to  prevent  the  blow  ; 
For  who  would  die  to  gratify  a  foe  ? 
His  generous  mind  disdain'd  so  mean  a  fate  ; 
That  pass'd,  his  next  endeavour  was  to  hate. 
But  vainer  that  reUef  than  all  the  rest, 
The  less  he  hoped,  with  more  desire  possessed  ; 
Love  stood  the  siege,  and  would  not  yield  his  breast. 
Change  was  the  next,  but  change  deceived  his  care  ; 
He  sought  a  fairer,  but  found  none  so  fair. 
He  would  have  worn  her  out  by  slow  degrees. 
As  men  by  fasting  starve  the  untamed  disease : 
But  present  love  required  a  present  ease. 
Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famish'd  eyes. 
Feeds  lingering  death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
Yet  still  he  chose  the  longest  way  to  fate, 
Wasting  at  once  his  life  and  his  estate, 

His  friends  beheld,  and  pitied  him  in  vain  ; 
For  what  advice  can  ease  a  lover's  pain  1 
Absence,  the  best  expedient  they  could  find, 
Might  save  the  fortune,  if  not  cure  the  mind  : 
This  means  they  long  proposed,  but  little  gsiin'd  ; 
Yet  after  much  pursuit,  at  length  obtained. 

Hard  you  may  think  it  was  to  give  consent, 
But  struggling  with  his  own  desires  he  went. 
With  large  expense,  and  with  a  pompous  train, 
Provided  as  to  visit  France  and  bpain. 
Or  for  some  distant  voyage  o'er  th§  main. 
But  love  had  clipp'd  his  wings,  and  cut  him  short, 
Confined  within  the  purlieus  of  the  coui't. 
Three  miles  he  went,  nor  farther  could  retreat ; 
His  travels  ended  at  his  country-seat : 
To  Chassis'  pleasing  plains  he  took  his  way. 
There  pitched  his  tents,  and  there  resolved  to  stay* 
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spring  was  in  the  prime :  the  neighbouring  grove 

ed  with  birds,  the  choristera  of  love, 

anbought,  that  minister'd  delight 

ming  walks,  and  lull'd  his  cares  by  night ; 

be  discharged  his  friends ;  but  not  the  expense 

uent  treats,  and  proud  magnificence. 

;d  as  kings  retire,  though  more  at  large 

)ublic  business,  yet  with  equal  charge  ; 

ouse  and  heart  still  open  to  receive  ; 

I  content  as  love  would  give  him  leave : 

lid  have  lived  more  free ;  but  many  a  guest, 

)uld  forsake  the  friend,  pursued  the  feast. 

pp'd  one  morning,  as  his  fancy  led, 

his  usual  hour  he  left  his  bed, 

s.  within  a  lonely  lawn,  that  stood 

ry  side  surrounded  by  a  wood : 

le  walk'd,  to  please  his  pensive  mind, 

ught  the  deepest  solitude  to  find  ; 

n  a  grove  of  spreading  pines  he  stray'd  ; 

nds  within  the  quivering  branches  play'd, 

ncing  trees  a  mournful  music  made. 

ice  itself  was  suiting  to  his  care, 

ih  and  savage,  as  the  cruel  fair. 

ider'd  on,  unknowing  where  he  went, 

.  the  wood,  and  all  on  love  intent : 

y  already  half  his  race  had  run, 

mmon'd  him  to  duo  repast  at  noon  ; 

re  could  feel  no  hunger  but  his  own. 

ist  listening  to  the  murmuring  leaves  he  stood, 

kian  a  mile  immersed  within  the  wood, 

e  the  wind  was  laid  ;  the  whispering  sound 

imb  ;  a  rising  earthquake  rock'd  the  groimd ; 

leeper  brown  the  grove  was  overspread  ; 

len  horror  seized  his  giddy  head, 

s  ears  tinkled,  and  his  colour  fled. 

I  was  in  alaim  ;  some  danger  nigh 

L  threatened,  though  unseen  to  mortal  ca  b. 

i  to  fear,  he  summon'd  all  his  soul, 

ood  collected  in  himself,  and  whole  ; 

Qg  ;  for  soon  a  whirlwind  rose  around, 

om  afar  he  heard  a  screaming  sound, 

I  dame  distress' d,  who  cried  for  aid, 

U'd  with  loud  laments  the  secret  shade. 
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A  thicket  close  beside  the  grove  there  stood, 
With  briers  and  bi-arables  choked,  and  dwarfish  wood ; 
From  thence  the  noise,  which  now  approaching  near, 
With  more  distinguish'd  notes  invades  his  ear : 
He  raised  his  head,  and  saw  a  beauteous  maid, 
With  hair  dishevell'd,  issuing  through  the  shade  ; 
Stripp'd  of  her  clothes,  and  e'en  those  parts  reveal' d, 
Which  modest  nature  keeps  from  sight  conceal*d- 
Her  face,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  torn. 
With  passing  through  the  brakes  and  prickly  thorn ; 
Two  mastiffs  gaunt  and  grim  her  flight  pursued, 
And  oft  their  fasten'd  fangs  in  blood  imbrued  ; 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pinch'd  her  tender  side, 
Itfercy,  0  mercy,  Heaven  !  she  ran  and  cried  ; 
When  Heaven  was  named,  they  loosed  their  hold  again, 
Then  sprung  she  forth,  they  follow'd  her  amain. 

Not  far  behind,  a  knight  of  swarthy  face, 
High  on  a  coal-black  steed  pursued  the  chase  ; 
With  flashing  flames  his  ardent  eyes  were  fili'd. 
And  in  his  hand  a  naked  sword  he  held  : 
He  checr'd  the  dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled. 
And  vow'd  revenge  on  her  devoted  head. 

As  Theodore  was  bom  of  noble  kind. 
The  brutal  action  roused  his  manly  mind  ; 
Moved  with  unworthy  usage  of  the  maid. 
He,  though  imarm'd,  resolved  to  give  her  aid. 
A  sapling  pine  he  wrench'd  from  out  the  ground. 
The  readiest  weapon  that  his  fury  found. 
Thus  furnish'd  for  offence,  he  cross'd  the  .way 
Betwixt  the  graceless  villain  and  his  prey. 

The  knight  came  thundering  on,  but,  from  a&r. 
Thus,  in  imperious  tone,  forbade  the  war : 
Cease,  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  relief. 
Nor  stop  the  vengeance  of  so  just  a  grief ; 
But  give  me  leave  to  seize  my  destined  prey, 
And  let  eternal  justice  take  the  way : 
I  but  revenge  my  fate  ;  disdain'd,  betray'd. 
And  suffering  death  for  this  ungrateful  maid- 
He  said,  at  once  disn»  hunting  from  the  steed ; 
For  now  the  hell-hounds,  with  superior  speed, 
Had  reach'd  the  dame,  and  fastening  on  her  side, 
The  ground  with  issuing  streams  of  purple  dyed. 
Stood  Theodore  surprised  in  deadly  fright. 
With  chattering  teeth,  and  bristling  hair  upright ; 
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ft 

J^et  arm'd  with  inborn  worth,  "Whate'er,  said  he^ 

T^ovL  art,  who  know'st  me  better  than  I  thee ; 

Or  prove  thy  rightful  cause,  or  be  defied  ! 

The  spectre,  fiercely  staring,  thus  repUed : — 
Know,  Theodore,  thy  ancestry  I  claim, 

And  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  my  name : 

One  common  sire  our  fathers  did  beget ; 

3fy  name  and  story  some  remember  yet : 

Thee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  I  laid, 

When  for  my  sins,  I  loved  this  haughty  maid ; 

Kot  less  adored  in  Ufe,  nor  served  by  me, 

Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  loved  by  thee. 

What  did  I  not  her  stubborn  heart  to  gain  ? 

But  all  my  vows  were  answer'd  with  disdain : 

She  scorn'd  my  sorrows,  and  despised  my  pain. 

Long  time  I  dragg'd  my  days  in  fruitless  care  ; 

Then  loathing  hfe,  and  plunged  in  deep  despair. 

To  finish  my  unhappy  life,  I  fell 

On  this  sharp  sword,  and  now  am  damn'd  in  helL 

Short  was  her  joy  ;  for  soon  the  insulting  maid 

By  Heaven's  decree  in  the  cold  grave  was  laid. 

And,  as  in  unrepented  sin  she  died, 

Doom'd  to  the  same  bad  place,  is  punished  for  her  pride ; 

Because  she  deem'd  I  well  deserved  to  die, 

And  made  a  merit  of  her  cruelty. 

There,  then,  we  met ;  both  tried,  and  both  were  cast, 

And  this  irrevocable  sentence  pass'd : 

That  she,  whom  I  so  long  pursued  in  vain. 

Should  suffer  from  my  hands  a  lingering  pain : 

Renewed  to  life  that  she  might  daily  die, 

I  daily  doom'd  to  follow,  she  to  fly ; 

No  more  a  lover,  but  a  mortal  foe, 

I  seek  her  life  (for  love  is  none  below)  : 

As  often  as  my  dogs  with  better  speed 

Arrest  her  flight,  is.she  to  death  decreed  : 

Then  with  this  fatal  sword,  on  which  I  died, 

I  pierce  her  open  back,  or  tender  side, 

And  tear  that  hardened  heart  from  out  her  breast, 

Which,  with  her  entrails,  makes  my  hungry  hounds  a  feast 

Nor  lies  {^he  long,  but  as  her  fates  ordain. 

Springs  up  to  life,  and  fresh  to  second  pain. 

Is  saved  to-day,  to-morrow  to  be  slain. 

This,  versed  in  death,  the  infernal  knight  relates, 
And  then  for  proof  f ulfiU'd  the  commoii  i^\i^%  \ 
38 
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Her  heart  and  bowels  through  her  back  he  drew 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  help'd  him  to  pursue. 
Stem  look'd  the  fiend,  as  frustrate  of  his  will, 
Not  half  sufficed,  and  greedy  yet  to  kilL 
And  now  the  soul,  expiring  through  the  wound, 
Had  left  the  body  breathless  on  the  ground, 
When  thus  the  grisly  spectre  spoke  again  : 
Behold  the  fruit  of  ill-rewarded  pain  : 
As  many  months  as  I  sustain'd  her  hate. 
So  many  years  is  she  condemn'd  by  fate 
To  daily  death  ;  and  every  several  place 
Conscious  of  her  disdain,  and  my  disgrace. 
Must  witness  her  just  punishment ;  and  be 
A  scene  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me. 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  my  last  farewell, 
As  on  this  very  spot  of  earth  I  fell, 
As  Friday  saw  me  die,  so  she  my  prey 
Becomes  ev'n  here,  on  this  revolving  day. 

Thus  while  he  spoke,  the  virgin  from  the  ground 
Upstarted  fresh,  already  closed  the  wound. 
And,  unconcern'd  for  all  she  felt  before. 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  shore  : 
The  hell-hounds,  as  ungorged  with  flesh  and  blood, 
Pursue  their  prey,  and  seek  their  wonted  food  : 
The  fiend  remounts  his  courser ;  mends  his  pace. 
And  all  the  vision  vanished  from  the  place. 

Long  stood  the  noble  youth  oppress'd  with  awe, 
And  stupid  at  the  wondrous  things  he  saw. 
Surpassing  common  faith,  transgressing  nature's  law  : 
He  would  have  been  asleep,  and  wish'd  to  wake ; 
But  dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  impression  make. 
Though  strong  at  first ;  if  vision,  to  what  end. 
But  such  as  must  his  future  state  portend  ? 
His  love  the  damsel,  and  himself  the  fiend. 
But  yet  reflecting  that  it  could  not  be 
From  Heaven,  which  cannot  impious  acts  decree  ; 
Resolved  within  himself  to  shun  the  snare, 
Which  hell  for  his  destruction  did  prepare  ; 
And  as  his  better  genius  should  direct. 
From  an  ill  cause  to  draw  a  good  effect. 

Inspired  from  Heaven,  he  homeward  took  his  way, 
Nor  pall'd  his  new  design  with  long  delay : 
But  of  his  train  a  trusty  servant  sent. 
To  call  his  friends  together  at  his  tent. 
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They  came,  and  usual  salutations  paid, 
With  words  premeditated  thus  he  said: 
What  you  have  often  counsell'd,  to  remove 
My  vain  pursuit  of  unregarded  love, 
By  thrift  my  sinking  fortune  to  repair, 
Though  late,  yet  is  at  last  become  my  care : 
My  heart  shall  be  my  own ;  my  vast  expense 
Keduced  to  bounds,  by  timely  providence : 
This  only  I  require ;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  father's  family, 
Her  friends,  and  mine ;  the  cause  I  shall  display, 
On  Friday  next ;  for  that 's  the  appointed  day. 

Well  pleased  were  all  his  friends ;  the  task  was  light ; 
The  father,  mother,  daughter,  they  invite ; 
Hardly  the  dame  was  drawn  to  this  repast ; 
But  yet  resolved,  because  it  was  the  last. 
The  day  was  come,  the  guests  invited  came, 
And,  with  the  rest,  the  inexorable  dame : 
A  feast  prepared  with  riotous  expense, 
Much  cost,  more  care,  and  most  magnificence. 
The  place  ordain'd  was  in  that  haunted  grove. 
Where  the  revenging  ghost  pursued  his  love : 
The  tables  in  a  proud  pavilion  spread, 
With  flowers  below,  and  tissue  overhead  -. 
The  rest  in  rank,  Honoria  chief  in  place, 
Was  artfully  contrived  to  set  her  face 
To  front  the  thicket,  and  behold  the  chase. 
The  feast  was  served,  the  time  so  well  forecast. 
That  just  when  the  dessert  and  fruits  were  placed, 
The  fiend's  alarm  began  :  the  hollow  sound 
Sung  in  the  leaves,  the  forest  shook  around, 
Air  blacken'd,  roll'd  the  thunder,  groan'd  the  ground. 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  laments  arise 
Of  one  distress'd,  and  mastiffs'  mingled  cries ; 
And  first  the  dame  came  rushing  through  the  wood. 
And  next  the  famish'd  hounds  that  sought  their  food. 
And  griped  her  flanks,  and  oft  essay'd  their  jaws  in  blood. 
Last  came  the  felon,  on  his  sable  steed, 
Arm'd.  with  his  naked  sword,  and  urged  hi.s  dogs  to  speed. 
She  ran,  and  cried,  her  flight  directly  bent, 
(A  guest  unbidden)  to  the  fatal  tent. 
The  scene  of  death,  and  place  ordain'd  for  punishment. 
Loud  was  the  noise,  aghast  was  every  guest, 
The  women  shriek'd,  the  men  forsook  the  feast  \ 
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The  hounds  at  nearer  distance  hoarsely  bay'd  ; 

The  hunter  close  pursued  the  visionary  maid ; 

She  rent  the  heaven  with  loud  laments,  imploring  aid* 

The  gallants,  to  protect  the  lady's  right, 
Their  falchions  brandished  at  the  grisly  spright ;   . 
High  on  his  stirrups  he  provoked  the  fight. 
Then  on  the  crowd  he  cast  a  furious  look, 
And  withered  all  their  strength  before  he  strook : 
Back,  on  your  Hvgs,  let  be,  said  he,  my  prey. 
And  let  my  vengeance  take  the  destined  way : 
Vain  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Against  the  eternal  doom  of  Providence : 
Mine  is  the  ungrateful  maid  by  Heaven  designed: 
Mercy  she  would  not  give,  nor  mercy  shall  she  find. 
At  this  the  former  tale  again  he  told 
With  thundering  tone^  and  dreadful  to  behold. 
Sunk  were  their  hearts  with  horror  of  the  crime, 
Nor  needed  to  be  warn'd  a  second  time. 
But  bore  each  other  back :  some  knew  the  face, 
And  all  had  heard  the  much-lamented  case 
Of  him  who  fell  for  love,  and  this  the  fatal  place.  . 

And  now  the  infernal  minister  advanced, 
Seized  the  due  victim,  and  with  fiiry  lanced 
Her  back,  and  piercing  through  her  inmost  heart. 
Drew  backward  as  before  the  offending  part. 
The  reeking  entrails  next  he  tore  away. 
And  to  his  meagre  mastiffs  made  a  prey. 
The  pale  assistants  on  each  other  stared, 
With  gaping  mouths  for  issuing  words  prepared  : 
The  still-born  sounds  upon  the  palate  hung, 
And  died  imperfect  on  the  faltering  tongue. 
The  fright  was  general ;  but  the  female  band 
(A  helpless  train)  in  more  confusion  stand  ; 
With  horror  shuddering,  on  a  heap  they  run. 
Sick  at  the  sight  of  hateful  justice  done ; 
For  conscience  rung  the  alarm,  and  made  the  case  thek 
own. 

So  spread  upon  a  lake,  with  upward  eye, 
A  plump  of  fowl  behold  their  foe  on  high ; 
They  close  their  trembling  troop ;  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  sousing  eagle  will  descend. 

But  most  the  proud  Honoria  fear'd  the  event^ 
And  thought  to  her  alone  the  vision  sent. 
Her  p^uilt  presents  to  hei:  distracted  mind  i 
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iven's  justice,  Theodore's  revengeful  kind, 
1  the  same  fate  to  the  same  sin  assigned ; 
eady  sees  herself  the  monster's  prey, 
I  feels  her  heart  and  entrails  torn  away, 
as  a  mute  scene  of  sorrow,  mix'd  with  fear ; 
I  on  the  table  lay  the  unfinish'd  cheer : 

knight  and  hungry  mastiffs  stood  around, 

mangled  dame  lay  breathless  on  the  ground : 
3n  on  a  sudden,  re-inspired  with  breath, 
in  she  rose,  again  to  suffer  death  ; 

staid  the  hell-hounds,  nor  the  hunter  staid, 
follow'd,  as  before,  the  flying  maid  : 

avenger  took  from  earth  the  avenging  sword, 
.  mounting  hght  as  air  his  sable  steed  he  spurr'd : 

clouds  dispell'd,  the  sky  resumed  her  ligh^ 
.  Nature  stood  recovered  of  her  flight. 
lit  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remain'd  behind, 
.  horror  heavy  sat  on  every  mind. 

Theodore  encouraged  more  the  feast, 

sternly  look'd,  as  hatching  in  his  breast 

le  deep  design ;  which  when  Honoria  view'd, 

fresh  impulse  her  former  fright  renew'd ; 

thought  herself  the  trembling  dame  who  fled, 

L  him  the  grisly  ghost  that  spun-'d  the  infernal  steed  * 

more  dismay'd,  for  when  the  guests  withdrew, 
ir  courteous  host  saluting  all  the  crew, 
ardless  pass'd  her  o'er,  nor  gracea  with  kind  adieu. 
,t  sting  infix'd  within  her  haughty  mind, 

downfal  of  her  empire  she  divined ; 
I  her  proud  heart  with  secret  sorrow  pined, 
ne  as  they  went,  the  sad  discourse  renew'd, 
ihe  relentless  dame  to  death  pursued, 
i  of  the  sight  obscene  so  lately  view'd. 
le  durst  arraign  the  righteous  doom  she  bore, 
Q  they  who  pitied  most,  yet  blamed  her  more : 
J  parsdlel  they  needed  not  to  name, 
1  m  the  dead  they  damn'd  the  living  dame. 
Lt  every  little  noise  she  look'd  behind, 
•  still  the  knight  was  present  to  her  mind : 
d  anxious  oft  she  started  on  the  way, 
d  thought  the  horseman-ghost  came  thundering  for  his 

prey, 
bum'd  she  took  her  bed  with  little  rest, 
t  in  abort  slumbers  d»"='amt  the  funeral  fetvaX.*. 
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Awaked,  she  turn'd  her  side,  and  slept  aojain ; 
The  same  black  vapours  mounted  in  her  brain, 
And  the  same  dreams  returned  with  double  paizL 

Now  forced  to  wake,  because  afraid  to  sleep. 
Her  blood  all  fever'd,  with  a  furious  leap 
She  sprung  from  bed,  distracted  in  her  mind, 
And  fear'd,  at  every  step,  a  twitching  spright  behind. 
Darkling  and  desperate,  with  a  staggering  pace. 
Of  death  afraid,  and  conscious  of  disgrace  ; 
Fear,  pride,  remorse,  at  once  her  heart  assail'd, 
Pride  put  remorse  to  flight,  but  fear  prevail'd. 
Friday,  the  fatal  day,  when  next  it  came, 
Her  soul  forethought  the  fiend  would  change  his  game, 
And  her  pursue,  or  Theodore  be  slain, 
And  two  ghosts  join  their  packs  to  hunt  her  o'er  the  plaii 

This  dreadful  image  so  possessed  her  mind. 
That  desperate  any  succour  else  to  find. 
She  ceased  all  farther  hope  ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  the  unhappy  man. 
Rich,  brave,  and  young,  who  past  expression  loved. 
Proof  to  disdain,  and  not  to  be  removed ; 
Of  all  the  men  respected  and  admired, 
Of  all  the  dames,  except  herself,  desired : 
Why  not  of  her  ?  preferred  above  the  rest 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  love  profess'd  ? 
So  had  another  been,  where  he  his  vows  addressed. 
This  qneird  her  pride,  yet  other  doubts  remained, 
That  once  disdaining,  she  might  be  disdain'd. 
The  fear  was  just,  but  greater  fear  prevail'd. 
Fear  of  her  hfe  by  hellish  hounds  assail'd ; 
He  took  a  lowering  leave ;  but  who  can  tell 
What  outward  hate  might  inward  love  conceal ; 
Her  sex's  arts  she  knew,  and  why  not,  then, 
Might  deep  dissembling  have  a  place  in  men  ? 
Here  hope  began  to  dawn ;  resolved  to  try, 
She  fixVl  on  this  her  utmost  remedy ; 
Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  was  to  die. 
'Twas  time  enough  at  last  on  death  to  call, 
The  precipice  in  sight :  a  shrub  was  all 
That  kindly  stood  betwixt  to  break  the  fatal  faiL 

One  maid  she  had,  beloved  above  the  rest ; 
Secure  of  her,  the  secret.  s\ift  ccMes.'^^N 
And  now  the  cheerf\i\  \\^^  ^^"^  ^^^'^'^  ^!^aj^^\» 
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h  no  winding  turns  the  truth  conceard. 

b  the  woman  off,  and  stood  reveal'd  : 

lults  confess  d  commission'd  her  to  go, 

vet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her  foe. 

Icomo  message  made,  was  soon  received ; 

o  be  wish'd,  and  hoped,  but  scarce  believed : 

em'd  a  fair  occasion  to  present, 

w  the  sex,  and  fear'd  she  might  repent 

he  delay  the  moment  of  consent. 

'^et  remain'd  to  gain  her  friends  (a  care 

►desty  of  maidens  well  might  spare) ; 

)  witn  such  a  zeal  the  cause  embraced, 

men,  where  they  will,  are  all  in  haste,) 

her,  mother,  and  the  kin  beside, 

verbome  by  fury  of  the  tide ; 

dl  consent  of  all,  she  changed  her  st&to : 

)ss  in  her  love,  as  in  her  hate. 

3r  example  warn'd,  the  rest  beware ; 

isy,  less  imperious,  were  the  fair ; 

at  one  hunting,  which  the  devil  designed 

)  fair  female,  lost  him  half  the  kind. 
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Poeia  Loquitur. 

I  am,  for  ladies'  love  imfit, 

wer  of  beauty  I  remember  yet, 

once  inflamed  my  soul,  and  still  inspires  my  wii% 

be  folly,  the  severe  divine* 

b  that  foUy,  though  he  censures  mine ; 

s  the  pleasures  of  a  chaste  embrace, 

hat  I  write,  and  propagates  in  grace, 

Lotous  excess,  a  priestly  race. 

e  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  the  offence, 

w'd  the  way,  perverting  first  my  sense : 

ice  witty,  and  with  venom  fraught, 

tea  me  speak  the  things  I  never  thought. 

te  the  gains  of  his  ungovern'd  zeal : 

3  his  cloth  the  praise  of  railing  well. 

•  Jeremy  Collier. 
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The  world  will  think  that  what  we  loosely  write, 

Though  now  arraign'd,  he  read  with  some  delight ; 

Because  he  seems  to  chew  the  cud  again, 

"When  his  broad  comment  makes  the  text  too  plain ; 

And  teaches  more  in  one  explaining  page, 

Than  all  the  double  meanings  of  the  stage. 

What  needs  he  paraphrase  on  what  we  mean  1 
We  were  at  worst  but  wanton  ;  he 's  obscene. 
I,  nor  my  fellows,  nor  myself  excuse ; 
But  love's  the  subject  of  the  comic  muse: 
Nor  can  we  write  without  it,  nor  would  you 
A  tale  of  only  dry  instruction  view.  j 

Nor  love  is  always  of  a  vicious  kind, 
But  oft  to  virtuous  acts  inflames  the  mind, 
Awakes  the  sleepy  vigour  of  the  soul, 
And,  brushing  o'er,  adds  motion  to  the  pool. 
Love,  studious  how  to  please,  improves  our  parts 
With  polish'd  manners,  and  adorns  with  arts. 
Love  first  invented  verse,  and  form'd  the  rhyme, 
The  motion  measured,  harmonised  the  chime ; 
To  liberal  acts  enlarged  the  narrow-soul'd, 
Soften'd  the  fierce,  and  made  the  coward  bold  : 
The  world,  when  waste,  he  peopled  with  increase, 
And  warring  nations  reconciled  in  peace. 
Ormond,  the  first,  and  all  the  fair  may  find. 
In  this  one  legend,  to  their  fame  design'd. 
When  beauty  fires  the  blood,  how  love  exalts  the  mind.' 


In  that  sweet  isle  where  Venus  keeps  her  court, 
And  every  grace,  and  all  the  loves  resort ; 
Where  either  sex  is  formed  of  softer  earth, 
And  takes  the  bent  of  pleasure  from  their  birth  ; 
There  lived  a  Cyprian  lord,  above  the  rest 
Wise,  wealthy,  with  a  numerous  issue  bless'd ; 
But,  as.no  gift  of  fortune  is  sincere. 
Was  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir : 
His  eldest  bom,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
Excell'd  the  rest  in  shape  and  outward  show ; 
Fair,  tall,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  join'd. 
But  of  a  heavy,  dull,  degenerate  mind. 
His  soul  belied  the  features  of  his  face ; 
Beauty  was  there,  but  beauty  in  disgrace ; 
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A  clownish  mien,  a  voice  with  rustic  sound, 

And  stupid  eyes  that  ever  loved  the  ground. 

He  look'd  like  nature's  error,  as  the  mind 

And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  designed, 

But  made  for  two,  and  by  mistake  in  one  were  joiu'd. 

The  ruhng  rod,  the  father's  forming  care, 
"Vyere  exercised  in  vain  on  wit's  despair  ; 
The  more  inform'd,  the  less  he  imderstood, 
And  deeper  sunk  by  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Now  scorn'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  shame, 
The  people  from  Galesus  changed  his  name. 
And  Cymon  call'd,  which  signifies  a  brute ; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  nature  suit. 

His  father,  when  he  found  his  labour  lost, 
And  care  employ'd,  that  answer'd  not  the  cost, 
(Jhose  an  ungrateful  object  to  remove. 
And  loathed  to  see  what  nature  made  him  love ; 
So  to  his  country-farm  the  fool  confined  ; 
Rude  work  well  suited  with  a  rustic  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  sturdy  Cymon  went, 
A  squire  among  the  swains,  and  pleased  with  banishment. 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  fair. 

It  happen'd  on  a  summer's  holiaay. 
That  to  the  greenwood-shade  he  took  his  way ; 
For  Cymon  shunn'd  the  church,  and  used  not  much  to 

pray. 
His  quarter-staff,  which  h«  could  ne'er  forsake, 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back. 
He  trudged  along,  unknowing  what  he  sought, 
Aj^d  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

By  chance  conducted,  or  by  thirst  constrain'd, 
The  deep  recesses  of  the  grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where  in  a  i^lain,  defended  by  the  wood, 
Crept  through  the  matted  grass  a  crystal  flood. 
By  which  an  alabaster  fountain  stood  ; 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  slaves)  a  sleeping  maid : 
Like  Dian  and  her  nymphs,  when,  tired  with  sport, 
To  rest  by  cool  Eurotas  they  resort : 
The  dame  hei-self  the  goddess  well  express'd, 
Not  more  distinguish'd  by  her  purple  vest. 
Than  by  the  charming  features  of  her  face, 
And,  even  in  slumber,  a  superior  grace : 
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Her  comely  limbs  composed  with  decent  care, 

Her  body  shaded  with  a  slight  cymar : 

Her  bosom  to  the  view  was  only  bare ; 

Where  two  beginning  paps  were  scarcely  spied. 

For  yet  their  places  were  but  signified. 

The  fanning  wind  upon  her  bosom  blows, 

To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bosom  rose ; 

The  fanning  wind,  and  purling  streams,  continue  her  reiKWdi 

The  fool  of  nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes. 
And  gaping  mouth,  that  testified  surprise, 
Fix'd  on  her  face,  nor  could  remove  his  sight ; 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  to  dehght : 
Long  mute  he  stood,  and  leaning  on  his  staft) 
His  wonder  witnessed  with  an  idiot  laugh  ; 
Then  would  have  spoke,  but  by  his  glimmering  sense 
First  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  offence ; 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  should  be  known. 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 

Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light 
Shot  the  first  ray  that  pierced  the  native  night : 
Then  day  and  darkness  in  the  mass  were  mix'd, 
Till  gather'd  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd : 
Last  shone  the  sun,  who,  radiant  in  his  sphere. 
Illumined  heaven  and  earth,  and  roll'd  aroimd  the  year. 
So  reason  in  this  brutal  soul  began  : 
Love  made  him  first  suspect  he  was  a  man  ; 
Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian  sound  ; 
By  love  his  want  of  words,  and  wit,  he  found  ; 
That  sense  of  want  prepared  the  future  way 
To  knowledge,  and  disclosed  the  promise  of  a  day. 

What  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 
Could  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolish'd  heart, 
The  best  instructor,  Love,  at  once  inspired. 
As  bgirren  grounds  to  fruitfulness  are  fired  : 
Love  taught  him  shame,  and  shame,  with  love  at  strilio^ 
Soon  taught  the  sweet  civiHties  of  life. 
His  gross  material  soul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind  ; 
Exciting  a  desire  till  then  unknown, 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 
This  made  the  first  impression  on  his  mind, 
Above,  but  just  above,  the  brutal  kind  : 
For  beasts  can  like,  bvit  not  distinguish  too, 
Nor  their  o\\:n.\\\fLmo\>'j  xe^^^cWwiVwy^  \ 
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Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'  other  face, 

Or  judge  of  this  or  that  peculiar  grace ; 

But  love  in  gross,  and  stupidly  admire ; 

As  flies,  allured  by  light,  approach  the  fire. 

Thus  our  man-beast,  advancing  by  degrees, 

First  likes  the  whole,  then  separates  what  he  sees  ; 

On  several  parts  a  several  praise  bestows, 

The  ruby  hps,  the  well-proportion'd  nose, 

The  snowy  skin,  and  raven-glossy  hair. 

The  dimpled  cbeek,  and  forehead  rising  fair, 

And  even  in  sleep  itself,  a  smiling  air. 

From  thence  his  eyes  descending  view'd  the  rest, 

Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heaving  breast 

Long  on  the  last  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 

A  pointed  arrow  sped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 
(A  judge  erected  from  a  country  clown) 
He  long'd  to  see  her  eyes,  in  slumber  hid, 
And  wish'd  his  own  could  pierce  within  the  lid  : 
He  would  have  waked  her,  but  restrain'd  his  thought, 
And  Love,  new-born,  the  first  good  manners  taught. 
An  awful  fear  his  ardent  wish  withstood, 
Nor  durst  disturb  the  goddess  of  the  wood. 
For  such  she  seem'd  by  her  celestial  face. 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  i*ace : 
And  things  divine,  by  common  sense  he  knew, 
Must  be  devoutly  seen,  at  distant  view. 
So  checking  his  desire,  with  trembling  heart 
Gazing  he  stood,  nor  would  nor  could  depart ; 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way, 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  night  for  fear  to  stray. 
But  stands  w^th  awful  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  of  day. 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair, 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd,  who  caused  his  care,) 
Unclosed  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd. 
While  those  of  all  her  slaves  in  sleep  were  seal'd. 
The  slavering  cudden,  propp'd  upon  his  staft^ 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh. 
To  welcome  her  awake,  nor  durst  begin 
To  speak,  but  wisely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  she : — What  make  you,  Cymon,  here  alone  ? 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  country  known. 
Because  descended  of  a  noble  race. 
And  for  a  soul  ill  sorted  with  his  face.) 
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But  still  the  sot  stood  silent  with  surprise, 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new-open'd  eyes, 
And  in  his  breast  received  the  envenomed  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleased  amid  the  smart. 
But  conscious  of  her  form,  with  quick  distrust 
She  saw  his  sparkling  eyes,  and  fear'd  his  brutal  lust. 
This  to  prevent,  she  waked  her  sleepy  crew, 
And  rising  hasty,  took  a  short  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  first  his  rustic  voice  essay'd. 
With  proffer'd  service  to  the  parting  maid 
To  see  her  safe ;  his  hand  she  long  denied, 
But  took  at  length,  ashamed  of  such  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there, 
No  more  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair, 
But  sought  his  father's  house,  with  better  mind, 
Refusing  in  the  farm  to  be  confined. 

The  father  wonder'd  at  the  son's  return. 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  mourn  ; 
But  doubtfully  received,  expecting  still 
To  learn  the  secret  causes  of  his  alter'd  wilL 
Nor  was  he  long  delay'd  :  the  first  request 
He  made,  was,  like  his  brothers  to  be  dress'd. 
And,  as  his  birth  required,  above  the  rest. 

With  ease  his  suit  was  granted  by  his  sire, 
Distinguishing  his  heir  by  rich  attire. 
His  body  thus  adorn'd,  he  next  design'd 
With  liberal  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind  : 
He  sought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord. 
And  studied  lessons  he  before  abhorr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advanced,  and  learn'd  so  fast> 
That  in  short  time  his  equals  he  surpassed  : 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breast  exiled. 
His  mien  he  fashion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  filed ; 
In  every  exercise  of  all  admired, 
He  seem'd,  nor  only  seem'd,  but  was  inspired : 
Inspired  by  love,  whoso  business  is  to  please ; 
He  rode,  he  fenced,  he  moved  with  graceful  ease. 
More  famed  for  sense,  for  courtly  carriage  more, 
Than  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

"VVliat  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  shaU  we  say. 
But  that  the  fire  which  choked  in  ashes  lay, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  soul  to  move. 
Was  upward  blown  below,  and  brush'd  away  by  love. 
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love  made  an  active  progress  through  his  mind, 

Tie  dusky  parts  he  cleared,  the  gross  refined, 

The  drowsy  waked ;  and,  as  he  went,  impress'd 

rthe  Maker^s  image  on  the  human  breast. 

Ihna  was  the  man  amended  by  desire, 

-And  though  he  loved  perhaps  with  too  much  fire, 

Bis  father  all  his  faults  with  reason  scanned, 

And  liked  an  error  of  the  better  hand  ; 

Reused  the  excess  of  passion  in  his  mind. 

By  flames  too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refined. 

So  CjTQon,  since  his  sire  indulged  his  will, 

Impetuous  loved,  and  would  be  Cymon  still ; 

Galesus  he  disown'd,  and  chose  to  bear 

The  name  of  fool  confirmed,  and  bishop'd  by  the  fiur. 

To  Cipseus  by  his  friends  his  suit  he  moved ; 
Cipseus  the  father  of  the  fair  he  loved : 
But  he  was  pre-engaged  by  former  ties, 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wise : 
And  Ipmgene,  obliged  by  former  vows. 
Had  given  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  spouse. 
Her  sire  and  she  to  Rhodian  Pasimond, 
Though  both  repenting,  were  l:)y  promise  bound, 
Nor  could  retract ;  and  thus,  as  fate  decreed. 
Though  better  loved,  he  spoke  too  late  to  speed. 

The  doom  was  past,  the  ship  already  sent 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent : 
Sgh'd  to  herself  the  fair  unhappy  maid, 
^Hiile  stormy  Cymon  thus  in  secret  said : 
The  time  is  come  for  Iphlgeno  to  find 
The  miracle  she  wrought  upon  my  mind  : 
5er  charms  have  made  me  man,  her  ravish'd  love 
fn  rank  shall  place  me  with  the  bless'd  above ; 
Por  mine  by  love,  by  force  she  shall  be  mine, 
>r  death,  if  force  should  fail,  shall  finish  my  design. 

Resolved  he  said  ;  and  rigg'd  with  speedy  care 
\.  vessel  strong,  and  well  equipped  for  war. 
Phe  secret  ship  with  chosen  friends  he  stored ; 
\iid  bent  to  die,  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
\mbu8h'd  he  lay  behind  the  Cyprian  shore, 
iVaiting  the  sail  that  all  his  wishes  bore  ; 
S'or  long  expected,  for  the  following  tide 
3ent  out  the  hostile  ship  and  beauteous  bride. 

To  Bhodes  the  rival  bark  directly  steerM, 
Whai  etymon  sudden  at  her  back  appeaY'd, 
S9 
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And  stopp'd  her  flight :  then  standing  on  his  prow 

In  haughty  terms  he  thus  defied  the  foe : — 

Or  strike  your  sails  at  summons,  or  prepare 

To  prove  the  last  extremities  of  war. 

Thus  warn'd,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  provide  ; 

Already  were  the  vessels  side  by  side, 

These  obstinate  to  save,  and  those  to  seize  the  bride. 

But  Cymon  soon  his  crooked  grapples  cast. 

Which  with  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embraced, 

And,  arm'd  with  sword  and  shield,  amid  the  press  he  passM 

Fierce  was  the  fight,  but  hastening  to  his  prey, 

By  force  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way : 

Himself  alone  dispersed  the  Rhodian  crew. 

The  weak  disdain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew  ; 

Cheap  conquest  for  his  following  friends  remained, 

He  reap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 

His  victory  confess'd,  the  foes  retreat. 
And  cast  their  weapons  at  the  victor's  feet. 
Whom  thus  he  cheer'd :  0  Rhodian  youth,  I  fought 
For  love  alone,  nor  other  booty  sought : 
Your  Hves  are  safe  ;  your  vessel  I  resign, 
Yours  be  your  own,  restoring  what  is  mine. 
In  Iphigeno  I  claim  my  rightful  due, 
Robb'd  by  my  rival,  and  detain'd  by  you  : 
Your  Pasimond  a  lawless  bargain  drove  ; 
The  parent  could  not  sell  the  daughter's  love  ; 
Or  if  he  could,  my  love  disdains  the  laws, 
And  hke  a  king  by  conquest  gains  his  cause  : 
Where  arms  take  place,  all  other  pleas  are  vain  ; 
Love  taught  me  force,  and  force  shall  love  maintain. 
You,  what  by  strength  you  could  not  keep,  release  ; 
•  And  at  an  easy  ransom  buy  your  peace. 

Fear  on  the  conquer'd  side  soon  sign'd  the  accord. 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  restored  : 
While  to  his  arms  the  blushing  bride  he  took, 
To  seeming  sadness  she  composed  her  look, 
As  if  by  force  subjected  to  his  will ; 
Though  pleased,  dissembling,  and  a  woman  stiU. 
And,  (for  she  wept,)  he  wiped  her  falling  tears, 
And  pray'd  her  to  dismiss  her  empty  fears  ; 
For  yours  I  am,  he  said,  and  have  deserved 
Your  love  much  better,  whom  so  long  I  served, 
Than  he  to  whom  your  formal  father  tied 
Your  vows  ;  and  sold  a.  ^\?^ng,  Tio\i  ^^\i\»  ^\«\d3. 
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Thus  while  he  spoke,  he  seized  the  willing  prey, 
As  Paris  bore  the  Spartan  spouse  away. 
Faintly  she  scream'd,  and  even  her  eyes  confessed 
She  rather  would  be  thought,  than  was,  distress'd. 

"Who  now  exults  but  Cymon  in  his  mind  ] 
Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind, 
Proud  01  the  present,  to  the  future  bhnd ! 
Secure  of  fate,  while  Cymon  ploughs  the  sea, 
And  steers  to  Candy  with  his  conquered  prey. 
Scarce  the  third  glass  of  measured  hours  was  run. 
When  like  a  fiery  meteor  sunk  the  sun  ; 
The  promise  of  a  storm  ;  the  shifting  gales 
Forsake,  by  fits,  and  fill,  the  flagging  sails : 
Hoarse  murmurs  of  the  main  from  far  were  heai*d 
And  night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepared. 
But  all  at  once  ;  at  once  the  winds  arise. 
The  thunders  roll,  the  forky  lightning  flies. 
In  vain  the  master  issues  out  commands, 
In  vain  the  trembling  sailors  ply  their  hands  : 
The  tempest  unforeseen  prevents  their  care. 
And  from  the  fii^st  they  labour  in  despair. 
The  giddy  ship  betwixt  the  winds  and  tides, 
Forced  back  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
Stunn'd  with  the  different  blows  ;  then  shoots  amain, 
Till  counterbuff*  d,  she  stops,  and  sleeps  again. 

Not  more  aghast  the  proud  archangel  fell. 
Plunged  from  the  height  of  heaven  to  deepest  hell, 
Than  stood  the  lover  of  his  love  possess  d. 
Now  cursed  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been  bless 'd ; 
More  anxious  for  her  danger,  than  his  own. 
Death  he  defies,  but  would  be  lost  alone. 

Sad  Iphigene  to  womanish  complaints 
■Adds  pious  prayers,  and  wearies  all  the  saints  ; 
Even,  if  she  could,  her  love  she  would  repent. 
But  since  she  cannot,  dreads  the  punishment : 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Pasimond  betray'd. 
Are  ever  present,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herself,  nor  blames  her  lover  less, 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increase  ; 
From  her  own  back  the  burden  would  remove, 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovern'd  love, 
AVhich  interposing  durst,  in  Heaven's  despite. 
Invade  and  violate  another's  right : 
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The  Powers  incensed,  a  wliile  deferr'd  his  pain, 
And  made  him  mastiu*  of  his  vows  in  vain : 
But  soon  they  punish'd  his  presumptuous  pride ; 
That  for  his  daring  entei-prise  she  died, 
Who  rather  not  resisted  than  complied. 

Then  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter'd  sense. 
She  huggd  the  offender,  and  forgave  the  offence ; 
Sex  to  the  last.    ^Meantime  with  sails  declined 
The  wandering  vessel  drove  before  the  wind  ; 
Toss'd  and  retoss'd,  aloft,  and  then  alow, 
Nor  port  they  seek,  nor  certain  course  they  know. 
But  every  moment  wait  the  coming  blow. 
Thus  bhndly  driven,  by  breaking  day  they  view'd 
The  land  before  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd ; 
The  land  was  welcome,  but  the  tempest  bore 
The  threaten'd  ship  against  a  rocky  shore. 
A  winding  bay  was  near ;  to  this  they  bent, 
And  just  escaped  ;  their  force  already  spent : 
Secure  from  storms,  and  panting  from  the  sea, 
The  land  unknown  at  leisure  they  survey ; 
And  saw  (but  soon  their  sickly  sight  withdrew) 
The  rising  towers  of  Rhodes  at  distant  view  ; 
And  cursed  the  hostile  shore  of  Pasimond, 
Saved  from  the  seas,  and  shipwreck'd  on  the  ground. 

The  frighted  sailors  tried  their  strength  in  vain, 
To  turn  the  stern,  and  tempt  the  stormy  main  ; 
.  But  the  stiff  wind  withstood  the  labouring  oar, 
And  forced  them  forward  on  the  fatal  shore ! 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  strand. 
And  the  ship  moor*d,  constrains  the  crew  to  land 
Yet  still  they  might  be  safe,  because  unknown ; 
But,  as  ill  fortune  seldom  comes  alone. 
The  vessel  they  dismissed  was  driven  before. 
Already  shelter'd  on  their  native  shore  ; 
Known  each,  they  know ;    but  each  with  change  of 

cheer ; 
The  vanquish'd  side  exults  ;  the  victors  fear 
Not  them  but  theirs,  made  prisoners  ere  they  fight, 
Despairing  conquest,  and  deprived  of  flight. 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms, 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  swarms  ; 
Mouths  without  hands  ;  maintained  at  vast  expense^ 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
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iout  once  a  month  tliey  marcli,  a  blustering  band, 

nd  ^ver,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand. 

his  was  the  mom,  when,  issuing  on  the  guard, 

rawn  up  in  rank  and  lilo  they  stood  prepared 

f  seeming  arms  to  make  a  short  essay, 

hen  hasten  to  be  drunk,  the  business  of  the  day. 

The  cowards  would  have  fled,  but  that  they  knew 
hemselves  so  many,  and  their  foes  so  few  ; 
ut,  crowding  on,  the  last  the  first  impel ; 
ill  overborne  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell, 
ymon  enslaved,  who  first  the  war  begim, 
jid  Iphigene  once  more  is  lost  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  cast, 
deprived  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  fast ; 
[is  hfe  was  ordy  spared  at  their  request, 
Hiom  taken  he  so  nobly  had  released : 
lut  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies*  care, 
lach  in  their  turn  address'd  to  treat  the  fair ; 
VhWe  Pasimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feast  prepare. 

Her  secret  soul  to  Cymon  was  inclined, 
tut  she  must  suffer  what  her  fates  assign'd ; 
o  passive  is  the  church  of  womankind  1 
Vhat  worse  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
loll'd  to  the  lowest  spoke  of  all  her  wheel  ? 
t  rested  to  dismiss  the  downward  Weight, 
)r  raise  him  upward  to  his  former  height ; 
^'he  latter  pleased  ;  and  love  (concerned  the  most) 
*repared  the  amends  for  what  by  love  he  lost. 

The  sire  of  Pasimond  had  left  a  son, 
Though  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known, 
)rmisda  call'd ;  to  whom  by  promise  tied, 
i  Rhodian  beauty  was  the  destined  bride ; 
yassandra  was  her  name ;  above  the  rest 
lenown'd  for  birth,  with  fortune  amply  bless'd. 
jysimachus,  who  ruled  the  Rhodian  state, 
ifos  then  by  choice  their  annual  magistrate : 
le  loved  Cassandra  too  with  equal  fire, 
3ut  fortune  had  not  favour'd  his  desire ; 
>oss'd  by  her  friends,  by  her  not  d^approved, 
S^or  yet  preferr'd,  or  hke  Ormisda  loved  : 
5o  stood  the  affair :  some  little  hope  remained. 
That  should  his  rival  chance  to  lose,  he  gain'd. 

Meantime  young  Pasimond  his  marriage  press'd, 
Ordain'd  the  nuptial  day,  prepared  tide  ie^-sX,  *. 
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And  frugallv  resolved  (the  charge  to  shun, 
Which  would  be  double  should  he  wed  alone) 
To  join  his  brother's  bridal  with  his  own. 

Lysimachus,  oppressed  with  mortal  grief, 
Received  the  news,  and  studied  quick  rehef. 
The  fatal  day  approach'd  ;  if  force  were  used, 
The  magistrate  his  pubhc  trust  abused ; 
To  justice  liable,  as  law  required  ; 
For  when  his  office  ceased,  his  power  expired : 
While  power  remained,  the  means  were  in  his  hand 
By  force  to  seize,  and  then  forsake  the  land. 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  how  to  move, 
A  slave  to  fame,  but  more  a  slave  to  love : 
Restraining  others,  yet  himself  not  free. 
Made  impotent  by  power,  debased  by  dignity. 
Both  sides  he  weighed :  but  after  much  debate, 
The  man  prevail'd  above  the  magistrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  master  what  he  finds. 
But  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds. 
The  fool  enhghtens,  and  the  wise  he  bhnds. 
This  youth  proposing  to  possess  and  'scape. 
Began  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape : 
Unpraised  by  me,  though  Heaven  sometimes  may  bless 
An  impious  act  with  undeserved  success : 
The  great,  it  seems,  are  privileged  alone 
To  pimish  all  injustice  but  their  own. 
But  here  I  stop,  not  daring  to  proceed, 
Yet  blush  to  natter  an  unrighteous  deed : 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Resolved  on  force,  his  wit  the  praetor  bent. 
To  find  the  means  that  might  secure  the  event ; 
Nor  long  he  labour*  d,  for  his  lucky  thought 
In  captive  Cymon  found  the  friend  he  sought. 
The  example  pleased :  the  cause  and  crime  the  same  ; 
An  injured  lover,  and  a  ravish'd  dame. 
How  much  he  durst  he  knew  by  what  he  dared, 
The  less  he  had  to  lose,  the  less  he  cared 
To  manage  loathsome  life,  when  love  was  the  reward. 

This  ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent. 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  prisoner  sent ; 
In  secret  sent  the  public  view  to  shun. 
Then  with  a  sober  smile  he  thus  begun  : 
The  Powers  above,  who  bounteouslv  bestow 
Their  gifts  and  graces  on  mankind  below, 
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Yet  prove  our  merit  first ;  nor  blindly  give 
To  such  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive  : 
IFor  valour  and  for  virtue  they  provide 
Their  due  reward,  but  first  they  must  be  tried. 
These  fruitful  seeds  within  your  mind  they  sow*d, 
Twas  yours  to  improve  the  talent  they  bestow'd : 
They  gave  you  to  be  bom  of  noble  kind, 
They  gave  you  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind, 
And  purge  the  grosser  parts  :  they  gave  you  car© 
To  please,  knd  courage  to  deserve  the  fair. 

ITius  far  they  tried  you,  and  by  proof  they  fotmd 
The  grain  entrusted  in  a  grateful  ground  : 
But  still  the  great  experiment  remain'd. 
They  suffer'd  you  to  lose  the  prize  you  gain'd  ; 
That  you  might  learn  the  gift  was  theirs  alone  : 
And  when  restored,  to  them  the  blessing  own. 
Restored  it  soon  will  be ;  the  means  prepared. 
The  difficulty  smoothed,  the  danger  shared  : 
Be  but  yourself,  the  care  to  me  resign, 
Then  Iphigene  is  yours,  Cassandra  mine. 
Your  rival  Pasimond  pursues  your  life. 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravished  wifd. 
But  yet  not  his  ;  to-morrow  is  behind, 
And  Love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  has  join'd : 
Two  brothers  are  our  foes  ;  Ormisda  mine, 
As  much  declared,  as  Pasimond  is  thine : 
To-morrow  must  their  common  vows  be  tied ; 
With  love  to  friend,  and  foi-tune  for  our  guide. 
Let  both  resolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a  bride. 

Eight  I  have  none,  nor  hast  thou  much  to  plead ; 
Tis  force,  when  done,  must  justify  the  deed : 
Our  task  performed,  we  next  prepare  for  flight ; 
And  let  the  losers  talk  in  vain  of  right : 
We  with  the  fair  will  sail  before  the  wind. 
If  they  are  grieved,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  resolves  ;  if  now  thy  courage  droop, 
Despair  in  prison,  and  abandon  hope ; 
But  if  thou  dar'st  in  arms  thy  love  regain, 
(For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain) 
Then  second  my  design  to  seize  the  prey : 
Or  lead  to  second  rape,  for  well   thou  know'st  the 
way. 

Said  Cymon  overjoy'd.  Do  thou  propose 
The  means  to  fight,  and  only  show  the  foes ; 
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For  from  the  first,  when  love  had  fired  my  mind, 
Kesolved  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind. 

To  this  the  bold  Lysimachus  rephed, 
Let  Heaven  be  neuter,  and  the  sword  decide ; 
The  spousals  are  prepared,  already  play 
The  minstrels,  and  provoke  the  tardy  day: 
By  this,  the  brides  are  waked,  their  grooms  are  dress'd 
All  Rhodes  is  summon'd  to  the  nuptial  feast, 
All  but  myself,  the  sole  unbidden  guest. 
Unbidden  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there, 
And,  join'd  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fair. 

Now  hear  the  rest ;  when  day  resigns  the  light, 
And  cheerful  torches  gild  the  jolly  night. 
Be  ready  at  my  call ;  my  chosen  few 
With  arms  administered  shall  aid  thy  crew. 
Then  entering  unexpected  will  we  seize 
Our  destin'd  prey,  from  men  dissolved  in  ease, 
By  wine  disabled,  unprepared  for  fight ; 
And  hastening  to  the  seas,  suborn  our  flight : 
The  seas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort, 
A  ship  well  mann'd  expects  us  in  the  port : 
If  they,  or  if  their  friends,  the  prize  contest, 
Death  shall  attend  the  man  who  dares  resist. 

It  pleased  !  the  prisoner  to  his  hold  retired, 
His  troop  with  equal  emulation  fired, 
All  fix'd  to  fight,  and  all  their  wonted  work  required. 

The  sun  arose ;  the  streets  were  throng'd  around, 
The  palace  open'd,  and  the  posts  were  crown'd : 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  door  attends 
The  expected  spouse,  and  entertains  the  friends. 
They  meet,  they  lead  to  church ;  the  priests  invoke 
The  Powers,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant  smoke. 
This  done,  they  feast ;  and  at  the  close  of  night 
By  kindled  torches  vary  their  dehght. 
These  lead  the  lively  dance,  and  those  the  brimming  bowla 
invite. 

Now,  at  the  appointed  place  and  hour  assign'd. 
With  soids  resolved  the  ravishers  were  join'd. 
Three  bands  are  form'd  :  the  first  is  sent  before 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  shore ; 
The  second  at  the  palace-gate  is  placed. 
And  up  the  lofty  stairs  ascend  the  last : 
A  peaceful  troop  they  seem  with  shining  vests. 
But  coats  of  mail  beneath  secure  their  breasts. 
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XDauntless  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head, 
-And  find  the  feast  renew'd,  the  table  spread : 
Sweet  voices,  mix'd  with  instrumental  sounds, 
-Ascend  the  vaulted  roof,  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds : 
AVhen,  like  the  harpies,  rushing  through  the  hall 
The  sudden  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall, 
Their  smoking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown  ; 
Each  ravisher  prepares  to  seize  his  own  : 
The  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace. 
Shriek  out  for  aid,  confusion  fiils  the  place : 
<ijuick  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Advance,  the  palace  gleams  with  shining  swords. 

But  late  is  all  defence,  and  succour  vain ; 
The  rape  is  made,  the  ravishers  remain  : 
Two  sturdy  slaves  were  only  sent  before. 
To  bear  the  purchased  prize  in  safety  to  the  shore. 
The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  close  the  rear, 
With  forward  faces  not  confessing  fear  : 
Backward  they  move,  but  scorn  their  pace  to  mend ; 
Then  seek  the  stairs,  and  with  slow  haste  descend. 

Fierce  Pasimond,  their  passage  to  prevent, 
Thrust  full  on  Cymon's  back  in  his  descent ; 
The  blade  retum'd  unbathed,  and  to  the  handle  bent : 
Stout  Cymon  soon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  descending  blow : 
And  as  'ihe  next  in  rank  Ormisda  stood, 
He  tum'd  the  point ;  the  sword,  inured  to  blood, 
Bored  his  unguarded  breast,  which  pour'd  a  purple  flocd. 

With^vow'd  revenge  the  gathering  crowd  pursues, 
The  ravishers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews  ; 
The  hall  is  heap'd  with  corpse  ;  the  sprinkled  gore 
Besmears  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Dispersed  at  length  the  drunken  squadron  flies, 
The  victors  to  their  vessel  bear  the  prize, 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  lamentable  cries. 

The  crew  with  merry  shouts  their  anchors  weigh, 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brush  the  buxom  sea ; 
While  troops  of  gather'd  Rhodians  crowd  the  quay. 
What  should  the  people  do  when  left  alone  ? 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
The  public  wealtU  to  foreign  parts  convey'd  ; 
Some  troops  disbanded,  and  the  rest  unpaid. 
Bhodes  the  sovereign  of  the  seas  no  more ; 
Their  ships  nnrigg'd,  and  spent  their  nav^l  a^ox^'. 
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They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  pursue, 
But  grind  their  teeth,  and  cast  a  helpless  view : 
In  vain  with  darts  a  distant  war  they  try ; 
Short,  and  more  short,  the  missive  weapons  fly. 
Meanwhile  the  ravishers  their  crimes  enjoy, 
4jid  flying  sails  and  sweeping  oars  employ ; 
The  chffs  of  Rhodes  in  httle  space  are  lost, 
Jove's  isle  they  seek,  nor  Jove  denies  his  coast. 

In  safety  landed  on  the  Candian  shore, 
With  generous  wines  their  spirits  they  restore : 
There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  resides ; 
Both  court,  and  wed,  at  once  the  willing  brides. 
A  war  ensues,  the  Cretans  own  their  cause. 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hospitable  law?  : 
Both  parties  lose  by  turns ;  and  neither  wins, 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins. 
The  Kindred  of  the  slain  forgive  the  deed, 
But  a  short  exile  must  for  show  precede ; 
The  term  expired,  from  Candia  tney  remova, 
And  happy  each,  at  home,  enjoys  his  love. 
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PKOLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES 

TO  "  THE  RIVAL  LADIES.'' 

3  much  desired,  you  judges  of  the  town 
)uld  pass  a  vote  to  put  all  prologues  down ; 
r  who  can  show  me,  since  they  first  were  writ, 
By  e'er  converted  one  hard-hearted  wit  ? 
b  the  world's  mended  well ;  in  former  days 
3d  prologues  were  as  scarce  as  now  good  plays. 

•  the  reforming  poets  of  our  age, 

this  first  charge,  spend  their  poetic  rage  : 

)ect  no  more  when  once  the  prologue's  done ; 

)  wit  is  ended  ere  the  play 's  Tbegun. 

1  now  have  habits,  dances,  scenes,  and  rhymes  ; 

;h  language  often  ;  ay,  and  sense,  sometimes. 

for  a  clear  contrivance,  doubt  it  not ; 

jy  blow  out  candles  to  give  light  to  th'  plot. 

i  for  surprise,  two  bloody-minded  men 

ht  till  they  die,  then  rise  and  dance  again. 

•h  deep  intrigues  you're  welcome  to  this  day  : 

i  blame  yourselves,  not  him  who  writ  the  play  ; 

)ugh  his  plot 's  dull,  as  can  be  well  desired, 

b  stiff  as  any  you  have  o'er  admired  : 

's  bound  to  please,  not  to  write  well ;  and  knows, 

jre  is  a  mode  in  plays  as  well  as  clothes  ; 

jrefore,  kind  judges 

A  SECOND  PROLOGUE  ENTERS.      # 

!.  Hold  ;  would  you  admit 

•  judges  all  you  see  within  the  pit  ? 

.  "Whom  would  he  then  except,  or  on  what  score  ? 
I.  All  who  (like  him)  have  writ  ill  plays  before  ; 
'  they,  like  thieves  condemn'd,  are  hangmen  made, 
execute  the  members  of  their  trade, 
that  arfc  writing  now  he  would  disown, 
t  then  he  must  except — even  all  the  town  ; 
choleric,  losing  gamesters,  who,  in  spite, 
U  damn  to-day,  because  they  lost  last  mg\i^  \ 
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All  servants,  whom  their  mistress'  scorn  upbraids ; 
All  maudlin  lovers,  and  all  slighted  maids  ; 
All,  who  are  out  of  humour,  or  severe  ; 
All,  that  want  wit,  or  hope  to  find  it  here. 


TO  "  THE  INDIAN  QUEEN." 

At  the  music  plays  a  soft  air,  the  curtain  rises  slowly,  and  discovers  ai 
Indian  boy  and  girl  sleeping  under  two  plantain-treee  ;  and,  when  Ae 
curtain  is  almost  up,  the  music  turns  into  a  tune  expressing  an  alarm, 
at  which  the  boy  awakes,  and  speaks : 

BOY. 

Wake,  wake,  Quevira !  our  soft  rest  must  cease, 
And  fly  together  with  our  country's  peace  ! 
No  more  must  we  sleep  under  plantain  shade, 
Which  neither  heat  could  pierce,  nor  cold  invade  ; 
Where  bounteous  nature  never  feels  decay. 
And  opening  buds  drive  faHing  fruits  away. 

QUEVIRA. 

Why  should  men  quaiTel  here,  v/here  all  possess 
As  much  as  they  can  hope  for  by  success  ? — 
None  can  have  most,  where  nature  is  so  kind, 
As  to  exceed  man's  use,  though  not  his  mind. 

BOY. 

By  ancient  prophecies  we  have  been  told, 

Our  world  shall  be  subdued  by  one  more  old  ; — 

And,  see,  that  world  already 's  hither  come. 

QUEVIRA. 

If  these  be  they,  we  welcome  then  our  doom  ! 
Their  l©oks  are  such,  that  mercy  flows  from  thenoe^ 
More  gentle  than  our  native  innocence. 

BOY. 

Why  should  we  then  fear  these,  our  enemies, 
That  rather  seem  to  us  hke  deities  ? 

QUEVIRA. 

Bv  their  protection,  let  us  beg  to  hve  ; 
They  came  not  here  to  conquer,  but  forgive. — 
If  so,  your  goodness  may  your  power  express^ 
Aud  we  shall  judge  both  best  by  our  success. 
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TO  «  SIR  JMARTIN  .MARR-ALL." 

IFooifl,  which  each  man  meets  in  his  dish  each  day, 

Are  yet  the  great  regalios  of  a  play  ; 

In  which  to  poets  you  but  just  appear, 

To  prize  that  highest,  which  cost  them  so  dear : 

Fops  in  the  town  more  easily  will  pass ; 

One  story  makes  a  statutable  ass : 

But  such  in  plays  must  be  much  thicker  sown, 

Like  yolks  of  eggs,  a  dozen  beat  to  one. 

Observing  poets  all  their  walks  invade. 

As  men  watch  woodcocks  gliding  through  a  glade : 

And  when  they  have  enough  for  comedy. 

They  stow  their  several  bodies  in  a  pie : 

The  poet 's  but  the  cook  to  fashion  it, 

For  gallants,  you  yourselves  have  found  the  wit. 

To  bid  you  welcome,  would  your  bounty  wrong  ; 

None  welcome  those  who  bring  their  cheer  along. 


TO  "  THE  TEJVIPEST." 

As  when  a  tree's  cut  down,  the  secret  root 
Lives  under  ground,  and  thence  new  branches  shoot ; 
So  from  old  Shakspeare's  hononr'd  dust,  this  day 
Springs  up  and  buds  a  new-reviving  play : 
Shakspeare,  who  (taught  by  none)  did  first  impart 
To  Fletcher  wit — ^to  labouring  Jonson  art. 
He,  monarch-like,  gave  those,  his  subjects,  law  ; 
And  is  that  nature  which  they  paint  and  draw. 
Fletcher  reach'd  that  which  on  his  heights  did  grow, 
While  Jonson 'crept,  and  gather'd  all  below. 
This  did  his  love,  and  this  his  mirth,  digest : 
One  imitates  him  most,  the  other  best. 
If  they  have  since  outwrit  aU  other  men, 
Tis  with  the  drops  which  fell  from  Shakspeare's  pen. 
The  storm,  which  vanish'd  on  the  neighbouring  siiore, 
"Was  taught  by  Shakspeare's  Tempest  first  to  roar. 
That  innocence  and  beauty,  which  did  smile 
In  Fletcher,  grew  on  this  enchanted  isle. 
But  Shakspeare's  magic  could  not  copied  be  ; 
Within  that  circle  none  durst  walk  but  \ift. 
40 
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I  must  confess  'twas  bold,  nor  would  you  now 

That  liberty  to  vulgar  wits  allow, 

Wliicli  works  by  magic  supernatural  things : 

But  Shakspeare's  power  is  sacred  as  a  king's. 

Those  legends  from  old  priesthood  were  received,  • 

And  he  then  writ  as  people  then  beheved. 

But  if  for  Shakspeare  we  your  grace  implore, 

We  for  our  theatre  shall  want  it  more : 

T^ho,  by  our  dearth  of  youths,  are  forced  to  employ 

One  of  our  women  to  present  a  boy ; 

And  that's  a  transformation,  you  will  say, 

Exceeding  all  the  magic  in  the  play. 

Let  none  expect,  in  the  last  act,  to  find 

Her  sex  transform'd  from  man  to  woman-kind. 

"VVhate'er  she  was  before  the  play  began, 

All  you  shall  see  of  her  is  perfect  man. 

Or,  if  your  fancy  will  be  farther  led 

To  find  her  woman — it  must  be  a-bed.. 


TO  «  TYRANNIC  LOVE." 

Self-love,  which,  never  rightly  understood,' 
Makes  poets  still  conclude  their  plays  are  good, 
And  malice,  in  all  critics,  reigns  so  high, 
That  for  small  errors,  they  whole  plays  decry; 
So  that  to  see  this  fondness,  and  that  spite, 
You'd  think  that  none  but  madmen  judge  or  write. 
Therefore  our  poet,  as  he  thinks  not  fit 
To  impose  upon  you  what  he  writes  for  wit ; 
So  hopes,  that,  leaving  you  your  censures  free, 
You  equal  judges  of  the  whole  wiU  be : 
They  judge  but  half,  who  only  faults  will  see. 
Poets,  like  lovers,  should  be  bold  and  dare. 
They  spoil  their  business  with  an  over-care  ; 
And  he,  who  servilely  creeps  after  sense. 
Is  safe,  but  ne'er  will  reach  an  excellence. 
Hence  'tis,  our  poet,  in  his  conjuring, 

^Allow'd  his  fancy  the  full  scope  and  swing. 

^^|t  when  a  tyrant  for  his  theme  he  had, 
■loosed  tho  reins,  aivd  bid  his 
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A^nd  though  he  stumbles  in  a  full  cjareer, 

V"et  rashness  is  a  better  fault  than  fear. 

He  saw  his  way  ;  but  in  so  swift  a  pace, 

1*0  choose  the  ground  might  be  to  lose  the  race. 

iTiey  then,  who  of  each  trip  the  advantage  take, 

^ind  but  those  faults,  which  they  want  wit  to  make. 


SPOKEN  THE  FIEST  DAY  OF  THE  KING'S  HOUSE 
ACTING.  AFTER  THE  FIRE. 

So  shipwrecked  passengers  escape  to  land. 

So  look  they,  when  on  the  bare  beach  they  stand 

Dropping  and  cold,  and  their  first  fear  scarce  o'er, 

^Expecting  famine  on  a  desert  shore. 

From  that  hard  climate  we  must  wait  for  bread, 

Whence  e'en  the  natives,  forced  by  hunger,  fled. 

Our  stage  does  human  chance  present  to  view. 

But  ne'er  before  was  seen  so  sadly  true : 

You  are  changed  too,  and  your  pretence  to  see 

Is  but  a  nobler  name  for  charity. 

Your  own  provisions  furnish  out  our  feasts. 

While  you  the  founders  make  yourselves  the  guesta 

Of  all  mankind  beside  fate  had  some  care. 

But  for  poor  Wit  no  portion  did  prepare, 

'Tis  left  a  rent-charge  to  the  brave  and  fair. 

You  cherish'd  it,  and  now  its  fall  you  mourn, 

Which  blind  unmanner'd  zealots  make  their  scorn, 

Who  think  that  fire  a  judgment  on  the  stage. 

Which  spared  not  temples  in  its  furious  rage. 

But  as  our  new-built  city  rises  higher. 

So  from  old  theatres  may  new  aspire. 

Since  fate  contrives  magnificence  by  fire. 

Our  great  metropoHs  does  far  surpass 

Whate'er  is  now,  and  equals  all  that  was  : 

Our  wit  as  far  does  foreign  wit  excel, 

And,  like  a  king,  should  in  a  palace  dwelL 

But  we  with  golden  hopes  are  vainly  fed. 

Talk  high,  and  entertain  you  in  a  shed  : 

Your  presence  here,  for  which  we  humbly  sue, 

Will  grace  old  theatres,  and  build  up  new. 
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TO  "AMBOYNA," 

As  needy  gallants  in  the  scriveners'  hands, 

Court  the  rich  knave  that  gripes  their  mortgaged  lands, 

The  first  fat  buck  of  all  the  season  s  sent, 

And  keeper  takes  no  fee  in  compliment : 

The  dotage  of  some  Englishmen  is  such, 

To  fawn  on  those  who  ruin  them — ^the  Dutch. 

They  shall  have  all,  rather  than  make  a  war 

With  those  who  of  the  same  religion  are. 

The  Straits,  the  Guinea  trade,  the  herrings  too, 

Nay,  to  keep  friendship,  they  shall  pickle  you. 

Some  are  resolved  not  to  find  out  the  cheat, 

But,  cuckold-hke,  love  him  who  does  the  feat : 

Wliat  injuries  soe'er  upon  us  fall. 

Yet,  still,  the  same  religion  answers  all : 

Religion  wheedled  you  to  civil  war, 

Drew  EngUsh  blood,  and  Dutchmen's  now  would  spare ; 

Be  gull'd  no  longer,  for  you'll  find  it  true. 

They  have  no  more  religion,  faith — ^than  you  ; 

Interest's  the  god  they  worship  in  their  state; 

And  you,  I  take  it,  have  not  much  of  that. 

Well,  monarchies  may  own  religion's  name, 

But  states  are  atheists  in  their  very  frame. 

They  share  a  sin,  and  such  proportions  faU, 

That,  hke  a  stink,  'tis  nothing  to  them  all. 

How  they  love  England,  you  shall  see  this  day ; 

No  map  shows  Holland  truer  than  our  play : 

Their  pictures  and  inscriptions  well  we  know ; 

We  may  be  bold  one  medal  sure  to  show. 

View  then  their  falsehoods,  rapine,  cruelty  ; 

And  think  what  once  they  were,  they  still  would  be : 

But  hope  not  either  language,  plot,  or  art ; 

'Twas  writ  in  haste,  but  with  an  Enghsh  heart : 

And  least  hope  wit ;  in  Dutchmen  that  would  be 

As  much  improper,  as  would  honesty. 
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SPOKEN  AT  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  NEW  HOTTSE, 

MARCH  26,  1674. 

A  PLAIN  built  house,  after  so  long  a  stay, 

Will  send  you  half  unsatisfied  away ; 

When,  fall'n  from  your  expected  pomp,  you  find 

A  bare  convenience  only  is  design'd. 

You,  who  each  day  can  theatres  behold, 

Like  Nero's  palace,  shining  all  with  gold. 

Our  mean  ungilded  stage  will  scorn,  we  fear. 

And,  for  the  homely  room,  disdain  the  cheer. 

Yet  now  cheap  druggets  to  a  mode  are  grown, 

And  a  plain  suit,  since  we  can  make  but  one. 

Is  better  than  to  be  by  tarnish'd  gaudry  known. 

They,  who  are  by  your  favours  wealthy  made, 

With  mighty  sums  may  carry  on  the  trade  : 

We,  broken  bankers,  half  destroy'd  by  fire. 

With  our  small  stock  to  humble  roofs  retire : 

Pity  our  loss,  while  you  their  pomp  admire. 

For  fame  and  honour  we  no  longer  strive, 

We  yield  in  both,  and  only  beg  to  live  : 

Unable  to  support  their  vast  expense. 

Who  build  and  treat  with  such  magnificence ; 

That,  like  the  ambitious  monarchs  of  the  age, 

They  give  the  law  to  our  provincial  stage. 

Great  neighbours  enviously  promote  excess. 

While  they  impose  their  splendour  on  the  less. 

But  only  fools,  and  they  of  vast  estate, 

The  extremity  of  modes  will  imitate, 

The  dangling  knee-fringe,  and  the  bib-cravat. 

Yet  if  some  pride  with  want  may  be  allow'd. 

We  in  our  plainness  may  be  justly  proud  : 

Our  royal  master  will'd  it  should  be  so  ; 

Whatever  he 's  pleased  to  own,  can  need  no  show : 

That  sacred  name  gives  ornament  and  grace, 

And,  hke  his  stamp,  makes  basest  metals  pass. 

'Twere  folly  now  a  stately  pile  to  raise. 

To  build  a  playhouse  while  you  throw  down  plays, 

While  scenes,  machines,  and  empty  operas  reign. 

And  for  the  pencil  you  the  pen  disdain : 

While  troops  of  famish'd  Frenchmen  hither  drive, 

And  laugh  at  those  upon  whose  alms  they  lw*i% 
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Old  English  authors  vanish  and  give  place 
To  these  new  conquerors  of  the  Norman  race. 
More  tamely  than  your  fathers  you  submit ; 
You're  now  grown  vassals  to  them  in  your  wit. 
Mark,  when  they  play,  how  our  fine  fops  advance 
The  mighty  merits  of  their  men  of  France, 
Keep  time,  cry  Bon  !  and  himiour  the  cadence. 
Well,  please  yourselves ;  but  sure  'tis  miderstood, 
That  French  machines  have  ne'er  done  England  good. 
I  would  not  prophesy  our  house's  fiate  : 
But  while  vain  shows  and  scenes  you  over-rate, 

'Tis  to  be  feared 

That  as  a  fire  the  former  ^puse  o'erthrew, 
Machines  and  tempests  will  destroy  the  new. 


TO  TIIE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD,  1674. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  HART. 

Poets,  your  subjects,  have  their  parts  assign'd 

To  unbend,  and  to  divert  their  sovereign's  mind : 

When  tired  with  following  nature,  you  think  fit 

To  seek  repose  in  the  cool  shades  of  wit. 

And,  from  the  sweet  retreat,  with  joy  survey 

What  rests,  and  what  is  conquer' d,  of  the  way. 

Here,  free  yourselves  from  envy,  care,  and  strife, 

Y^ou  view  the  various  turns  of  human  life : 

Safe  in  our  scene,  through  dangerous  courts  you  go, 

And,  undebauch'd,  the  vice  of  cities  know. 

Your  theories  are  here  to  practice  brought. 

As  in  mechanic  operations  wrought ; 

And  man,  the  httle  world,  before  you  set. 

As  once  the  sphere  of  crystal  show'd  the  great. 

Blest  sure  are  you  above  all  mortal  kind. 

If  to  your  fortunes  you  can  suit  your  mind : 

Content  to  see,  and  shun,  those  ills  we  show, 

And  crimes  on  theatres  alone  to  know. 

^Vith  joy  we  bring  what  our  dead  authors  "^rit, 

And  beg  fi:om  you  the  value  of  their  wit : 

That  Shakspeare's,  Fletcher's,  and  great  Jonson's  claim 

May  be  renew'd  from  those  who  gave  them  fame. 

None  of  our  living  poets  dare  appear ; 

Fov  muses  so  severe  are  \?oT^vg^*^\vst^^ 
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conscious  of  their  faults,  they  shun  the  eye^ 

us  profane,  from  sacred  places  fly, 

r  tnan  see  the  offended  God,  and  die. 

ins  no  imperfections,  but  our  own ; 

faints  as  made  are  by  the  makers  shown : 

ou  have  been  so  kind,  that  we  may  boast, 

reatest  judges  still  can  pardon  most. 

may  stoop,  when  they  would  please  our  pit> 

ed  even  to  the  level  of  their  wit ; 

ining  that,  which  yet  they  know  will  take, 

g  themselves  what  their  applause  must  make. 

'hen  to  praise  from  you  they  would  aspire, 

;h  they  like  eagles  mount,  your  Jove  is  higher, 

'  your  knowledge  all  their  power  transcends, 

lat  should  be  beyond  what  is  extends. 


TO  "CIRCE." 
[by  dr.  davenant,  1675.] 

:  you  but  half  so  wise  as  you  're  severe, 
outhful  poet  should  not  need  to  fear : 
s  green  years  your  censures  you  would  suit, 
)last  the  blossom,  but  expect  the  fruit. 
ex,  that  best  does  pleasure  understand, 
ilways  choose  to  err  on  t'  other  hand, 
check  him  not  that 's  awkward  in  deUght, 
lap  the  young  rogue's  cheek,  and  set  him  right, 
hearten'd  well,  and  flesh'd  upon  his  prey, 
'outh  may  prove  a  man  anotner  day. 
Ben  and  Fletcher,  in  their  first  yoimg  flight, 
o  Volpone,  nor  no  Arbaces  write ; 
opp'd  about,  and  short  excursions  made 
bough  to  bough,  as  if  they  were  afraid, 
jach  was  guilty  of  some  Shghted  Maid, 
peare's  own  Muse  her  Pericles  first  bore ; 
■tince  of  Tyre  was  elder  than  the  Moor : 
liracle  to  see  a  first  good  play ; 
iwthoms  do  not  bloom  on  Christmas-day. 
ider  poet  must  have  time  to  grow, 
ipread  and  hiimifih  as  his  brothers  do. 
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Who  still  looks  lean,  sure  with  some  mark  is  cursed ; 
But  no  man  can  be  Falstaff-fat  at  first. 
Then  damn  not,  but  indulge  his  rude  essays, 
Encourage  him,  and  bloat  him  up  with  praise, 
That  he  may  get  more  bulk  before  he  dies  ; 
He 's  not  yet  fed  enough  for  sacrifice. 
Perhaps,  if  now  your  grace  you  will  not  grudge, 
He  may  grow  up  to  write,  and  you  to  judge. 


TO  «  AUKENGEZEBK" 

Our  author,  by  experience,  finds  it  true, 
'Tis  much  more  hard  to  please  himself  than  you ; 
And  out  of  no  feign'd  modesty,  this  day 
Damns  his  laborious  trifle  of  a  play : 
Not  that  it 's  worse  than  what  before  ho  writ ; 
But  he  has  now  another  taste  of  wit ; 
And,  to  confess  a  truth,  though  out  of  time, 
Grows  weary  of  his  long-loved  mistress,  Rhyme. 
Passion 's  too  fierce  to  be  in  fetters  bound, 
And  nature  flies  him  like  enchanted  ground : 
What  verse  can  do,  he  has  perform'd  in  thi% 
Which  he  presumes  the  most  correct  of  his ; 
But  spite  of  all  his  pride,  a  secret  shame 
Invades  his  breast  at  Shakspeare's  sacred  name : 
Awed  when  he  hears  his  goa-Uke  Eomans  rage^ 
He,  in  a  just  despair,  would  quit  the  stage ; 
And  to  an  age  less  poHsh'd,  more  unskill'd. 
Does,  with  disdain,  the  foremost  honours  yield. 
As  with  the  greater  dead  he  dares  not  strive. 
He  would  not  match  his  verse  with  those  who  live : 
Let  him  retire,  betwixt  two  ages  cast, 
The  first  of  this,  and  hindmost  of  the  last. 
A  losing  gamester,  let  him  sneak  away ; 
He  bears  no  ready  money  from  the  play. 
The  fate,  which  governs  poets,  thought  it  fit 
He  should  not  raise  his  fortunes  by  his  wit. 
The  clergy  thrive,  and  the  litigious  bar  ; 
Dull  heroes  fatten  with  the  spoils,  of  war ; 
All  southern  vices,  Heaven  be  praised,  are  here ; 
But  wit 's  a  luxury  you  think  too  dear,  / 
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hen  you  to  cultivate  the  plant  are  loth, 
is  a  shrewd  sign  'twas  never  of  vour  ffrowth ; 
id  wit  in  northern  climates  will  not  blow, 
icept,  like  orange-trees,  'tis  housed  from  snow, 
lere  needs  no  care  to  put  a  playhouse  down, 
is  the  most  desert  place  of  all  the  town : 
e  and  our  neighbours,  to  speak  proudly,  are, 
ke  monarchs,  ruin'd  with  expensive  war ; 
hile,  like  wise  Enghsh,  unconcern'd  you  sit, 
ad  see  us  play  the  tragedy  of  wit. 


TO  "  LIMBERHMI." 

lUE  wit  has  seen  its  best  days  long  ago  ; 

ne'er  look'd  up,  since  we  were  dipp'd  in  show  ; 

hen  sense  in  doggrel  rhymes  and  clouds  was  lost, 

id  dulness  flourish'd  at  the  actor's  cost. 

DF  stopp'd  it  here  ;  when  tragedy  was  done, 

tire  and  humour  the  same  fate  have  run, 

id  comedy  is  sunk  to  trick  and  pirn. 

>w  our  machining  lumber  will  not  sell, 

id  you  no  longer  care  for  heaven  or  hell ; 

hat  stuff  can  please  you  next,  the  Lord  can  telL 

jt  them,  who  the  rebellion  first  began 

)  wit,  restore  the  monarch,  if  they  can  ; 

ir  author  dares  not  be  the  first  bold  man. 

3,  like  the  prudent  citizen,  takes  care 

>  keep  for  better  marts  his  staple  ware  ; 

is  toys  are  good  enough  for  Stourbridge  fair. 
icks  were  the  fashion  ;  if  it  now  be  spent, 
is  time  enough  at  Easter  to  invent ; 

>  man  will  make  up  a  new  suit  for  Lent. 
now  and  then  he  takes  a  small  pretence, 

>  'forage  for  a  little  wit  and  sense, 

ay  pardon  him,  he  meant  you  no  offence. 
5xt  summer,  Nostradamus  tells,  they  say, 
lat  all  the  critics  shall  be  shipp'd  away, 
id  not  enow  be  left  to  damn  a  play. 

>  every  sail  beside,  good  Heaven,  be  kind  ; 

it  drive  away  that  swarm  with  such  a  wind,', 
Lat  not  one  locust  may  be  left  behind  I 
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TO  "  OEDIPUS." 

When  Athens  all  the  Grecian  state  did  guide, 

And  Greece  gave  laws  to  all  the  world  beside ; 

Then  Sophocles  with  Socrates  did  sit, 

Supreme  in  wisdom  one,  and  one  in  wit : 

And  wit  from  wisdom  dififer'd  not  in  those. 

But,  as  'twas  sung  in  verse,  or  said  in  prose. 

Then,  (Edipus,  on  crowded  theatres, 

Drew  all  admiring  eyes  and  listening  ears : 

The  pleased  spectator  shouted  every  line, 

The  noblest,  manliest,  and  the  best  design  ! 

And  every  critic  of  each  learned  age, 

By  this  just  model  has  reformed  tne  stage. 

Now,  should  it  fail,  (as  Heaven  avert  our  fear) 

Damn  it  in  silence,  lest  the  world  should  hear. 

For  were  it  known  this  poem  did  not  please. 

You  might  set  up  for  perfect  savages  : 

Your  neighbours  would  not  look  on  you  as  men. 

But  think  the  nation  all  tum'd  Picts  again. 

Faith,  as  you  manage  matters,  'tis  not  fit 

You  should  suspect  yourselves  of  too  much  wit : 

Drive  not  the  jest  too  far,  but  spare  this  piece  ; 

And,  for  this  once,  be  not  more  wise  than  GreecOt 

See  twice  !  do  not  pell-mell  to  damning  fall, 

Like  true-born  Britons,  who  ne'er  think  at  all : 

Pray  be  advised  ;  and  though  at  Mons  you  won. 

On  pointed  cannon  do  not  always  run. 

With  some  respect  to  ancient  wit  proceed  ; 

You  take  the  four  first  councils  for  your  creed. 

But,  when  you  lay  tradition  wholly  by. 

And  on  the  private  spirit  alone  rely, 

You  turn  fanatics  in  your  poetry. 

If,  notwithstanding  all  that  we  can  say, 

You  needs  will  have  your  pen'orths  oi  the  play. 

And  come  resolved  to  damn,  because  you  pay. 

Record  it,  in  memorial  of  the  fact. 

The  first  play  buried  since  the  woollen  act. 
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TO  «  TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA." 

POKEN    BY    MB.  BETTERTON,  REPRESENTING    THE    GHOST  OP 

SHAKSPEARE. 

iEE,  my  loved  Britons,  see  your  Shakspeare  rise, 
kji  awful  ghost  confess'd  to  human  eyes  ! 
Jnnamed,  methinks,  distinguish'd  I  had  been 
''rom  other  shades,  by  this  eternal  green, 
^bout  whose  wreaths  the  vulgar  poets  strive, 
Vnd  with  a  touch,  their  withered  bays  revive. 
Jntaught,  unpractised,  in  a  barbarous  age, 
!  found  not,  but  created  first  the  stage. 
\jid,  if  I  drained  no  Greek  or  Latin  store, 
Iwas,  that  my  own  abundance  gave  me  more. 
)ii  foreign  trade  I  needed  not  rely, 
jike  fruitful  Britain,  rich  without  supply, 
n  this  my  rough-drawn  play  you  shall  behold 
lome  master-strokes,  so  manly  and  so  bold, 
"hat  he  who  meant  to  alter,  found  'em  such, 
le  shook,  and  thought  it  sacrilege  to  touch. 
J'ow,  where  are  the  successors  to  my  name  ? 
\^at  bring  they  to  fill  out  a  poet's  fame  1 
Veak,  short-lived  issues  of  a  feeble  age  ; 
>carce  living  to  be  christen'd  on  the  stage  ! 
I'or  humour  ferce,  for  love  they  rhyme  dispense, 
i'hat  toUs  the  knell  for  their  departed  sense. 
)ulness  might  thrive  in  any  trade  but  this  : 
Fwould  recommend  to  some  fat  benefice. 
)ulness,  that  in  a  playhouse  meets  disgrace, 
light  meet  with  reverence  in  its  proper  place. 
?he  fulsome  clench,  that  nauseates  the  town, 
Vould  from  a  judge  or  alderman  go  down, 
)uch  virtue  is  there  in  a  robe  and  gown ! 
Ind  that  insipid  stuff  which  here  you  hate, 
rlight  somewhere  else  be  call'd  a  grave  debate ; 
)i2ness  is  decent  in  the  church  and  state. 
But  I  forget  that  still  'tis  understood, 
iad  plays  are  best  decried  by  showing  good. 
5it  silent  then,  that  my  pleased  soul  may  see 
1  judging  audience  once  and  worthy  me  ; 
^ly  faithftd  scene  from  true  records  shall  tell, 
3ow  Trojan  valour  did  the  Greek  excel ; 
SiTour  great  forefathers  shall  their  fame  regain, 
And  Homer's  angry  ghost  repine  in  vain. 


TO  *  C-ESAR  BORGIA,* 

BY  XATHWEKL  LE^  1680. 

The  unhappy  man.  who  once  has  trailed  a  pen, 
Ures  not  to  please  himsell  hut  other  men ; 
Is  &lw3kys  dradging.  wastes  his  life  and  hlood. 
Yet  onlr  eais  abd  drinks  what  you  think  good. 
Whai  praise  soe'er  the  poetry  deserve^ 
Ye*  every  5>:C  can  bid  the  poet  starve. 
That  fuiiib linz  jecher  to  revenge  is  bent^ 
BecKise  be  ih-T^ks  himself  or  whore  is  meant : 
Xasie  bin  a  cuckold,  all  the  city  swarms ; 
F?\»si  Leadenhall  to  Ludgate  is  in  arms : 
We:>e  tbei^e  no  fear  of  Antichrist,  or  France, 
In  the  blest  time  poor  poets  live  by  chance. 
Ether  yo:i  come  not  here;  or,  as  yon  grace 
S>me  oud  acquaintance,  drop  into  the  place, 
O&rekss  azi-d  qualmish  with  a  yawning  fiice : 
Yixa  sleep  o'er  wit.  and  by  my  troth  you  may ; 
MojT  of  vo:ir  talents  lie  another  wav. 
Yon  love  to  hear  of  some  prodigious  tale, 
The  bell  that  toU'd  alone,  or  Irish  whale. 
Xews  is  your  food,  and  you  enough  provide, 
Iv>th  for  yourselves,  and  all  the  world  beside. 
One  theatre  there  is  of  vast  resort, 
Which  whilome  of  Requests  was  call'd  the  Court ; 
Bat  now  the  great  Exchange  of  Xews  'tis  hi^t, 
And  fjll  of  hum  and  buz  horn,  noon  'till  night. 
Up  staii^  and  down  you  run,  as  for  a  race, 
And  oach  man  wears  three  nations  in  his  face. 
5v>  b:g  you  look,  though  claret  you  retrench, 
Tiiat^arm'd  with  bottkd  ale,  you  huff  the  French. 
R.;t  aII  your  entertainment  still  is  fed 
Kv  vir.aius  in  your  own  dull  island  bred. 
>\*'o;:*vi  you  return  to  us,  we  dare  engage 
To  s>»ow  you  better  rogues  upon  the  stage. 
Vou  know  no  poison  but  plain  ratsbane  here  ; 
l\\ith  *s  more  renned,  and  better  bred  elsewhere. 
Thcv  hiivo  a  civil  wav  in  Italv, 
1^  siuoUiixg  a  perfume  to  make  you  die ; 
A*  trick  would  m;^<e  ycjwiVs  ^oi  saw^-box  by. 


FBOLOOUES.  ^^ 


Murder 's  a  trade,  so  known  and  practised  there, 
^hat  'tis  infallible  as  is  the  chair. 
But,  mark  their  feast,  you  shall  behold  such  pranks ; 
iTie  Pope  says  grace,  but  'tis  the  Devil  gives  thanks. 


»> 


rO  «  SOPHONISBA,"  1680. 

Thespis,  the  first  professor  of  our  art. 
At  country  wakes,  sung  ballads  from  a  cart. 
To  prove  this  true,  if  Latin  be  no  trespass, 
"  Dicitur  et  plaustris  vexisse  Poemata  Thespis.' 
But  -^schyl  IS,  says  Horace  in  some  page. 
Was  the  first  mountebank  that  trod  the  stage : 
Yet  Athens  never  knew  your  learned  sport 
Of  tossing  poets  in  a  tennis-court. 
But  'tis  the  talent  of  our  English  nation 
Still  to  be  plotting  some  new  reformation : 
And  few  years  hence,  if  anarchy  goes  on, 
Jack  Presbyter  shall  here  erect  his  throne,  • 
Knock  out  a  tub  with  preaching  once  a  day, 
And*  every  prayer  be  longer  than  a  play. 
Then  all  your  heathen  wits  shall  go  to  pot. 
For  disbelieving  of  a  Popish-plot : 
Your  poets  shall  be  used  like  infidels. 
And  worst,  the  author  of  the  Oxford  bells : 
Nor  should  we  'scape  the  sentence,  to  depart, 
E'en  in  our  first  original — a  cart. 
No  zealous  brother  there  would  want  a  stone, 
To  maul  us  cardinals,  and  pelt  Pope  Joan  : 
Religion,  learning,  wit,  would  be  suppress'd, 
Rags  of  the  whore,  and  trappings  of  the  beast : 
Scot,  Suarez,  Tom  of  Aquin,  must  go  down. 
As  chief  supporters  of  the  triple  crown  ; 
And  Aristotle  's  for  destruction  ripe  ; 
Some  sav,  he  call'd  the  soul  an  organ-pipe, 
Which,  by  some  little  help  of  derivation. 
Shall  then  be  proved  a  pipe  of  inspiration. 
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A  PROLOGUE. 

If  yet  there  be  a  few  that  take  delight 

In  that  which  reasonable  men  should  write ; 

T,o  them  alone  we  dedicate  this  night. 

The  rest  may  satisfy  their  curious  itch, 

With  city-gazettes,  or  some  factious  speech, 

Or  whatever  libel,  for  the  public  good, 

Stirs  up  the  shrove-tide  crew  to  lire  and  blood 

Remove  your  benches,  you  apostate  Dit, 

And  take,  above,  twelve  pennyworth  of  wit ; 

Go  back  to  your  dear  dancing  on  the  rope, 

Or  see  what 's  worse,  the  devil  and  the  pope. 

The  plays  that  take  on  our  corrupted  stage, 

Methinks,  resemble  the  distracted  age ; 

Noise,  madness,  all  unreasonable  things. 

That  strike  at  sense,  as  rebels  do  at  kings. 

The  style  of  forty-one  our  poets  write. 

And  you  are  grown  to  judge  like  forty-eight. 

Such  censures  our  mistaking  audience  maie, 

That  'tis  almost  grown  scandalous  to  take. 

They  talk  of  fevers  that  infect  the  brains  ; 

But  nonsense  is  the  new  disease  that  reigns. 

Weak  stomachs,  with  a  long  disease  oppress'd, 

Cannot  the  cordials  of  strong  wit  digest. 

Therefore  thin  nourishment  of  farce  ye  choose, 

Decoctions'  of  a  barley-water  muse : 

A  meal  of  tragedy  would  make  ye  sick. 

Unless  it  were  a  very  tender  chick. 

Some  scenes  in  sippets  would  be  worth  our  time ; 

Those  would  go  down ;  some  love  that's  poached  in  rhyme; 

If  these  should  fail 

We  must  lie  down,  and,  after  all  our  cost, 
Keep  holiday,  like  watermen  in  frost ; 
While  you  turn  players  on  the  world's  great  stage. 
And  act  yourselves  the  farce  of  your  own  age. 


TO  THE  UNIVERSITY'  OF  OXFORD,  1681. 

The  filmed  Italian  muse,  whose  rhymes  advanco 

Orlando  and  the  Paladma  o^  "?Ta\\c^, 
J^ecords,  that,  when  our  ^\t  a\\^  ^giv^^  Sa,  ^w?\v^ 
Tia  lodged  within  the  cixde  oi  \\v^  m^oxi. 
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irthen  jars,  which  one,  who  thither  fioar'd, 
:o  his  nose,  snufF'd  up,  and  was  restored, 
.to'er  the  story  be,  the  moral 's  true ; 
wit  we  lost  in'  town,  we  find  in  you. 
poets  their  fled  parts  may  draw  from  hence, 
fill  their  windy  heads  with  sober  sense. 
n  London  votes  with  Southwark's  disagree, 
i  they  may  find  their  long-lost  loyalty. 
>  busy  senates,  to  the  old  cause  inchned, 
snun  the  votes  their  fellows  left  behind  : 
:  covmtry  neighbours,  when  their  grain  grows  dear, 
come,  and  find  their  last  provision  here : 
reas  we  cannot  much  lament  our  loss, 
•  neither  carried  back,  nor  brought  one  cross, 
.ook'd  what  representatives  would  bring ; 
they  help'd  us,  just  as  they  did  the  king. 
we  despair  not ;  for  we  now  lay  forth 
Sibyl's  books  to  those  who  know  their  worth ; 
though  the  first  was  sacrificed  before, 
le  volumes  doubly  will  the  price  restore. 
poet  bade  us  hope  this  grace  to  find, 
ihovn  by  long  prescription  you  are  kind, 
whose  undaunted  Muse,  with  loyal  rage, 
never  spared  the  vices  of  the  age, 
)  finding  nothing  that  his  spleen  can  raise, 
Tced  to  turn  his  satire  into  praise. 


TO  HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

)N   HIS   FIRST  APrEARANCE  AT  THE  DUKE'S  THEATRIC 
AFTER  HIS   RETURN  FROM  SCOTLAND,    1682. 

lose  cold  regions  which  no  summers  cheer, 
re  brooding  darkness  covers  half  the  year, 
ollow  caves  the  shivering  natives  go ; 
3  range  abroad,  and  hunt  in  tracks  of  snow : 
when  the  tedious  twilight  wears  away, 
stars  grow  paler  at  the  approach  of  day, 
longing  crowds  to  frozen  mountains  run ; 
)y  who  first  can  see  the  glimmering  sun : 
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The  surly,  savage  ofispring  disappear, 

And  curse  the  bright  successor  of  the  year. 

Yet,  though  rough  bears  in  covert  seek  defence^ 

White  foxes  stay,  with  seeming  innocence : 

That  crafty  kind  with  daylight  can  dispense. 

StiU  we  are  throng'd  so  full  with  Reynard's  race, 

That  loyal  subjects  scarce  can  find  a  place : 

Thus  modest  truth  is  cast  behind  the  crowd : 

Truth  speaks  too  low ;  Hypocrisy  too  loud. 

Let  them  be  first  to  flatter  in  success ; 

Duty  can  stay,  but  guilt  has  need  to  press. 

Once,  when  true  zeal  the  sons  of  God  did  cmll, 

To  make  their  solemn  show  at  heaven's  Whitehall, 

The  fawning  devil  appear'd  among  the  rest. 

And  made  as  good  a  courtier  as  the  best. 

The  friends  of  Job,  who  rail'd  at  him  before, 

Came  cap  in  hand  when  he  had  three  times  more. 

Yet  lato  repentance  may,  perhaps,  be  true ; 

Kings  can  forgive,  if  rebels  can  but  sue : 

A  tyrant's  power  in  rigour  is  express' d ; 

The  father  yearns  in  the  true  prince's  breast. 

We  grant,  an  o'ergrown  Whig  no  grace  can  mend  ; 

But  most  are  babes,  that  know  not  they  ofiend. 

The  crowd  to  restless  motion  stiU  inclined, 

Are  clouds,  that  tack  according  to  the  wind, 

Driven  by  their  chiefe  they  storms  of  hailstones  pour ; 

Then  mourn,  and  soften  to  a  silent  shower. 

Oh,  welcome  to  this  much-ofiending  land. 

The  prince  that  brings  forgiveness  in  his  hand  ! 

Thus  angels  on  glad  messages  appear : 

Their  first  salute  commands  us  not  to  fear : 

Thus  Heaven,  that  could  constrain  us  to  obey, 

(With  reverence  if  we  might  presume  to  say) 

Seems  to  relax  the  rights  of  sovereign  sway : 

Permits  to  man  the  choice  of  good  and  ill. 

And  makes  ^is  happy  by  our  own  free-wilL 
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TO  «  THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX." 

[R.  J.  BANKS,  1682.]     SPOKEN  TO  THE  KING  AND  THE 
QUEEN  AT  THEIR  COMING  TO  THE  HOUSE. 

•  first  the  ark  was  landed  on  the  shore, 
leaven  had  vow'd  to  curse  the  ground  no  more ; 
tops  of  hills  the  longing  patriarch  saw, 
be  new  scene  of  earth  began  to  draw, 
ove  was  sent  to  view  the  waves'  decrease, 
rst  brought  back  to  man  the  pledge  of  peace. 
3edless  to  apply,  when  those  appear, 
)ring  the  oHve,  and  who  plant  it  here. 
ive  before  our  eyes  the  royal  dove, 
inocent,  as  harbinger  to  love : 
rk  is  open'd  to  dismiss  the  train, 
•eople  with  a  better  race  the  plain, 
le,  ve  Powers,  why  should  vam  man  pursue, 
endless  toil,  each  object  that  is  new, 
3r  the  seeming  substance  leave  the  true  ? 
should  he  quit  for  hopes  his  certain  good, 
Dathe  the  manna  of  his  daily  food  ? 
England  still  the  scene  of  cnanges  be, 
L  and  tempestuous,  Uke  our  ambient  sea? 
3till  our  weather  and  our  wills  agree  ? 
►ut  our  blood  our  Uberties  we  have : 
ihat  is  free  would  fight  to  be  a  slave  ? 
lat  can  wars  to  after-times  assure, 
lich  our  present  age  is  not  secure  ? 
at  our  monarch  would  for  us  ordain, 
.  to  enjoy  the  blessings  of  his  reign, 
nd  's  an  Eden,  and  the  main 's  our  fence, 
we  preserve  our  state  of  innocence : 
ost,  then  beasts  their  brutal  force  employ, 
rst  their  lord,  and  then  themselves  destroy, 
civil  broils  have  cost,  we  know  too  well ; 
b  it  be  enough  that  once  we  fell ! 
very  heart  conspire,  and  every  tongue, 
)  have  such  a  king,  and  this  king  long. 
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TO  «  THE  LOYAL  BROTHER ;  OR,  THE  PERSDlK 

PRINCK" 

[by  MR.  southern,  1682.] 

Poets,  like  lawful  monaxohs,  ruled  the  stage, 
Till  critics,  like  damn'd  Whigs,  debauch'd  our  age. 
Mark  how  they  jump  :  critics  would  regulate 
Our  theatres,  and  Whigs  reform  our  state : 
Both  pretend  love,  and  both  (plague  rot  them  !)  hate. 
The  critic  humbly  seems  advice  to  bring  ; 
The  fawning  Whig  petitions  to  the  king : 
But  one's  advice  into  a  satire  sUdes  ; 
T'  other's  petition  a  remonstrance  hides. 
These  will  no  taxes  give,  and  those  no  pence ; 
Critics  would  starve  the  poet,  Whigs  the  priiK». 
The  critic  all  our  troops  of  friends  discards ; 
Just  so  the  Whig  would  fain  puU  down  the  guards. 
Guards  are  illeg^  that  drive  foes  away, 
As  watchful  shepherds,  that  fright  beasts  of  prey. 
Kings,  who  disband  such  needless  aids  as  these. 
Are  safe — as  long  as  e'er  their  subjects  please : 
And  that  would  be  till  next  queen  Bess^  night : 
Which  thus  grave  penny  chroniolers  indite. 
Sir  Edmondbury  first,  in  woful  wise. 
Leads  up  the  show,  and  milks  their  maudlin  eyes. 
There 's  not  a  butcher's  wife  but  dribs  her  part, 
And  pities  the  poor  pageant  from  her  heart ; 
Who,  to  provoke  revenge,  rides  round  the  fire, 
And,  with  a  civil  conge,  does  retire  : 
But  guiltless  blood  to  ground  must  never  fall ; 
There 's  Antichrist  behind,  to  pay  for  aU. 
The  punk  of  Babylon  in  pomp  appears, 
A  lewd  old  gentleman  of  seventy  years : 
Whose  age  in  vain  our  mercy  woidd  implore ; 
For  few  take  pity  on  an  old  cast  whore. 
The  devil,  who  brought  him  to  the  shame,  takes  part ; 
Sits  cheek  by  jowl,  in  black,  to  cheer  his  heart ; 
Like  thief  and  parson  in  a  Tyburn-cart. 
The  word  is  given,  and  with  a  loud  huzza 
The  mitred  puppet  from  his  chair  they  draw ; 
On  the  slain  corpse  coiv^eii^\ii^Ti'aKAftTi^i^\ 
AZas  .'  what 's  one  poor  "Po^^  ft.moTv%^««i.^\ 
He  burns  ;  now  aUtrue^ieax^^^oAxx  W^^^ 
And  next,  for  fasliion,  cry,  Oo^^  ^^^^ ^V^>^^^'?.* 
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^  needfiil  cry  in  *midst  of  such  alarms, 

Vhen  forty  thousand  men  are  up  in  arms. 

hi  after  he 's  once  saved,  to  make  amends, 

n  each  succeeding  health  they  damn  liis  friends  : 

>o  God  begins,  but  still  the  Devil  ends. 

Vliat  if  some  one,  inspired  with  zeal,  should  call, 

'Onae,  let 's  go  cry,  God  save  him,  at  Whitehall  ? 

Ks  best  friends  would  not  hke  this  over-care, 

T  think  him  e'er  the  safer  for  this  praver. 

iVe,  praying  saints  are  by  an  act  allow  d  ; 

lit  not  the  whole  church-mihtant  in  crowd. 

et,  should  Heaven  all  the  true  petitions  drain 

[  Presbyterians  who  would  kings  maintain, 

*  forty  thousand,  five  would  scarce  remain. 


TO  THE  KING  AND  QUEEN, 

UPON  THE  UNION  OP  THE  TWO  COMPANIES   IN    1682, 

^CE  faction  ebbs,  and  rogues  grow  out  of  fashion, 
leir  penny  scribes  take  care  to  inform  the  nation, 
)w  well  men  thrive  in  this  or  that  plantation : 

)w  Pennsylvania's  air  agrees  with  Quakera, 

id  Carolina's  with  Associators : 

th  e'en  too  good  for  madmen  and  for  traitors. 

uth  is,  our  land  with  saints  is  so  run  o'er, 

id  every  age  produces  such  a  store, 

at  now  there 's  need  of  two  New-Englands  more. 

aat  's  this,  you  '11  say,  to  us  and  our  vocation  1 
ly  thus  much,  that  we  have  left  our  station, 
id  made  this  theatre  our  new  plantation. 

e  factious  natives  never  could  agree  ; 
t  aiming,  as  they  call'd  it,  to  be  free, 
ose  play-house  Whigs  set  up  for  property. 

me  say,  they  no  obedience  paid  of  late  ; 
t  would  new  fears  and  jealousies  create  ; 
1  topsy-turvy  they  had  turn'd  the  state. 

kin  sense,  without  the  talent  of  foretelling, 

ght  guess  'tTTouJd  end  in  downright  knoc^Wi<\Q^'5^6sa!ijj» 

r  seldom  cornea  there  better  of  rebel^ng. 
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So  have  I  seen,  in  hall  of  knight,  or  lord, 

A  weak  ann  throw  on  a  long  shovel-board  ; 

He  barelv  lays  his  piece,  bar  rubs  and  knocks. 

Secured  by  weakness  not  to  reach  the  box. 

A  feeble  poet  will  his  business  do. 

Who,  straining  all  he  can,  comes  up  to  you  : 

For,  if  you  like  yourselves,  you  like  him  too. 

An  ape  his  own  dear  image  will  embrace  ; 

An  ugly  beau  adores  a  hatchet  face : 

So,  some  of  you,  on  pure  instinct  of  nature, 

Ai*e  led,  by  kind,  to  admire  your  fellow  creature. 

In  fear  of  which,  our  house  has  sent  this  day, 

To  ensure  our  new-built  vessel,  call'd  a  play ; 

No  sooner  named,  than  one  cries  out, — ^These  stagers 

Come  in  good  time,  to  make  more  work  for  wagers. 

The  town  divides,  if  it  will  take  or  no ; 

The  courtiers  bet,  the  cits,  the  merchants,  too  ; 

A  sign  they  have  but  little  else  to  do. 

Bets,  at  the  first,  were  fool-traps ;  where  the  wise, 

Like  spiders,  lay  in  ambush  for  the  flies : 

But  now  they  're  grown  a  common  trade  for  all, 

And  actions  by  the  new-book  rise  and  fall ; 

Wits,  cheats,  and  fops,  are  free  of  Wager-hall. 

One  policy  as  far  aS  Lyons  carries ; 

Another,  nearer  home,  sets  up  for  Pans. 

Our  bets,  at  last,  would  even  to  Rome  extend, 

But  that  the  pope  has  proved  our  trusty  friend. 

Indeed,  it  were  a  bargain  worth  our  money. 

Could  we  ensure  another  Ottoboni. 

Among  the  rest  there  are  a  sharping  set, 

That  pray  for  us,  and  yet  against  us  bet. 

Sure  Heaven  itself  is  at  a  loss  to  know 

If  these  would  have  their  prayers  be  heard,  or  no : 

For,  in  great  stakes,  we  piously  suppose. 

Men  pray  but  very  faintly  they  may  lose. 

Leave  off  these  wagers ;  for,  in  conscience  speaking, 

The  city  needs  not  your  new  tricks  for  breaking  : 

And  if  you  gallants  lose,  to  all  appearing, 

You  '11  want  an  equipage  for  volunteering ; 

While  thus,  no  spark  of  honour  left  within  ye, 

When  you  should  dra^  the  sword,  you  draw  the  guinea. 
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Dur  commissioners  our  poets  go, 
iltivate  the  virtue  which  you  sow ; 
)ur  LycjBum  first  themselves  refined, 
delegated  thence  to  human-kind, 
is  ambassadors,  when  long  from  home, 
lew  instructions  to  their  princes  come  ; 
jets,  who  your  precepts  have  forgot, 
rn,  and  beg  they  may  be  better  taught : 
33  and  faults  elsewhere  by  them  are  shown, 
^y  your  manners  they  correct  their  own. 
iUiterate  writer,  empiric-hke,  applies 
linds  diseased,  unsafe,  chance,  remedies  : 
[earn'd  in  schools,  where  knowledge  first  began, 
les  with  care  the  anatomy  of  man  ; 
viiiiue,  vice,  and  passions  in  their  cause, 
fame  from  science,  not  from  fortune,  draws. 
)etry,  which  is  in  Oxford  made 
rt,  in  London  only  is  a  trade. 
3  haughty  dunces,  whose  unlearned  pen 
i  ne'er  spell  grammar,  would  be  reading  men. 
build  their  poems  the  Lucretian  way ; 
any  huddled  atoms  make  a  play ; 
if  they  hit  in  order  by  some  chance, 
call  that  nature,  which  is  ignorance, 
ich  a  fame  let  mere  town-wits  aspire, 
their  gay  nonsense  their  own  cits  admire, 
poet,  could  he  find  forgiveness  here, 
Id  wish  it  rather  than  a  plaudit  there, 
wns  no  crown  from  those  Praetorian  bands, 
mows  that  right  is  in  the  senate's  hands, 
impudent  enough  to  hope  your  praise, 
at  the  Muses'  feet  his  wreath  he  lays, 
where  he  took  it  up,  resigns  his  bays. 
3  make  their  poets  whom  themselves  think  fit, 
tis  your  sufirage  makes  authentic  wit. 


TO  THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  OXFORD. 

3RD  and  plots,  which  have  undone  our  age, 
L  the  same  ruin  have  o'erwhelm'd  the  stage, 
house  has  suffered  in  the  common  woo, 
lave  been  troubled  with  Scotch  rebels  too. 
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Our  brethren  are  from  Thames  to  Tweed  departed, 

And  of  our  sisters,  all  the  kinder-hearted, 

To  Edinburgh  gone,  or  coach'd,  or  carted. 

"With  bonny  bluecap  there  they  act  all  night 

For  Scotch  half-crown,  in  England  three-pence  highi 

One  nymph,  to  whom  fat  Sir  John  Falstaff  's  lean, 

There  with  her  single  person  fills  the  scene. 

Another,  with  long  use  and  age  decayed, 

Dived  here  old  woman,  and  rose  there  a  maid. 

Our  trusty  doorkeepers  of  former  time 

There  strut  and  swagger  in  heroic  rhyme. 

Tack  but  a  copper-lace  to  drugget  suit, 

And  there  's  a  hero  made  without  dispute : 

And  that,  which  was  a  capon's  tail  before, 

Becomes  a  plume  for  Indian  emperor. 

But  all  his  subjects,  to  express  the  care 

Of  imitatioij,  go,  like  Indians,  bare : 

Laced  hnen  there  would  be  a  dangerous  thing  ; 

It  might  perhaps  a  new  rebeUion  bring  ; 

The  Scot,  who  wore  it,  would  be  chosen  king. 

But  why  should  I  these  renegades  describe, 

When  you  yourselves  have  seen  a  lewder  tribe  1 

Toague  has  been  here,  and,  to  this  learned  pit, 

With  Irish  action  slander'd  English  wit : 

\*ou  have  beheld  such  barbarous  Macs  appear, 

As  merited  a  second  massacre  : 

Such  as,  hke  Cain,  were  branded  with  disgrace, 

And  had  their  country  stamp'd  upon  their  face. 

A\Tion  strollers  durst  presume  to  pick  your  purse. 

We  humbly  thought  our  broken  troop  not  worse. 

How  ill  soe'er  our  action  may  deserve, 

Oxfv>rd  *s  a  place  where  wit  can  never  starve. 
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Tuv^Vvni  aotv^!^  ctumot  much  of  learning  boast. 

Of  aU  w1;v>  want  it,  we  admire  it  most : 

Wo  low  the  pniisos  of  a  learned  pit, 

.\s  wx>  i\MUv^tolY  an?  allied  to  wit. 

Wo  ;iijH\ik  our  Jwt's  wit,  and  trade  in  ore, 

yko  th<Vk\  who  touch  u|xva  the  golden  shore : 

b^wixi  iHir  juvigoc?  du  distinction  make, 

"^  llO>flr  iu\\c\u  «i\^  \c\\x,  o\«  \c>esas  take : 
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Mark  if  the  fools,  or  men  of  sense,  rejoice  .: 

^Vliether  the  applause  be  only  sound  or  voice. 

^Vhen  our  fop  gallants,  or  our  city  foUy, 

Clap  over-loud,  it  makes  us  melancholy  : 

VVe  doubt  that  scene  which  does  their  wonder  raise, 

And,  for  their  ignorance,  contemn  their  praise. 

Judge  then,  if  we  who  act,  and  they  who  write, 

Should  not  be  proud  of  giving  you  delight. 

liondon  likes  grossly  ;  but  this  nicer  pit 

Examines,  fathoms  all  the  depths  of  wit ; 

The  ready  finger  lays  on  every  blot ; 

Knows  what  should  justly  please,  and  what  should  not. 

Mature  herself  lies  open  to  your  view  ; 

Tou  judge  by  her,  what  dmught  of  her  is  true, 

'Where  outlines  false,  and  colours  seem  too  faint, 

IVhere  bunglers  daub,  and  where  true  poets  paint. 

iut,  by  the  sacred  genius  of  this  place, 

iy  every  Muse,  by  each  domestic  grace, 

IBe  kind  to  wit,  which  but  endeavours  well, 

And,  where  you  judge,  presumes  not  to  excel. 

Our  poets  hither  for  adoption  come, 

A.8  nations  sued  to  be  made  free  of  Rome  : 

I^ot  in  the  sufiragating  tribes  to  stand, 

But  in  your  utmost,  last,  provincial  band. 

If  his  ambition  may  those  hopes  pursue, 

Who  with  religion  loves  your  arts  and  you, 

Oxford  to  him  a  dearer  name  shall  be, 

Than  his  own  mother-university. 

Thebes  did  his  green,  unknowing,  youth  engage  ; 

He  chooses  Athens  in  his  riper  age. 


TO  "ALBION  AND  ALBANIUS." 

I'ULL  twenty  years  and  more,  our  labouring  stage 
Has.  lost,  on  tnis  incorrigible  age  : 
Our  poets,  the  John  Ketches  of  the  nation. 
Have  seem'd  to  lash  ye,  even  to  excoriation  ; 
But  still  no  sign  remains  ;  which  plainly  notes. 
You  bore  like  heroes,  or  you  bribed  like  Oates. 
^Vhat  can  we  do,  when  mimicking  a  fop, 
like  heating  nut-trees,  makes  a  larger  crop  1 
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The  British  nation  is  too  brave,  to  show 
Ignoble  vengeance  on  a  vanquish'd  foe. 
At  last  be  civil  to  the  wretch  imploring  ; 
And  lay  your  paws  upon  him,  without  roaring. 
Suppose  our  poet  was  your  foe  before, 
Yet  now,  the  business  of  the  field  is  o'er ; 
'Tis  time  to  let  vour  civil  wars  alone. 
When  troops  are  into  wmter-quarters  gone. 
Jove  was  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian  ; 
And  you  well  know  a  play 's  of  no  religion. 
Take  good  advice  and  plea.se  yourselves  this  day ; 
No  matter  from  what  hands  you  have  the  play. 
Among  good  feUows  every  health  will  pass, 
That  serves  to  carry  round  another  glass  : 
When  with  fiill  bowls  of  Burgundy  you  dine. 
Though  at  the  mighty  monarch  you  repine. 
You  grant  him  still  Most  Christian  in  his  wine. 
Thus  far  the  poet ;  but  his  brains  grow  addle, 
And  all  the  rest  is  purely  from  this  noddle. 
You  have  seen  young  ladies  at  the  senate-door 
Prefer  petitions,  and  your  grace  implore ; 
However  grave  the  legislators  were, 
Their  cause  went  ne'er  the  worse  for  being  fair. 
Reasons  as  weak  as  theirs,  perhaps,  I  bring ; 
But  I  could  bribe  you  with  as  good  a  thing. 
I  heard  him  make  advances  of  good-natiu*e ;    • 
That  he,  for  once,  would  sheathe  his  cutting  satire. 
Sign  but  his  peace,  he  vows  he  '11  ne'er  again 
The  sacred  name  of  fops  and  beaus  profane. 
Strike  up  the  bargain  quickly ;  for  I  swear, 
As  times  go  now,  he  ofters  very  fair. 
Be  not  too  hard  on  him  with  statutes  neither ; 
Be  kind  ;  and  do  not  set  your  teeth  together, 
To  stretch  the  laws,  as  cobblers  do  their  leather. 
Horses  by  Papists  are  not  to  be  ridden, 
But  sure  the  Muses'  horse  was  ne'er  forbidden  ; 
For  in  no  rate-book  it  was  ever  found 
That  Pegasus  was  valued  at  five  pound  ; 
Fine  him  to  daily  drudging  and  inditing : 
And  let  him  pay  his  taxes  out  in  writing. 
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TO  "ARVIRAGUS  AND  PHILICIA"  REVIVED. 

[by  LODOWICK  CARLELL,  ESQ.]     SPOKEN  BY  MR.  HART. 

"With  sickly  actors  and  an  old  house  too, 

ViT'e're  matcli'd  with  glorious  theatres  and  new, 

And  with  our  alehouse  scenes,  and  clothes  bare  worn, 

Can  neither  raise  old  plays,  nor  new  adorn. 

If  all  these  ills  could  not  undo  us  quite, 

A  brisk  French  troop  is  grown  your  dear  delight ; 

Who  with  broad  bloody  bills  call  you  each  day, 

To  laugh  and  break  your  buttons  at  their  play ; 

Or  see  some  serious  piece,  which  we  presume 

Is  fall'n  from  some  incomparable  plume  ; 

And  therefore.  Messieurs,  if  you  'U  do  us  grace. 

Send  lackeys  early  to  preserve  your  place. 

We  dare  not  on  your  privilege  intrench, 

Or  ask  you  why  you  hke  them  1  they  are  French. 

Therefore  some  go  with  courtesy  exceeding. 

Neither  to  hear  nor  see,  but  show  their  breeding  : 

Each  lady  striving  to  out-laugh  the  rest ; 

To  make  it  seem  they  understood  the  jest. 

Their  countrymen  come  in,  and  nothing  pay, 

To  teach  us  EngUsh  where  to  clap  the  play : 

Civil,  egad  !  our  hospitable  land 

Bears  aU  the  charge,  for  them  to  understand : 

Meantime  we  languish,  and  neglected  lie. 

Like  wives,  while  you  keep  better  company ; 

And  wish  for  your  own  sakes,  without  a  satire. 

You  'd  less  good  breeding,  or  had  more  good-nature. 


TO  "  DON  SEBASTIAN." 

SPOKEN  BY  A  WOMAN. 

The  judge  removed,  though  he  's  no  more  my  lord, 
May  plead  at  bar,  or  at  the  council-board : 
So  may  cast  poets  write ;  there 's  no  pretension 
To  argue  loss  of  wit  from  loss  of  pension. 
Your  looks  are  cheerful ;  and  in  all  this  place 
I  see  not  one  that  wears  a  damnmg  iace. 
42 
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But  you,  bright  beauties,  for  whose  only  sake 
Those  doughty  knights  such  dangers  undertake. 
When  they  with  happy  gales  are  gone  away. 
With  your  propitious  presence  grace  our  play; 
And  with  a  sign  their  empty  seats  survey : 
Then  think,  on  that  bare  bench  my  servant  sat  j 
I  see  him  ogle  still,  and  hear  him  chat ; 
Selling  fistcetious  bargains,  and  propounding 
That  witty  recreation,  call'd  dumWounding. 
Their  loss  with  patience  we  will  try  to  bear ; 
And  would  do  more,  to  see  you  often  here : 
That  our  dead  stage,  reWved  by  your  Mr  eyes, 
Under  a  female  regency  may  rise. 


TO  THE  «  MISTAKES." 

Enter  Mr.  Bright. 

Gentlemen,  we  must  beg  your  pardon  ;  here's  no  Pro- 
logue to  be  had  to-day ;  our  new  play  is  like  to  come  on» 
without  a  frontispiece ;  as  bald  as  one  of  you  young  beatt^ 
without  your  periwig.  I  left  our  young  poet,  snivellii^S 
and  sobbmg  behind  the  scenes,  and  cursing  somebody  th*^ 
has  deceived  him. 

Enter  Mr.  Bowen. 

Hold  your  prating  to  the  audience :  here 's  honest  -^*^• 
Williams,  just  come  in,  half  mellow,  from  the  Rose  Tavet^ 
He  swears  he  is  inspired  with  claret,  and  will  come  on,  a3^ 
that  extempore  too,  either  with  a  prologue  of  his  own    ^1 
something  Uke  one.    Oh,  here  he  comes  to  his  trial,  at  ^^ 
adventures ;  for  my  part  I  wish  him  a  good  deliverance- 

[Exeunt  Mr.  Bright  and  Mr.  Bowc^J 

Enter  Mr.  Williams. 

Save  ye,  sirs,  save  ye !  I  am  in  a  hopeful  way. 
I  should  speak  something  in  rhyme,  now,  for  the  play : 
But  the  deuce  take  me,  if  I  know  what  to  say. 
I'll  stick  to  my  friend  the  author,  that  I  can  tell  ye, 
"To  the  last  drop  of  claret,  in  my  belly. 
^       ^*m  sure  'tis  rhyme — ^that  needs  no  granting : 

my  verses'  feet  stumble — ^you  see  my  own    *^ 
iting. 


u. 


Oar  Yoang  poet  b&s  brought  a  piece  of  work, 

Iq  whichy  though  much  of  art  there  does  not  luik. 

It  may  hold  oat  three  days — and  that  *s  as  long  as  CoHl 

^t,  for  this  play — (which  till  I  have  done,  we  show  nut) 

^Vhat  may  be  its  fortune — by  the  Lord — I  know  not. 

This  I  dare  swear,  no  maUce  here  is  writ : 

'Tis  innocent  of  all  things  ;  even  of  wit. 

He 's  no  high-flier ;  he  makes  no  sky-rockets, 

His  squibs  are  only  levell'd  at  your  pockets, 

And  if  his  crackers  light  among  your  peU^ 

You  are  blown  up;  if  not,  then  he  s  blown  up  himael£ 

By  this  time,  I'm  something  recover d  of  my  flustet'd 

madness: 
And  now  a  word  or  two  in  sober  sadness. 
Ours  is  a  common  play ;  and  you  pay  down 
A  common  harlot's  price ;  just  half-a-crown. 
Fou'U  say,  I  play  the  pimp,  on  my  friend's  score  ; 
But  since  'tis  for  a  friend,  your  gibes  give  o'er : 
For  many  a  mother  has  done  that  before. 
How's  this  ?  you  cry ;  an  actor  wri^e  ?  we  know  it ; 
But  Shakspeare  was  an  actor,  and  a  poet. 
Has  not  great  Jonson's  learning  often  fiedl'd  ? 
But  Shakspeare's  greater  genius  still  prevailed. 
Have  not  some  writing  actors,  in  this  «ge. 
Deserved  and  found  success  upon  the  stage  7 
To  teU  the  truth,  when  our  old  wits  are  tired. 
Not  one  of  us  but  means  to  be  inspired. 
Let  your  kind  presence  grace  our  homely  cheer ; 
Peace  and  the  butt  is  all  oi^r  business  here  : 
So  much  for  that ;  and  the  devil  take  small  beer. 


TO  «  KIXG  ARTHUR." 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  BETTERTON. 

Sure  there 's  a  dearth  of  wit  in  this  dull  town, 
\Vhen  silly  plays  so  savourily  go  down  ; 
As,  when  clipp'd  money  passes,  tis  a  sign 
A  nation  is  not  over-stock'd  with  coin. 
Happy  is  he,  who,  in  his  own  defence, 
Can  write  just  level  to  your  humble  sense ; 
Who  higher  than  your  pitch  can  never  go  ; 
And,  doubtless,  he  must  creep,  who  ^^nXyea'Vi^'^ 
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State  grows  uneasy  when  it  hinders  love ; 

A  glorious  burden,  which  the  wise  remove. 

Now,  as  a  nymph,  I  need  not  sue,  nor  try 

The  force  of  any  lightning  but  the  eye. 

Beauty  and  youth  more  than  a  god  command ; 

No  Jove  could  e'er  the  force  of  these  withstand. 

'Tis  here  that  sovereign  power  admits  dispute  ; 

Beauty  sometimes  is  justly  absolute. 

Our  sullen  Catos,  whatsoe'er  they  say, 

Even  while  they  frown  and  dictate  laws,  obey. 

You,  mighty  sir,  our  bonds  more  easy  make, 

And  gracefully,  what  all  must  suffer,  take ; 

Above  those  forms  the  grave  affect  to  wear ; 

For  'tis  not  to  be  wise  to  be  severe. 

True  wisdom  may  some  gallantry  admit. 

And  soften  business  with  the  charms  of  wit. 

These  peaceful  triumphs  with  your  cares  you  bought, 

And  from  the  midst  of  fighting  nations  brought. 

You  only  hear  it  thunder  from  afar. 

And  sit  in  peace  the  arbiter  of  war : 

Peace,  the  loathed  manna,  which  hot  brains  despise. 

You  knew  its  worth,  and  made  it  early  prize ; 

And  in  its  happy  leisure  sit  and  see 

The  promises  of  more  fehcity ; 

Two  glorious  nymphs  of  your  own  godlike  line. 

Whose  morning  rays*  like  noontide  strike  and  shine : 

Whom  you  to  suppliant  monarchs  shall  dispose, 

To  bind  your  friends,  and  to  disarm  your  foes. 


TO  « THE  MAN  OF  MODE ;  OR,  SIR  FOPLING 

FLUTTER." 

[by  sir  GEORGE  ETHEREGE,  1676.] 

Most  modem  wits  such  monstrous  fools  have  shown. 
They  seem  not  of  Heaven's  making,  but  their  own. 
Those  nauseous  harlequins  in  farce  may  pass  ; 
But  there  goes  more  to  a  substantial  ass : 
Something  of  man  must  be  exposed  to  view, 
That,  gallants,  they  may  more  resemble  you. 
Sir  FopHng  is  a  fool  so  nicely  writ. 
The  ladies  would  mistake  him  for  a  wit ; 
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And,  when  he  sings,  talks  loud,  and  oocks,  would  cry, 

I  vow,  methinks,' he '8  pretty  company: 

So  bris^  so  gay,  so  travell'ci,  so  refined, 

A^  he  took  pains  to  graff  upon  his  kind. 

"X^rue  fops  help  nature's  work,  and  go  to  school, 

1^0  file  and  finish  God  Almighty's  fooL 

Vet  none  Sir  Fopling  him,  or  him  can  call ; 

Be 's  knight  o'  the  shire,  and  represents  ye  alL 

^rom  each  he  meets  he  culls  whatever  he  can ; 

XiSgion  's  his  name,  a  people  in  a  man. 

His  bulky  folly  gaUiers  as  it  goes, 

And,  rolling  o'er  you,  like  a  snow-ball  grows. 

Xlis  various  modes  fit>m  Tarioiis  fiithers  follow ; 

One  taught  the  tos».  and  one  the  new  French  wallow: 

His  sword-knot  this,  ms  cravat  thst  deaign'd ; 

-And  this,  the  yard-long  snake  he  twirls  behind. 

Prom  one  the  sacred  periwig  he  gain'd, 

'Wliich  wind  ne'er  blew,  nor  touch  of  hat  pro&ned. 

Another's  diving  bow  he  did  adore, 

'Which  with  a  snog  casts  all  the  hair  before. 

Till  he  with  full  decorum  brings  it  back. 

And  rises  with  a  water-spaniel  shake. 

As  for  his  songs,  the  ladies'  dear  delight, 

These  sure  he  took  from  most  of  you  who  write. 

Yet  every  man  is  safe  from  what  he  fear*d ; 

For  no  one  fool  is  hunted  from  the  herd. 


TO  "ALL  FOR  LOVEL" 

Poets,  like  disputants,  when  reasons  fail. 
Have  one  sure  refuge  left — and  that 's  to  rail 
Fop,  coxcomb,  fool,  are  thunder'd  through  the  pit ; 
And  this  is  all  their  equipage  of  wit. 
We  wonder  how  the  devil  this  difference  grows. 
Betwixt  our  fools  in  verse,  and  yours  in  prose ; 
For,  '£uth,  the  quarrel  rightly  understood, 
Tis  civil  war  with  their  own  fiesh  and  blood, 
llie  thread-bare  author  hates  the  gaudy  coat ; 
And  swears  at  the  gilt  coach,  but  swears  a-foot : 
For  'tis  observed  of  everj-  scribbling  man. 
He  grows  a  fop  as  fsLst  as  e'er  he  can ; 
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Prunes  up,  and  asks  his  orade,  the  glass, 

If  pink  and  purple  best  become  his  face. 

For  our  poor  wretch,  he  neither  rails  nor  prajB ; 

Nor  likes  your  wit  just  as  you  hke  his  plays ; 

He  has  not  yet  so  much  of  Mr.  Bayes. 

He  does  his  best ;  and  if  he  cannot  please, 

"Would  quietly  sue  out  his  ten  of  ease. 

Yet,  if  he  might  his  own  grand  jury  call, 

By  the  &ir  sex  he  begs  to  stand  or  falL 

Let  Csesar's  power  the  men's  ambition  move, 

But  grace  you  him  who  lost  the  world  for  love ! 

Yet  if  some  antiquated  lady  say, 

The  last  age  is  not  copied  in  his  play ; 

Heaven  help  the  man  who  for  that  face  must  drudge^ 

"Which  only  has  the  wrinkles  of  a  judge. 

Let  not  the  young  and  beauteous  join  with  those ; 

For  should  you  raise  such  numerous  hosts  of  foes, 

Young  wits  and  spiu*ks  he  to  Ifts  aid  must  call ; 

'Tis  more  than  one  man's  work  to  please  you  alL 


TO  "MITHRmATES,  KING  OF  PONTUS." 

[by  MR.  N.  LEE,  1678.] 

You  'vE  seen  a  pair  of  faithful  lovers  die : 
And  much  you  care  ;  for  most  of  you  will  cry, 
'Twas  a  just  judgment  on  their  constancy. 
For,  Heaven  be  thank'd,  we  live  in  such  an  age, 
"When  no  man  dies  for  love,  but  on  the  stage : 
And  e'en  those  martyrs  are  but  rare  in  plays ; 
A  cursed  sign  how  much  true  faith  decays. 
Love  is  no  more  a  violent  desire  ; 
'Tis  a  mere  metaphor,  a  painted  fire. 
In  all  our  sex,  the  name  examined  well, 
'Tis  pride  to  gain,  and  vanity  to  teU. 
In  woman,  'tis  of  subtle  interest  made : 
Curse  on  the  punk  that  made  it  first  a  trade  I 
She  first  did  wit's  prerogative  remove, 
And  made  a  fool  presume  to  prate  of  love. 
Let  honour  and  preferment  go  for  gold  ; 
But  glorious  beawty  ia  not  \,o  V>ft  ^cSi*. 
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Or,  if  it  be,  'tis  at  a  rate  so  high, 

That  nothing  but  adoring  it  should  buy. 

Yet  the  rich  cullies  may  their  boasting  spar6 ; 

They  purchase  but  sopnisticated  ware. 

'Tis  prodigality  that  buys  deceit, 

Where  both  the  giver  and  the  taker  cheat. 

Men  but  refine  on  the  old  half-crown  way ; 

And  women  fight,  like  Swissei-s,  for  their  pay. 


TO  «  CEDIPUS." 

"What  Sophocles  could  imdertake  alone. 

Our  poets  foimd  a  work  for  more  than  one ; 

And  therefore  two  lay  tugging  at  the  piece. 

With  all  their  force,  to  draw  the  ponderous  mass  from 

Greece ; 
A  weight  that  bent  even  Seneca's  strong  muse, 
And  which  Comeille's  shoulders  did  refiise. 
So  hard  it  is  tho  Athenian  harp  to  string ! 
So  much  two  consuls  yield  to  one  just  king. 
Terror  and  pity  this  whole  poem  sway ; 
The  mightiest  machines  that  can  mount  a  play. 
How  heavy  will  those  vulgar  souls  be  founo, 
Whom  two  such  engines  cannot  move  from  ground  ! 
When  Greece  and  Rome  have  smiled  upon  this  birth, 
You  can  but  damn  for  one  poor  spot  of  earth, 
And  when  your  children  find  your  judgment  such. 
They*!!  scorn  their  sires,  and  wish  themselves  bom  Dutch ; 
Each  haughty  poet  will  infer  with  ease, 
How  much  his  wit  must  under-write  to  please. 
As  some  strong  churl  would,  brandishing  advance 
The  monimiental  sword  that  coilquer'd  France ; 
So  you,  by  judging  this,  your  judgment  teach. 
Thus  far  you  like,  that  is,  thus  far  you  reach. 
Since  then  the  vote  of  full  two  thousand  years 
Has  crown'd  this  plot,  and  all  the  dead  are  theirs. 
Think  it  a  debt  you  pay,  not  alms  you  give. 
And,  in  your  own  defence,  let  this  Play  live. 
Think  them  not  vain,  when  Sophocles  is  shown 
To  praise  his  worth  they  humbly  doubt  their  own. 
Yet  as  weak  states  each  other's  power  assure. 
Weak  poets  by  conjunction  are  secure. 

J 
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Their  treat  is  what  your  palates  relish  most. 
Charm  !  song !  and  show !  a  murder  and  a  ghost ! 
We  know  not  what  you  can  desire  or  hope, 
To  please  you  more,  but  burning  of  a  Pope. 


FOR  THE  KING'S  HOUSE. 

We  act  by  fits  and  starts,  like  drowning  men, 
But  just  peep  up,  and  then  pop  down  again. 
Let  those  who  call  us  wicked  change  their  sense ; 
For  never  men  lived  more  on  Providence. 
N*ot  lottery  cavaliers  are  half  so  poor, 
Nor  broken  cits,  nor  a  vacation  whore. 
Not  courts,  nor  courtiers  living  on  the  rents 
Of  the  three  last  ungiving  parliaments : 
So  wretched,  that,  if  Pharaoh  could  divine. 
He  might  have  spared  his  dream  of  seven  lean  kine, 
And  changed  his  vision  for  the  Muses  nine. 
The  comet>  that,  they  say,  portends  a  dearth^ 
Was  but  a  vapour  drawn  from  play-house  esurth : 
Pent  there  since  our  last  fire,  and,  Lilly  says, 
Foreshows  our  change  of  state,  and  tmn  third-daya 
'Tis  not  our  want  of  wit  that  keeps  us  poor ; 
For  then  the  printer's  press  would  suffer  more. 
Their  pamphleteers  each  day  their  venom  spit ; 
They  thrive  by  treason,  and  we  starve  by  wit. 
Confess  the  truth,  which  of  you  has  not  laid 
Four  farthings  out  to  buy  the  Hatfield  maid  1 
Or,  which  is  duller  yet,  and  more  would  spite  us, 
Democritus  his  wars  with  Heraclitus  ? 
Such  are  the  authors,  who  have  run  us  down. 
And  exercised  you  critics  of  the  town. 
Yet  these  are  pearls  to  your  lampooning  rhymes, 
Y'  abuse  yourselves  more  dully  tnan  the  times. 
Scandal,  the  glory  of  the  English  nation, 
Is  worn  to  rags,  and  scribbled  out  of  fashion. 
Such  harmless  thrusts,  as  if,  like  fencers  wise. 
They  had  agreed  their  play  before  their  prize. 
Faith,  they  may  hang  tneir  harps  upon  tne  willows ; 
Tis  just  like  children  when  they  box  with  piUows. 
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Then  put  an  end  to  civil  wars  for  shame ; 
Xict  each  knight-errant,  who  has  wrong'd  a  dame, 
Throw  down  his  pen,  and  give  her,  as  he  can, 
The  satisfaction  of  a  gentleman. 


SPOKEN  AT  THE  ACTING  OF  "THE  SILENT 

WOMAN." 

No  poor  Dutch  peasant,  wing'd  with  all  his  fear, 

^lies  with  more  haste,  when  the  French  arms  draw  neari 

Than  we  with  our  poetic  train  come  down, 

Per  refuge  hither,  from  the  infected  town : 

Heaven  for  our  sins  this  summer  has  thought  fit 

To  visit  us  with  all  the  plagues  of  wit. 

A  French  troop  first  swept  all  things  in  its  way ; 

But  those  hot  Monsieurs  were  too  quick  to  stay  : 

Yet,  to  our  cost,  in  that  short  time,  we  find 

They  left  their  itch  of  novelty  behmd. 

The  Italian  merry-andrews  took  their  place. 

And  quite  debauch'd  the  stage  with  lewd  grimace: 

Instead  of  wit,  and  humours,  your  delight 

Was  there  to  see  two  hobby-horses  fight ; 

Stout  Scaramoucha  with  rush  lance  rode  in. 

And  ran  a  tilt  at  centaur  Arlequin. 

For  love  you  heard  how  amorous  asses  bray'd, 

And  cats  in  gutters  gave  their  serenade. 

Nature  was  out  of  countenance,  and  each  day 

Some  new-bom  monster  shown  you  for  a  play. 

But  when  all  fail'd,  to  strike  the  stage  quite  dumb,  ] 

Those  wicked  engines  called  machines  are  come. 

Thunder  and  Ughtning  now  for  wit  are  play'd, 

And  shortly  scenes  in  Lapland  will  be  laid : 

Art  magic  is  for  poetry  profess'd  ; 

And  cats  and  dogs,  and  each  obscener  becist. 

To  which  ^Egyptian  dotards  once  did  bow, 

TJpon  our  English  stage  are  worshipp'd  now. 

Witchcraft  reigns  there,  and  raises  to  renown 

Macbeth  and  Simon  Magus  of  the  town ; 

Fletcher 's  despised,  your  Jonson  's  out  of  fashion. 

And  wit  the  only  drug  in  all  the  nation. 
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In  this  low  ebb  our  wares  to  you  are  shown ; 
By  you  those  staple  authors'  worth  is  known ; 
For  wit 's  a  manufacture  of  your  own. 
When  you,  who  only  can,  their  scenes  have  praised, 
We  '11  boldly  back,  and  say,  their  price  is  raised. 


SPOKEN  AT  OXFOED,  BY  MES.  MAESHALL. 

Oft  has  our  poet  wish'd,  this  happy  seat 
Might  prove  his  fading  Muse's  last  retreat : 
I  wonder'd  at  his  wish,  but  now  I  find 
He  sought  for  quiet,  and  content  of  mind  ; 
Which  noiseful  towns,  and  courts  can  never  know, 
And  only  in  the  shades  hke  laurels  grow. 
Youth,  ere  it  sees  the  world,  here  studies  rest, 
And  age  returning  thence  concludes  it  best. 
What  wonder  if  we  court  that  happiness 
Yearly  to  share,  which  hourly  you  possess. 
Teaching  e'en  you,  while  the  vex'd  world  we  show 
Your  peace  to  value  more,  and  better  know  ? 
'Tis  all  we  can  return  for  favours  past. 
Whose  holy  memory  shall  ever  last, 
For  patronage  from  him  whose  care  presides 
O'er  every  noble  art,  and  every  science  guides : 
Bathurst,  a  name  the  leam'd  with  reverence  know. 
And  scarcely  more  to  his  own  Virgil  owe  ; 
Whose  age  enjoys  but  what  his  youth  deserved, 
To  rule  those  Muses  whom  before  he  served. 
His  learning,  and  untainted  manners  too, 
We  find,  Athenians,  are  derived  to  you : 
Such  ancient  hospitaUty  there  rests 
In  yours,  as  dwelt  in  the  first  Grecian  breasts, 
Whose  kindness  was  religion  to  their  guests. 
Such  modesty  did  to  our  sex  appear, 
As,  had  there  been  no  laws,  we  need  not  fear, 
Since  each  of  you  was  our  protector  here. 
Converse  so  chaste,  and  so  strict  virtue  shown, 
As  might  Apollo  with  the  Muses  own. 
Till  our  return,  we  must  despair  to  find 
Judges  so  just,  so  knowing,  and  so  kind. 
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TO  "ALBION  AND  ALBANIUa" 

After  our  JEsop's  fable  shown  to-day, 

I  come  to  give  the  moral  of  the  play. 

Feign'd  Zeal,  you  saw,  set  out  the  speedier  pace ; 

But  the  last  heat,  Plain  DeaUng  won  the  race : 

Plain  Deahng  for  a  jewel  has  been  known ; 

But  ne'er  till  now  the  jewel  of  a  crown. 

When  Heaven  made  man,  to  show  the  work  divine^ 

Truth  was  his  image,  stamp'd  upon  the  coin ; 

And  when  a  king  is  to  a  god  refined. 

On  all  he  says  and  does  he  stamps  his  mind : 

This  proves  a  soul  without  alloy,  and  pure  ; 

Kings,  like  their  gold,  should  every  touch  endure. 

To  dare  in  fields  is  valour ;  but  how  few 

Dare  be  so  throughly  valiant, — to  be  true  I 

The  name  of  great,  let  other  kings  affect : 

He 's  great  indeed,  the  prince  that  is  direct. 

His  subjects  know  him  now,  and  trust  him  more 

Than  all  their  kings,  and  all  their  laws  before. 

What  safety  could  their  public  acts  afford  ? 

Those  he  can  break  ;  but  cannot  break  his  word. 

So  great  a  trust  to  him  alone  was  due ; 

WeU  have  they  trusted  whom  so  well  they  knew. 

The  saint,  who  walk'd  on  waves,  securely  trod, 

While  he  beUeved  the  beck'ning  of  his  God ; 

But  when  .his  faith  no  longer  bore  bim  out, 

Began  to  sink,  as  he  began  to  doubt. 

Let  us  our  native  character  maintain  ; 

'Tis  of  our  growth,  to  be  sincerely  plain. 

To  excel  in  truth  we  loyally  may  strive, 

Set  privilege  against  prerogative : 

He  pUghts  his  faith,  and  we  believe  him  just ; 

Hisliouour  is  to  promise,  ours  to  trust, 

Thus  Britain's  basis  on  a  word  is  laid, 

As  by  a  word  the  world  itself  was  made. 
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TO  «  HENRY  II." 

[by  MR.  MOUNTFORT,  1693.]  SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  BRACEGIRDl 

Thus  you  the  sad  catastrophe  have  seen, 
Occasion'd  by  a  mistress  and  a  queen. 
Queen  Eleanor  the  proud  was  French,  they  say ; 
But  English  manufiicture  got  the  day. 
Jane  Clifford  was  her  name,  as  boo!is  aver : 
Fair  Eosamond  was  but  her  nom  de  guerre. 
Now  tell  me,  gallants,  would  you  lead  your  life 
"With  such  a  mistress,  or  with  such  a  wife  ? 
If  one  must  be  your  choice,  which  d'  ye  approve, 
The  curtain  lecture,  or  the  curtain  love  ? 
Would  ye  be  godly  with  perpetual  strife. 
Still  drudging  on  with  homely  Joan  your  wife  ; 
Or  take  your  pleasure  in  a  wicked  way. 
Like  honest  whoring  Harry  in  the  play  1 
I  guess  your  minds :  the  mistress  would  be  taken, 
And  nauseous  matrimony  senjb  a  packing. 
The  devirs  in  you  all ;  mankind  *s  a  rogue  ; 
You  love  the  bride,  but  you  detest  the  clog. 
After  a  year,  poor  spouse  is  left  i*  the  lurch. 
And  you,  like  Haynes,  return  to  mother-Church. 
Or,  if  the  name  of  Church  comes  cross  your  mind, 
Chapels  of  ease  behind  our  scenes  you  find. 
The  playhouse  is  a  kind  of  market-place ; 
One  chaffers  for  a  voice,  another  for  a  face : 
Nay,  some  of  you,  I  dare  not  say  how  many, 
Would  buy  of  me  a  pen'orth  for  your  penny. 
E'en  this  poor  face,  which  with  my  fan  I  hide. 
Would  make  a  shift  my  portion  to  provide, 
With  some  small  perquisites  I  have  beside. 
Though  for  your  love,  perhaps,  I  should  not  care, 
I  could  not  hate  a  man  that  bids  me  fair. 
"What  might  ensue,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  tell ; 
But  I  was  drench'd  to-day  for  loving  well, 
And  fear  the  poison  that  would  make  me  swelL 
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AN  EPILOGUE. 


w  our  wife  was  chaste,  yet  throughly  tried, 
ithout  doubt,  you're  hugely  edified ; 

0  our  hero,  whom  we  show'd  to-day, 
nk  no  woman  true,  but  in  a  play, 
ice  did  make  a  pretty  kind  of  show : 

and  kindness  in  one  breast  would  grow : 

as  Heaven  knows  how  many  years  ago, 

me  small  chat,  and  guinea  expectation, 

.  the  pretty  creatures  in  the  nation : 

3dy  your  little  selves  you  meet ; 

7ent  Grarden  drawn  in  Brydges-street. 

n  our  author  then,  if  he  has  shown 

nut-brown  bastard  of  your  own. 

ippv  you,  with  ease  and  with  dehght, 

t  those  follies,  Poets  toil  to  write  ! 

eating  Muse  does  almost  leave  the  chace ; 

5s,  and  hardly  keeps  your  Protean  vices  pace. 

ou  but  in  one  vice,  away  you  fly 

e  new  frisk  of  contrariety. 

11  like  snow-balls,  gathering  as  you  run, 

t  seven  devils,  when  dispossessed  of  one. 

enus  once  was  a  Platonic  queen ; 

g  of  love  beside  the  face  was  seen ; 

5ry  inch  of  her  you  now  uncase, 

ip  a  vizard-mask  upon  the  face. 

s  like  these,  the  zealous  of  the  land, 

ttle  hair,  and  Uttle  or  no  band, 

1  how  circulating  pestilences 

every  twenty  years,  to  snap  offences. 

e'en  now,  takes  doctoral  degrees ; 
o  your  work  this  summer  without  fees, 
the  boxes,  Phoebus,  find  thy  grace, 
1,  preserve  the  eighteen-penny  place  ! 

tne  pit  confounders,  let  'em  go, 
id  as  little  mercy  as  they  show : 
tors  thus,  and  tnus  thy  Poets  pray : 
jry  critic  saved,  thou  damn'st  a  play. 
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TO  «  THE  HUSBAND  HI3  OWN  CUCKOLD.' 

Like  some  raw  sophister  that  mounts  the  pulpit, 

So  trembles  a  young  Poet  at  a  full  pit. 

Unused  to  crowds,  the  Parson  quakes  for  fear, 

And  wonders  how  the  devil  he  durst  come  there ; 

Wanting  three  talents  needful  for  the  place. 

Some  beard,  some  learning,  and  some  little  grace : 

Nor  is  the  puny  Poet  void  of  care ; 

For  authors,  such  as  our  new  authors  are. 

Have  not  much  learning,  nor  much  wit  to  spare : 

And  as  for  grace,  to  tell  the  truth,  there's  scarce  one, 

But  has  as  little  as  the  very  Parson  : 

Both  say,  they  preach  and  write  for  your  instruction 

But  'tis  for  a  third  day,  and  for  induction. 

The  difference  is,  that  though  you  like  the  play, 

The  poet's  gain  is  ne'er  beyond  his  day. 

But  with  the  Parson  'tis  another  case, 

He,  without  holiness,  may  rise  to  grace  ; 

The  Poet  has  one  disadvantage  more, 

That,  if  his  play  be  dull,  he's  damn'd  aU  o'er, 

Not  only  a  damn'd  blockhead,  but  damn'd  poor. 

But  dulness  well  becomes  the  sable  garment ; 

I  warrant  that  ne'er  spoil'd  a  Priest's  preferment : 

Wit's  not  his  business,  and  as  wit  now  goes. 

Sirs,  'tis  not  so  much  yours  as  you  suppose. 

For  you  like  nothing  now  but  nauseous  beaux. 

You  laugh  not,  gallants,  as  by  proof  appears. 

At  what  his  beauship  says,  but  what  he  wears ; 

So  'tis  your  eyes  are  tickled,  not  your  ears : 

The  tailor  ancl  the  furrier  find  the  stuff, 

The  wit  lies  in  the  dress,  and  monstrous  muff. 

The  truth  on 't  is,  the  payment  of  the  pit 

Is  like  for  like,  clipt  money  for  clipt  witJ 

You  cannot  from  our  absent  author  hope, 

He  should  equip  the  stage  with  such  a  fop : 

Fools  change  in  England,  and  new  fools  arise. 

For  though  the  immortal  species  never  dies, 

Yet  every  year  new  maggots  make  new  flies. 

But  where  he  lives  abroad,  he  scarce  can  find 

One  fool,  for  million  that  he  left  behind. 
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TO  «  THE  PILGRIM." 

Perhaps  the  parson  stretch'd  a  point  too  fiur, 
^en  with  our  Theatres  he  waged  a  war. 
He  tells  you,  that  this  very  moral  age 
Beceived  the  first  infection  from  the  Stage. 
But  sure,  a  banished  court,  with  lewdness  fraught^ 
The  seedjB  of  open  vice,  returning,  brought. 
Thus  lodged  (as  vice  by  great  example  thrives) 
It  first  debauched  the  daughters  and  the  wives. 
Ijondon,  a  fruitful  soil,  yet  never  bore 
5o  plentiful  a  crop  of  horns  before. 
Phe  Poets,  who  must  Uve  by  courts,  or  starve, 
Vere  proud  so  good  a  government  to  serve ; 
Lnd,  mixing  with  bufibons  and  pimps  profane, 
^ainted  the  Stage,  for  some  small  snip  of  gain, 
'or  they,  like  harlots,  under  bawds  profess'd, 
'ook  idl  the  imgodly  pains,  and  got  the  least, 
hus  did  the  thriving  malady  prevail, 
he  court,  its  head,  the  Poets  but  the  taiL 
lie  sin  was  in  our  native  growth,  'tis  true ; 
he  scandal  of  the  sin  was  wholly  new. 
isses  they  were,  but  modestly  conceal'd  ; 
Tiitehall  the  naked  Venus  first  revealed. 
Tio  standing  as  at  Cyprus,  in  her  shrine, 
le  stnmipet  was  adored  with  rites  divine. 
TO  this,  if  saints  had  any  secret  motion, 
was  chamber-practice  all,  and  close  devotion, 
pass  the  peccadillos  of  their  time  ; 
othing'but  open  lewdness  was  a  crime. 
monarch's  blood  was  venial  to  the  nation, 
^mpared  with  one  foul  act  of  fbmication. 
ow,  they  would  silence  us,  and  shut  the  door 
hat  let  m  all  the  barefaced  vice  before. 
8  for  reforming  us,  which  some  pretend, 
hat  work  in  England  is  without  an  end : 
Tell  may  we  change,  but  we  shall  never  mend, 
at,  if  you  can  but  bear  the  present  Stage, 
7e  hope  much  better  of  the  coming  age. 
/"hat  would  you  say,  if  we  should  first  begin 
'o  stop  the  trade  of  love  behind  the  scene  : 
iThere  actresses  make  bold  with  married  men  1 
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For  while  abroad  so  prodigal  the  dolt  is, 

Poor  spouse  at  home  as  ragged  as  a  colt  is. 

In  short)  we'll  srow  as  moral  as  we  can, 

Save  here  and  tnere  a  woman  or  a  man : 

But  neither  you,  nor  we,  with  all  our  pains, 

Caji  make  dean  work  ;  there  will  be  some  remains, 

While  you  have  still  your  Oates,  and  we  our  Hains. 


ODES,   SONGS, 


^^^^^^/^^k^i'^/S^^/^^i^VW 


ALEXANDER'S  FEAST;  OR,  THE  POWER  OF  MUSIC 

AN  ODE  m  HONOUR  OP  ST.  CECILIA's  DAY. 

'TwAS  at  the  royal  feast,  for  Persia  won 
By  PhiHp's  warlike  son : 
Aloft  in  awful  state 
The  god-like  hero  sate 

On  his  imperial  throne : 
His  valiant  peers  were  placed  around, 
Their  brows  with  roses  and  with  myrtles  bound ; 
(So  should  desert  in  arms  be  crown*d.) 
The  lovely  Thais,  by  his  side. 
Sate  like  a  blooming  Eastern  bride 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 
Happy,  happy,  happy  pair! 
Isone  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  fiiir. 

CHORUS. 

Happy,  happy,  happy  pair! 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  the  brave. 
None  but  tYie  "bxove  ^'eaerj^^\Jaa%Mct» 
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Timotheus,  placed  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneftd  choir, 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre: 
The  trembling  notes  ascend  the  sky, 

And  heavenly  joys  inspire. 
The  song  began  from  Jove, 
Who  loft  his  blissful  seats  above, 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  behed  the  god : 
Sublime  on  radiant  spires  he  rode, 
When  he  to  fair  Olympia  press'd : 
And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast : 
Then  rouiid  her  slender  waist  he  curl'd. 
And  stamp'd  an  image  of  himself,  a  sovereign  of  the  world 
The  listemng  crowd  admire  the  lofty  soun^ 
A  present  deity !  they  shout  around : 
A  present  deity !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
With  ravish 'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears. 
Assumes  the  god, 
Affects  to  nod. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

CHORUS. 

With  ravish'd  ears 
The  monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  god, 
Afiects  to  nodf 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

The  praise  of  Bacchus  then  the  sweet  musician  sung^ 
Of  Bacchus— ever  fair  and  ever  yoimg : 
The  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes ; 
Sound  the  trumpets  ;  beat  the  drums : 
Flush'd  with  a  purple  grace 
He  shows  his  honest  fiice  : 
Now  give  the  hautboys  breath.    He  comes !  he  comes ! 
Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young, 

Drinking  joys  did  first  ordain ; 

Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure. 

Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure : 

Rich  the  treasure. 

Sweet  the  pleasure. 

Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 
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CHOBUS. 

Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure. 
Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure : 

iSch  the  treasure, 

Sweet  the  pleasure, 
Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

Soothed  with  the  sound  the  king  grew  vain ; 
Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again ; 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes ;  and  thrice  he  slew  ill 
slain. 
The  master  saw  the  madness  rise ; 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes  ; 
And,  while  he  heaven  and  earth  defied, 
Changed  his  hand,  and  check'd  his  pride. 
He  chose  a  mournful  muse 
Soft  pity  to  infuse : 
He  sung  Darius,  great  and  good ; 

By  too  severe  a  fate, 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen, 
Fallen  from  his  high  estate, 

And  welt'ring  in  his  blood  ; 
Deserted,  at  his  utmost  need, 
By  those  his  former  bounty  fed ; 
On  the  bare  earth  exposed  he  lies, 
With  not  a  friend  to  close  his  eyes. 
VVith  downcast  looks  the  joyless  victor  sate. 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  soul 

The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 
And,  now  and  then,  a  sigh  he  stole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

CHORUS. 

Revolving  in  his  alter*d  soul 
The  various  turns  of  chance  below ; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  sigh  he  stole ; 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

The  mighty  master  smiled,  to  see 

That  love  was  in  the  next  degree ; 

'Twas  but  a  kindred-soimd  to  move, 

For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  measures. 
Soon  he  soot\ied  \\\a  ^ovl  to  xvleajsuras. 
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War,  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble ; 
Honour,  but  an  empty  bubble ; 
Never  ending,  still  beginning, 
Fighting  still,  and  still  destroying : 

If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning, 
Think,  oh  think  it  worth  enjoying : 
Lovely  Thais  sits  beside  thee. 
Take  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 
Dhe  many  rend  the  skies  with  loud  applause ; 
5o  Loye  was  crown'd,  but  Music  won  the  causo. 
The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain. 
Gazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care, 
And  sigh'd  and  look*d,  sigh'd  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again : 
It  length,  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppressed, 
lie  vanquish'd  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast. 

CHORUS. 

The  prince,  unable  to  conceal  his  pain. 
Gazed  on  the  fair 
Who  caused  his  care, 
And  sigh*d  and  look'd,  sigh*d  and  look'd, 
Sigh'd  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again : 
^t  length  with  love  and  wine  at  once  oppress'd, 
"he  vanquish'd  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast. 

Now  strike  the  golden  lyre  again : 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  strain. 
Break  his  bands  of  sleep  asunder. 
And  rouse  him,  like  a  ratthng  peal  of  thunder. 
Hark;  hark,  the  horrid  sound 
Has  raised  up  his  head : 
As  awaked  from  the  dead, 
And  amazed,  he  stares  around. 
Revenge !  revenge !  Timotheus  cries, 
See  the  Airies  arise ! 
See  the  snakes  that  they  rear, 
How  they  hiss  in  their  hair ! 
And  the  sparkles  that  flash  from  their  eyes  I 
Behold  a  ghastly  band, 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand ! 
liose  are  Grecian  ghosts,  that  in  battle  were  slaiOy 
And  unburied  remain. 
Inglorious  on  the  plain. : 
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Give  the  vengeance  due 

To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  toss  their  torches  on  high, 
How  they  point  to  the  Persian  abodes. 
And  guttering  temples  of  their  hostile  gods. 
The  princes  applaud  with  a  furious  joy ; 
And  the  king  seized  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  destroy ; 

"ftiais  led  the  way, 

To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And,  hke  another  Helen,  fired  another  Troy ! 

CHORUS. 

And  the  king  seized  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  destroy ; 

Thais  led  the  way. 

To  light  him  to  his-prey. 
And,  hke  another  Helen,  fired  another  Troy ! 

Thus  long  ago. 
Ere  heaving  bellows  leam'd  to  blow. 
While  organs  yet  were  mute  ; 
Timotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute, 
And  sounding  lyre, 
Could  swell  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindle  soft  desire. 
At  last  divine  Ceciha  came, 
Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame  j 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  store. 
Enlarged  the  former  narrow  boimds. 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds. 
With  nature's  mother- wit,  and  arts  unknown  before* 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize. 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies  ; 
She  drew  an  angel  down. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

At  last  divine  Cecilia  came, 

Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame  ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  store, 

Enlarged  the  former  narrow  bounds, 

And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds, 
With  nature's  mother- wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  crown  ; 
Ho  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies, 

She  drew  an  angel  down. 


SONG&  |{08 

A  SONG  FOR  ST.  CECILIA'S  DAY,  1687. 

From  harmony,  firom  heavenly  harmony, 

This  universal  frame  began : 

When  nature  underneath  a  heap 

Of  jarring  atoms  lav, 
And  could  not  heave  her  head, 
*The  tuneful  voice  was  heard  from  high, 

Arise,  ye  more  than  dead. 
Then  cold,  and  hot,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
In  order  to  their  stations  leap. 
And  Music's  power  obey. 
Prom  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony 
This  universal  frame  began : 
From  harmony  to  harmony, 
Through  all  the  compass  of  the  notes  it  ran,' 
The  diapason  closing  full  in  Man. 

What  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell  ? 
When  Jubal  struck  the  chorded  shell. 
His  listening  brethren  stood  aroumd, 
And,  wondering,  on  their  faces  fell 
To  worship  that  celestial  sound. 
Less  than  a  God  they  thought  there  could  not  dwell 
Within  the  hollow  of  that  shell. 
That  spoke  so  sweetly  and  so  well 
What*  passion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell  ? 

•    The  trumpet's  loud  clangor 
Excites  us  to  arms, 
With  shrill  notes  of  anger. 

And  mortal  alarms. 
The  double  double  double  beat 
Of  the  thundering  drum 
Cries,  hark  !  the  foes  come  ; 
Charge,  charge,  'tis  too  late  to  retreat. 

The  soft  complaining  flute 
In  dying  not^  discovers 
The  woes  of  hopeless  lovers. 
Whose  dirge  is  whisper'd  by  the  warbling  lute. 

Sharp  violins  proclaim 
Their  jealous  pangs,  and  desperation, 
Fury,  frantic  mdignation, 
Depth  of  pains,  and  height  of  passion, 

For  the  fair,  disdainful,  dame. 
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But  oh  !  wliat  art  can  t^ach, 

What  human  voice  can  reach. 
The  sacred  organ's  praise  ? 
Notes  inspiring  holy  love, 
Notes  that  wing  their  heavenly  ways 
•     To  mend  the  choirs  above. 

Orpheus  could  lead  the  savage  race ; 
And  trees  uprooted  left  their  place, 

Sequacious  of  the  lyre  : 
But  bright  Ceciha  raised  the  wonder  higher  : 
When  to  her  organ  vocal  breath  was  given, 
An  angel  heard,  and  straight  appeared 

Mistaking  earth  for  heaven. 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

As  from  the  power  of  sacred  lays 
The  spheres  began  to  move. 
And  sung  the  great  Creator's  praise 

To  «3l  the  bless'd  above  ; 
So  when  the  last  and  dreadful  hour 
This  crumbling  pageant  shall  devour, 
The  trumpet  shall  be  heard  on  high, 
The  dead  shall  live,  the  living  die. 
And  Music  shall  untune  the  sky. 


THE  FAIR  STRANGER : 

ADDRESSED  TO  LOUISA  QUEBOUAILLE,  AFTERWABDt 
DUCHESS  OP  PORTSMOUTH. 

A  SONG. 

Happy  and  free,  securely  blest. 
No  beauty  could  disturb  my  rest ; 
My  amorous  heart  was  in  despair, 
To  find  a  new  victorious  fair : 

Till  you  descending  on  our  plains, 
With  foreign  force  renew  my  chains ; 
Where  now  you  rule  without  control 
The  mighty  sovereign  of  my  souL 

Your  smiles  have  more  of  conquering  clianiu% 
Than  all  your  native  country  arms : 
Their  troops  we  can  expel  with  ease. 
Who  vanquish  only  when  we  please. 
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But  in  your  eyes,  oh !  there's  the  spell. 
Who  can  see  them,  and  not  rebel  1 
You  make  us  captives  by  your  stay, 
Yet  kill  us  if  you  go  away. 


ON  THE  YOUNG  STATESMEN 

Clarendon  had  law  and  sense, 

Clifford  was  fierce  and  brave ; 
Bennet's  grave  look  was  a  pretence, 
And  Danby's  matchless  impudence 
Help'd  to  support  the  Knave. 

But  Simderland,  Godolphin,  Lory, 
These  will  appear  such  chits  in  story, 

'Twill  turn  all  poUtics  to  jests. 
To  be  repeated  like  John  Dory, 

When  fiddlers  sing  at  feasts. 

Protect  us,  mighty  Providence, 

What  would  these  madmen  have  ? 
First,  they  would  bribe  us  without  pence, 
Deceive  us  without  common  sense,  • 
And  without  power  enslave. 

Shall  free-born  men,  in  humble  awe. 

Submit  to  servile  shame  ; 
Who  from  consent  and  custom  draw 
The  same  right  to  be  ruled  by  law. 

Which  kings  pretend  to  reign  ? 

The  duke  shall  wield  his  conquering  sword^ 

The  chancellor  make  a  speech, 
The  king  shall  pass  his  honest  word, 
The  pawn'd  revenue  sums  afford, 
And  then,  come  kiss  my  breech. 

• 

So  have  I  seen  a  king  on  chess 

(Hisro^ks  and  knights  withdrawn, 
His  (^ueen  aild  bishops  m  distress) 
Shiftmg  about,  grow  less  and  less, 
With  here  and  there  a  pawn. 


i 


£ur  Annid^  my  jov  and  my  grie( 
In  Tain  I  hare  lovied  yoa,  and  hope  no  relief ; 
Undone  by  oar  virtue,  too  strict  and  severe, 
Yocr  eyes  cave  me  love,  and  you  gave  me  despair ; 
Xow  ciird  bv  mv  honour,  I  seek  with  content 
The  ftte  whioi  in  pity  you  would  not  prevent : 
To  lai^ui^  in  love,  were  to  find  by  delay 
A  deam  thai  '*3  more  welcome  the  speediest  way. 

On  seas  and  in  battles,  in  bullets  and  fire, 
The  dai^r  is  less  than  in  hopeless  desire  ; 
My  death  s  wound  vou  give,  though  £ur  off  I  bear 
My  &11  fixun  your  sight— not  to  cost  you  a  tear : 
But  if  the  kimi  flood  on  a  wave  should  convey 
And  under  your  window  mv  body  should  lay, 
The  wound  on  my  breast  wnen  you  happen  to  see, 
You'll  say  with  a  sigh — it  was  given  by  me. 


A  CHom  of  bright  beauties  in  spring  did  appear, 

To  choose  a  May-lady  to  govern  the  year ; 

All  the  nymphs  were  in  white,  and  the  shepherds  ingreoiii 

The  garland  was  given,  and  Phillis  was  queen : 

But  Hiillis  refus^  it^  and  sighing  did  say, 

I  'U  not  wear  a  garland  while  PiEui  is  away. 

While  Pan  and  fair  Svrinx  are  fled  from  our  shores 
The  Graces  are  banisb^d,  and  Love  is  no  more : 
The  soft  god  of  pleasure,  that  warm'd  our  desires. 
Has  broken  his  oow,  and  extinguished  his  fires : 
And  vows  that  himself,  and  his  mother,  will  mourn, 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx  iu  triumph  retun\. 

Forbear  your  addresses,  and  court  u^  no  more, 
For  we  will  perform  what  tho  deity  swore : 
But  if  you  dare  think  of  deserving  our  charms. 
Away  with  your  sheephooks,  and  take  to  your  arms: 
Then  laurels  and  myrtles  your  brows  shaft  adorn, 
When  Pan,  and  his  son,  and  fair  Syrinx,  return. 
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Fair,  sweet,  and  young,  receive  a  prize 
Reserved  for  your  victorious  eyes : 
From  crowds,  whom  at  your  feet  you  see. 
Oh  pity,  and  distinguish  me  ! 
As  1  from  thousand  beauties  more 
Distinguish  you,  and  only  you  adore. 

Your  face  for  conquest  was  design'd. 
Your  every  motion  charms  my  mind ; 
Angels,  when  you  your  silence  break. 
Forget  their  hymns,  to  hear  you  speak  ; 
But  when  at  once  they  hear  and  view. 
Are  loth  to  mount,  and  long  to  stay  with  yon* 

No  graces  can  your  form  improve, 
But  all  are  lost,  unless  you  love ; 
While  that  sweet  passion  you  disdain, 
Your  veil  and  beauty  are  in  vain : 
In  pitv  then  prevent  my  fate, 
For  after  dying  all  reprieve 's  too  late. 


High  state  and  honours  to  others  impart^ 

But  give  me  your  heart : 
That  treasure,  that  treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
So  gentle  a  love,  so  fervent  a  fire, 

My  soul  does  inspire ; 
That  treasure,  that  treasure  alone, 

I  beg  for  my  own. 
Your  love  let  me  crave ; 
Give  me  in  possessing 
So  matchless  a  blessing ; 
That  empire  is  all  I  would  have. 
Love  's  my  petition. 
All  my  ambition ; 
If  e'er  you  discover 
So  faithfid  a  lover. 
So  real  a  flame, 
I  '11  die,  I  'U  die. 
So  give  up  my  game. 
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Go  tell  Amynta,  gentle  swain, 
I  would  not  die,  nor  dare  complain : 
Thy  tuneful  voice  with  numbers  join, 
Thy  words  will  more  prevail  than  mine, 
To  souls  oppressed,  and  dumb  with  grie( 
The  gods  ordain  this  kind  relief ; 
That  music  should  in  soimds  convey, 
What  dying  lovers  dare  not  say. 

A  sigh  or  tear,  perhaps,  she  '11  give, 
But  love  on  pity  cannot  Uve. 
Tell  her  that  hearts  for  heai-ts  were  made, 
And  love  with  love  is  only  paid. 
Tell  her  my  pains  so  fast  increase, 
That  soon  they  will  be  past  redress  ; 
But  ah  !  the  wretch,  that  speechless  liee^  , 
Attends  but  death  to  close  his  eyes. 


TO  A  FAIR  YOUNG  LADY, 

GOING  OUT  OP  THE  TOWN  IN  THE  SPRING. 

Ask  not  the  cause,  why  sullen  Spring 
So  long  delays  her  flowers  to  Dear  ; 

Why  warbling  birds  forget  to  sing, 
And  winter-storms  invert  the  year : 

Chloris  is  gone,  and  feite  prcndts 

To  make  it  Spring,  where  she  resides. 

Chloris  is  gone,  the  cruel  fair ; 

She  cast  not  back  a  pitying  eye : 
But  left  her  lover  in  despair. 

To  sigh,  to  languish,  and  to  die  : 
Ah,  how  can  those  fair  eyes  endiu*o 
To  give  the  wounds  they  will  not  cure  ! 

Great  god  of  love,  whv  hast  thou  made 
A  face  that  can  all  hearts  command. 

That  all  rehgions  can  invade, 
And  change  the  laws  of  every  land  ? 

Where  thou  hadst  placed  such  power  before^ 

Thou  shouldat  Yiav^  Tciadft  her  mercy  more. 
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"When  Chloris  to  the  temple  comes, 

Adonng  crowds  before  ner  fall ; 
She  can  restore  the  dead  from  tombs, 

And  every  life  but  mine  recal. 
1  only  am  hy  Love  designed 
To  be  the  victim  for  mankind. 


VENI  CREATOR  SPIRITUS^ 

PARAPHRASED. 

CJreator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 
^The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come  pour  thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
I'rom  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  fi'ee, 
And  make  thy  temples  worthy  thee. 

O  source  of  uncreated  hght, 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire ; 
Come,  and  thy  sacred  unction  bring 
To  sanctify  us,  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 
R  ch  in  thy  seven-fold  energy  ! 
Thou  strength  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Whose  power  does  heaven  and  earth  command 
Proceedmg  Spirit,  our  defence. 
Who  dost  the  gifts  of  tongues  dispense, 
And  crown'st  thy  gift  with  eloquence  !  , 
Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts ; 
But,  oh,  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts  ! 
Our  frailties  help,  our  vice  control. 
Submit  the  senses  to  the  soui ; 

And  when  rebellious  they  are  grown,  y 

Then  lay  thy  hand,  and  hold  'em  down. 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 
And  peace,  the  fmit  of  love,  bestow  ; 
And  lest  our  feet  should  step  astray, 
Protect  and  g  ide  us  in  the  way. 

Make  us  eternal  truths  receive,     ^ 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe ; 
45 
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Give  us  tlijsel^  that  we  may  see 
The  Father,  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 
Immortal  honour,  endless  fisane, 
Attend  the  Almighty  Father's  name : 
The  Saviour  Son  be  glorified, 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  thee. 


THE  SECULAR  MASQUE. 

Eml€r  Jaitus. 
JAXUS. 

Chroxos,  Chronos,  mend  thy  pace. 
An  hundred  times  the  rolling  sun 
Around  the  radiant  belt  has  run 
In  his  revolving  race. 
Behold,  behold,  the  goal  in  sight, 
Spread  thy  fens,  and  wing  thy  flight. 

Emttr  Ch&oxos,  trith  a  scythe  in  his  hand^  and  a  globe  on  his  b&ck, 
vAtcA  he  sets  down  at  his  entrance. 

CHRONOS. 

Weary,  weary  of  my  weight, 
Let  me,  let  me  drop  my  freight, 
And  leave  the  world  behind. 

I  could  not  bear, 

Another  year. 
The  load  of  human-kind. 

Enter  Moxrs  kit;yhing. 
MOMUS. 

Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  ha !  ha !  well  hast  thoa  doiw 

To  lay  down  thy  pack. 

And  lighten  thy  back, 
pie  world  was  a  fool,  e'er  since  it  begUD, 
And  since  neither  Janus,  nor  Chronos,  nor  I, 

Can  hinder  the  crimes, 

Or  mend  the  bad  times, 
Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry. 

CHORUS  OP  ALL  THREB. 
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JAXT7S. 

Since  Momus  comes  to  laugh  below, 

Old  Time  begin  the  show, 
That  he  may  see,  in  every  scene. 
What  changes  in  this  age  have  been. 

CHRONOS. 

rhen  goddess  of  the  silver  bow  begin. 

[Horns f  or  hunting'tnusic  tcithin.l 

Enter  Diana. 
DIANA. 

With  horns  and  with  hounds,  I  waken  the  day  ; 
And  hie  to  the  woodland- walks  away : 
I  tuck  up  my  robe,  and  am  buskin'd  soon. 
And  place  on  my  forehead  a  waxing  moon. 
I  course  the  fleet  stag,  unkennel  the  fox. 
And  chase  the  wild  goats  o*er  summits  of  rocks, 
With  shouting  and  hooting  we  pierce  through  the  sky, 
And  Echo  turns  hunter,  and  doubles  the  cry. 

CHORUS  OP  ALL. 

With  shouting  and  hooting  we  pierce  through  the  sky, 
And  Echo  turns  hunter  and  doubles  the  cry. 

JANUS. 

Then  our  age  was  in  its  prime : 

CHRONOS. 

Free  from  rage : 

DIANA. 

■ —  And  free  from  crime : 

MOMUS. 

A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking, 
Laughing,  quaffing,  and  unthinking  time. 

CHORUS  OF  ALL. 

Then  our  age  was  in  its  prime, 
Free  from  rage  and  free  from  crime, 
A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking, 
Laughing,  quaffing,  and  unthinking  timet 

[Dance  of  Diava'b  attendants.] 

Enter  Mars. 
MARS. 

Inspire  the  vocal  brass,  inspire  ; 
The  world  is  past  its  infant  ^^\ 
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Arms  and  honour, 

Arms  and  honour, 
Set  the  martial  mind  on  fire, 
And  kindle  manly  rage. 
MEirs  has  look'd  the  sky  to  red  ; 
And  Peace,  the  lazy  good,  is  fled. 
Plenty,  peace,  and  pleasure  fly ; 

The  sprightly  green, 
In  woodland- walks  no  more  is  seen ; 
The  sprightly  green  has  drunk  the  Tyrian  ilye, 

CHORUS  OF  ALL. 

Plenty,  peace,  &c. 

MABS. 

Sound  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drum ; 
Through  all  the  world  around, 
Sound  a  reveille,  soimd,  sound^ 
The  warrior  god  is  come. 

CHORUS  OF  ALL. 

Sound  the  tnimpet,  &c. 

MOMUS. 

Thy  sword  within  the  scabbard  keep^ 

And  let  mankind  agree ; 
Better  the  world  were  fast  asleep. 
Than  kept  awake  by  thee. 
The  fools  are  only  thinner, 

"With  all  our  cost  and  care  ; 
But  neither  side  a  winner. 
For  things  are  as  they  were. 

CHORUS  OF  ALL. 

The  fools  are  only,  &c. 

Enter  Venus. 

VENUS. 

Calms  appear,  when  storms  are  past ; 
Love  will  have  his  hour  at  last : 
Nature  is  my  kindly  care ; 
Mars  destroys,  and  I  repair  ; 
Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may, 
Venus  comes  not  every  day. 

CHORUS  OF  ALL. 

Take  her,  take  Tcier,  &c 


\ 
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CHRONOS. 

The  world  was  then  so  light, 
I  scarcely  felt  the  weight ; 
Joy  ruled  the  day,  and  Love  the  night. 
at,  since  the  queen  of  pleasure  left  the  ground, 

I  faint,  I  lag, 

And  feebly  drag 
The  ponderous  orb  around. 

MOMUS. 

All,  all  of  a  piece  throughout : 
Thy  chace  had  a  beast  in  view ; 

[Pointing  to  Diana, 

Thy  wars  brought  nothing  about ;  [r©  Mars, 

Thy  lovers  were  all  untrue.  [r©  Venus, 

JANUS. 

'Tis  well  an  old  age  is  out. 

CHRONOS. 

And  time  to  begin  a  new. 

CHORUS  OP  ALL. 

All,  all  of  a  piece  throughout : 

Thy  chace  had  a  beast  in  view ; 
Thy  wars  brought  nothing  about ; 

Thy  lovers  were  all  untrue. 
'Tis  well  an  old  age  is  out, 

And  time  to  begin  a  new. 

Dance  of  huntsmenf  nymphs,  warriort,  and  lovers. 


OF  A  SCHOLAR  AND  HIS  MISTRESS, 

►  BEING  CROSSED  BY  THEIR  FRIENDS,  FEIJi  MAD  FOR  ONB 
ANOTHER;  AND  NOW  FIRST  MEET  IN  BEDLAM. 

{Music  within.'l 
The  Lovers  enter  at  opposite  doors,  each  held  by  a  Keeper, 

PHILLIS. 

Look,  look,  I  see — I  see  my  love  appear  ! 

'Tis  he Tis  he  aJone ; 

For,  like  him,  there  is  none :  ^^ 

'Tis  the  dear,  de/ir  man,  'tis  tla-ee,  dewe,  ^^ 
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AMTNTAS. 

Hark  !  the  winds  war ; 

The  foamy  waves  roar ; 

I  see  a  ship  afar, 
Tossmg  and  tossing,  and  making  to  the  shore : 

But  what's  that  I  view, 

So  radiant  of  hue, 
St.  Hermo,  St.  Hermo,  that  sits  upon  the  sails  1 

Ah !  No,  no,  no. 
St.  Hermo,  never,  never  shone  so  bright ; 
'Tis  Phillis,  only  Phillis,  can  shoot  so  lair  a  light ; 
'Tis  Phillis,  *tis  Phillis,  that  saves  the  ship  alone, 
For  all  the  winds  are  hush'd,  and  the  storm  is  overblown. 

PHILLIS. 

Let  me  go,  let  me  run,  let  me  fly  to  his  arms. 

AMYNTAS. 

If  all  the  fates  combine, 
And  all  the  furies  join, 
I'll  force  my  way  to  Phillis,  and  break  through  the  chana 

[Here  they  break  from  their  keepers,  run  to  each  other,  and  embrace.] 

PHILLIS. 

Shall  I  marry  the  man  I  love  ? 

And  shall  I  conclude  my  pains  ? 
Now  bless'd  be  the  Powers  above, 

I  feel  the  blood  bound  in  my  veins ; 
With  a  lively  leap  it  began  to  move. 

And  the  vapours  leave  my  brains. 

AMYNTAS. 

Body  join'd  to  body,  and  heart  join'd  to  hearty 

To  make  sure  of  the  cure. 
Go  call  the  man  in  black,  to  mumble  o'er  his  part. 

PHILLIS. 

But  suppose  he  shoxild  stay 

AMYNTAS. 

At  worst  if  he  delay, 

*Tis  a  work  must  be  dojie, 
We'll  borrow  but  a  day, 
And  the  better,  the  sooner  begun. 

CHORUa  OP  BOTIL 

At  worst  if  he  delay,  &c. 

[rWy  run  ouf  (<  i  .<!^  hand  in  hand.\ 
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IN  "THE  INDIAN  EMPEROR." 

Ah  fading  joy  !  how  quickly  art  thou  past ! 

Yet  we  thy  ruin  haste. 
As  if  the  cares  of  human  hfe  were  few, 

"We  seek  out  new : 
And  follow  fate,  which  would  too  fast  pursue. 
See,  how  on  every  bough  the  birds  express, 
in  their  sweet  notes,  their  happiness. 
They  all  enjoy,  and  nothing  spare ; 
But  on  their  mother  Nature  lay  their  care : 
Why  then  should  man,  the  lord  of  all  below, 
Such  troubles  choose  to  know, 
As  none  of  all  his  subjects  undergo  ? 

Hark,  hark,  the  waters  fall,  fall,  fall, 
And  with  a  murmuring  sound 
Dash,*  dash,  upon  the  ground, 
To  gentle  slumbers  call. 


IN  «  THE  INDIAN  EMPEROR*' 

I  look'd  and  saw  within  the  book  of  fate, 

When  many  days  did  lour. 

When  lo  !  one  happy  hour 
Leap'd  up,  and  smiled  to  save  the  sinking  state ; 
A  day  shall  come  when  in  thy  power 

Thy  cruel  foes  shall  be ; 

Then  shall  thy  land  be  free  : 

And  then  in  peace  shall  reign ; 
But  take,  oh  take  that  opportunity. 
Which  once  refused  will  never  come  again. 


IN  « THE  MAIDEN  QUEEN." 

I  FEED  a  flame  within,  which  so  torments  me, 
That  it  both  pains  my  heart,  and  yet  contents  me : 
'Tis  such  a  pleasing  smart,  and  I  so  love  it. 
That  I  had  rather  die,  than  onee  remove  it. 
Yet  he,  for  whom  I  grieve,  shall  never  know  it ; 
My  tongue  does  not  betray,  nor  my  eyes  shew  it. 
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Not  a  sigh,  nor  a  tear,  my  pain  discloses^ 

But  they  fall  silently,  like  dew  on  roses. 

Thus,  to  prevent  my  love  from  being  oruel^ 

My  heart  *s  the  sacrifice,  as  'tis  the  fuel : 

And  while  I  suffer  this  to  give  him  quiet, 

My  faith  rewards  my  love,  though  he  deny  it. 

On  his  eyes  will  I  gaze,  and  there  delight  me  ; 

Where  I  conceal  my  love  no  frown  can  fright  mo . 

To  be  more  happy,  I  dare  not  aspire  ; 

Nor  can  I  fall  more  low,  mounting  no  higher. 


IN  THE  FIRST  PART  QF  "  THE  CONQUEOT  OP 

GRANADA." 

Wherever  I  am,  and  whatever  I  do. 

My  Phillis  is  still  in  my  mind  ; 
When  angry,  I  mean  not  to  Phillis  to  go, 

My  fee^  of  themselves,  the  way  find : 
Unknown  to  myself  I  am  just  at  her  door. 
And,  when  I  would  rail,  I  can  bring  out  no  more. 

Than,  Phillis,  too  fair  and  unkind ! 

When  Phillis  I  see,  my  heart  bounds  in  my  breast^ 

And  the  love  I  would  stifle  is  shown  ; 
But  asleep,  or  awake,  I  am  never  at  rest, 

When  from  my  eyes  Phillis  is  gone. 
Sometimes  a  sad  dream  does  delude  my  sad  mind ; 
But,  alas  !  when  I  wake,  and  no  Phillis  I  find, 

How  I  sigh  to  myself  all  alone  1 

Should  a  king  be  my  rival  in  her  I  adore, 

He  should  offer  his  treasure  in  vain : 
Oh,  let  me  alone  to  be  happy  and  poor, 

And  give  me  my  Phillis  again ! 
Let  Phillis  be  mine,  and  but  ever  be  kind, 
I  could  to  a  desert  with  her  be  confined, 

And  envy  no  monarch  his  reign. 

Alas !  I  discover  too  much  of  my  love. 
And  she  too  well  knows  her  own  power ! 

She  makes  me  each  day  a  new  martyrdom  prove, 
And  makes  me  grow  jealous  each  hour  : 

But  let  her  each  minute  torment  my  poor  mind, 

I  had  rather  love  PhilUs,  both  false  and  unkind. 
Than  erer  be  freed.  itoTaVet  ^o^et. 
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THE  SECOND  PART  OF  «  THE  CONQUEST  OF 

GRANADA." 

How  unhappy  a  lover  am  I, 

While  1  sigh  for  my  Phillis  in  vain  ; 
All  my  hopes  of  dehght 
Are  another  man's  right, 

Who  is  happy,  while  I  am  in  pain ! 

Since  her  honour  allows  no  relief, 

But  to  pity  the  pains  which  you  bear, 

'Tis  the  best  of  your  fate, 

In  a  hopeless  estate, 
To  give  o'er,  and  betimes  to  despair. 

I  have  tried  the  false  med'cine  in  vain ; 

For  I  wish  what  I  hope  not  to  win  : 
From  without,  my  desire 
Has  no  food  to  its  fire  ; 

But  it  burns  and  consimies  me  within. 

Yet,  at  least,  'tis  a  pleasure  to  know 

That  you  are  not  unhappy  alone  : 
For  the  nymph  you  adore 
Is  as  wretched,  and  more  ; 

And  counts  all  your  sufferings  her  own, 

0  ye  gods,  let  mo  suffer  for  both  ; 
At  the  feet  of  my  Phillis  I'll  He  : 
I'll  resign  up  my  breath. 
And  take  pleasure  in  death. 
To  be  pitied  by  her  when  I  die. 

What  her  honour  denied  you  in  life, 

In  her  death  she  will  give  to  your  love  ; 

Such  a  flame  as  is  true 

After  fate  will  renew. 

For  the  souls  to  meet  closer  above. 


THE  SEA-FIGHT,  IN  «  AMBOYNA." 

o  ever  saw  a  noble  sight, 

t  never  view'd  a  brave  sea-fight ! 

ig  up  your  bloody  colours  in  the  air, 

with  your  fights,  and  your  nettings  i^ve^ic^  %  ' 
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Vour  meny  mates  cheer,  with  a  lusty  bold  spright^ 

Xow  c«ch  man  his  brindice,  and  then  to  the  fight 

Su  Gooige,  St  Gkiorge,  we  cxy ; 

llie  shouting  Turks  rep^y. 

Oh  now  it  be^inSy  and  the  gim-room  grows  hot, 

Hy  it  with  culverin  and  with  small  shot ; 

Hdurk,  docss  it  not  thunder  ?  no,  'tis  the  guns  roar, 

Hie  noighlx^uring  billows  are  turned  into  gore ; 

Xow  oich  man  must  resolve  to  die, 

For  bore  the  coward  cannot  fly. 

Drums  and  trumpets  toll  the  knell, 

And  culwrius  the  passing  belL 

Xv>w,  Uv»w  they  grapple,  and  now  board  amain  ; 

Kiv^w  up  the  hatches,  they  re  off  aU  again : 

V%;ve  them  a  broadside,  the  dice  run  at  all, 

I  Vwn  c^>me3  the  mast  and  yard,  Qnd  tacklings  &U ; 

Si;o  grow*  c»ddy  now,  Uke  bUnd  Fortune's  wheel, 

Sh<?  sinks  tKere,  she  sinks,  she  turns  up  her  keeL 

Who  fPwr  behekl  so  noble  a  sight 

A*  ;his  $H>  bniTw  so  bloody  sea-fight ! 


IKOANTATIOX  IX  (EDIPU& 

r.  \  Osoosoe:  the  daH:est  part  o'  the  groTe, 
Siiic^  as  giiosts  at  noon-day  iotc, 
t^i^  a  t;>KKh»  a:>d  di^  it  m^h 

\^.;;u^  rusied  of  turf  or  stone, 
XV,r,  ^>/  infenial  powYs  have  nooe  ; 
Av*;j^>afvr  r>\  if  this  be  done  ? 

T;  \  U  ?ho  sju"Ttac*  imde  fi:  \ 
Vftictf  hor  Sjk-^waivi  to  the  pit : 

t^rtv'v.  Vt  h^r  K\  arsi  b^-^ 

V\;U  Vi  w'At  hi  r  h^^T!n^sl  az>d  brv^ws ; 
V^M  lur.*.  >\x;r  ^"xki  frvcn  the  S5ia; 

<  ^  :^  \  *l\s  ^l^^c>^ 
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Mingle  milk  into  the  stream ; 
Feast  the  ghosts,  that  love  the  steam : 
Snatch  a  brand,  from  funeral  pile : 
Toss  it  in,  to  make  them  boil : 
And  turn  your  faces  from  the  sun ; 
Answer  me,  if  this  be  done  ? 
AUPr.  'Tisdone. 


IN  "  ALBION  AND  ALBANIUa" 

Cease,  Augusta  !  cease  thy  mourning, 

Happy  days  appear, 
God-like  Albion  is  returning, 

Loyal  hearts  to  cheer  ! 
Eveiy  grace  his  youth  adorning, 
Glorious  as  the  star  of  morning. 

Or  the  planet  of  the  year. 


IN  "ALBION  AND  ALBANIUS." 

Albion,  by  the  nymph  attended, 
Was  to  Neptune  recommended. 

Peace  and  plenty  spread  the  sails  ; 
Venus,  in  her  sheU  before  him. 
From  the  sands  in  safety  bore  him, 

And  suppUed  Etesian  gales. 
Archon,  on  the  shore  commanding. 
Lowly  met  him  at  his  landing, 

Crowds  of  people  swarm'd  around ; 
Welcome,  rang  like  peals  of  thunder, 
Welcome,  rent  the  skies  asunder, 

Welcome;  heaven  and  earth  resound. 


IN  "ALBION  AND  ALBANIIJS." 

Infernal  offspring  of  the  Night, 

Debarr'd  of  heaven  your  native  right. 

And  from  the  glorious  fields  of  light, 

Condemned  in  shades  to  drag  the  chain, 

And  &U  with  groans  the  gloomy  -^laAxv  *,  ^fl 
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Since  pleasures  here  are  none  below, 
Be  ill  our  good,  our  joy  be  woe : 
Our  work  t'  embroil  the  worlds  above, 
Disturb  their  union,  disunite  their  love, 
And  blast  the  beauteous  frame  of  our  victorious  foe. 


IN  «  ALBION  AND  ALBANIUS." 

See  the  god  of  seas  attends  thee, 
Nymphs  divine,  a  beauteous  train ; 
AU  the  calmer  gales  befriend  thee 
In  thy  passage*  o'er  the  main : 
Every  maid  her  locks  is  binding, 
Every  Triton's  horn  is  winding. 
Welcome  to  the  watery  plain. 


IN  «  ALBION  AND  ALBANIUa*' 

Albion,  loved  of  gods  and  men, 
Prince  of  Peace  too  mildly  reigning. 
Cease  thy  sorrow  and  complaining, 
Thou  shalt  be  restored  again : 
Albion,  loved  of  gods  and  men. 

Still  thou  art  the  care  of  heaven. 

In  thy  youth  to  exile  driven : 

Heaven  thy  ruin  then  prevented, 

Till  the  guilty  land  repented : 

In  thy  age,  when  none  could  aid  thee^ 

Foes  conspired,  and  friends  betray'd  thee. 

To  the  brink  of  danger  driven. 

Still  thou  art  the  care  of  Heaven. 
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IN  «  KING  ARTHUR." 

Where  a  battle  is  supposed  to  be  given  behind  the  scenes,  with  drums, 
trumpetS;  and  military  shouts  and  excursions :  after  which  the  Britons, 
expressing  their  joy  for  the  victory,  sing  this  song  of  triumph. 

(set  by  purceh.) 

Come,  if  you  dare,  our  trumpets  sound ; 

Come,  if  you  dare,  the  foes  rebound : 

We  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come. 

Says  the  double,  double,  double  beat  of  the  thundering  druni 

Now  they  charge  on  amain, 

Now  they  rally  again  : 
The  gods  from  above  the  mad  labour  behold, 
And  pity  mankind,  that  will  perish  for  gold. 

The  fainting  Saxons  quit  their  ground, 
Their  trumpets  languish  in  the  sound  : 
They  fly,  they  fly,  they  flv,  thev  fly  ; 
Victoria !  Victoria !  the  bold  Britons  cry. 

Now  the  victory's  won, 

To  the  plunder  we  run : 
vVe  return  to  our  lasses  Hke  foi^tunate  traders^ 
Triumphant  with  spoils  of  the  vanquished  in^nsuiers. 


IN  «  KING  ARTHUR." 

Till.'!  •'iiv//s.  Oh  sight,  the  mother  of  desires, 
What  charming  objects  dost  thou  yield ! 
^  Tis  sweet,  when  tedious  night  expires, 
To  see  the  rosy  morning  gild 
The  mountain-tops,  and  paint  the  field ! 
But  when  Clarinda  com^s  in  sight, 
She  makes  the  summer's  day  more  bright ; 
And  when  she  goes  away,  'tis  night. 

Chor.  When  fair  Clarinda  comes  in  sight,  &c. 
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irom.  tings.  *Tis  sweet  the  blushing  mom  to  view; 
And  plains  adom'd  with  pearly  dew : 
Buj;  such  cheap  delights  to  see, 
Heaven  and  nature 
Give  each  creature ; 
They  have  eyes,  as  well  as  we : 
This  is  the  joy,  all  joys  above, 
To  see,  to  see, 
That  only  she, 
That  only  she  we  love  ! 

Chor,  This  is  the  joy,  all  joys  above,  &c. 


IN  "  KING  ARTHUR" 

Two  daughters  of  this  aged  stream  are  we ; 

And  both  our  sea-green  locks  have  comb'd  for  thee; 

Come  bathe  with  us  an  hour  or  two. 

Come  naked  in,  for  we  are  so : 

What  danger  from  a  naked  foe  ? 

Come  bathe  with  us,  come  bathe  and  share 

What  pleasm*es  in  the  floods  appear ; 

We  *11  beat  the  waters  till  they  bound, 

And  circle  round,  around,  around. 

And  circle  round,  around. 


IN  "  KING  ARTHUR."    TO  BRITANNIA 

X. 

Ye  blustering  brethren  of  the  skies. 

Whose  breath  has  ruffled  all  the  watery  plain, 
Retire,  and  let  Britannia  rise, 
In  triimiph  o'er  the  main. 
Serene  and  calm,  and  void  of  fear, 
The  Queen  of  Islands  must  appear : 
Serene  and  calm,  as  When  the  Spring 
The  new-created  world  began. 
And  birds  on  boughs  did  softly  sing 
eir  peaceful  YioTaajga  -^^iA  \.q  tq3m>l\ 


• 


I  folded  2«aa.  -.r.  frzhf::! 
;  shephfipi's  aiji  tl-r  fjkr=«cra 
'air  BciAin  aZ  ^L!?  t:^!  ccrr:-a5 ; 
1  Faziy  as  in  Arcaiiia^  re:gr.ay 

>ii^  JvB/x^s  feece  -E^?  fAzn-sd  of  cl'Jy 
5  Britiah  wed  is  ztvkzilz  gold ; 
To  TTtirw^  can  more  of  v^a^  ssipplr; 
:eepi3  the  peasac^t  frf/^  the  ool j. 
kna  taS^es  fcr  kfa?*  ti*  Tvrran  dve. 


m. 
(set  bt  purcell.) 

Faibebi  isle,  all  isles  exoelliiig 
Seat  of  pleasures  and  of  loves : 

Venus  here  will  choose  her  dwelliii|^ 
And  forsake  her  Cvprian  groves. 

Copid  from  his  favourite  nation. 
Care  and  envv  will  remove ; 

JealousT,  that  poisons  passion. 
And  despair,  that  di^^  for  love. 

Grentle  murmurs,  sweet  complainings 
Si^is,  that  blow  the  fire  of  love ; 

Soft  repulses,  kind  disdaining, 
Shall  be  all  the  pains  you  prove. 

Every  swain  shall  pav  his  duty. 
Grateful  every  nymph  shall  prova  ; 

And  as  these  excel  in  beautv. 
Those  shall  be  renowii'd  for  lox^ 
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IN  «  LOVE  TRIUMPHANT." 

What  state  of  life  can  be  so  blest 
As  love,  that  warms  a  lover's  breast  I 
Two  souls  in  one,  the  same  desire 
To  grant  the  bliss,  and  to  require ! 
But  if  in  heaven  a  hell  we  find, 

'Tis  all  from  thee, 

O  jealousy ! 

'Tis  all  from  thee, 

0  Jealousy ! 
Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy, 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  mind! 

All  other  ills,  though  sharp  they  proTC^ 
Serve  to  refine,  and  perfect  love : 
In  absence,  or  unkind  disdain. 
Sweet  hope  relieves  the  lover's  Pftin* 
But,  ah!  no  cure  but  death  we  find. 

To  set  us  free 

From  Jealousy: 

O  Jealousy ! 
Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy, 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  mind ! 

False  in  thy  glass  all  objects  are. 
Some  set  too  near,  and  some  too  far ; 
Thou  art  the  tire  of  endless  night. 
The  fire  that  bums,  and  gives  no  lights 
All  torments  of  the  damn'd  we  find 

In  only  thee, 

O  Jealousy! 

Thou  tyrant,  tyrant  Jealousy, 
Thou  tyrant  of  the  mind ! 
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